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LIFE  OF  GRANYILLE, 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


\JfGbor«b  G*anvjllb,  ot,  as  others  write,  Grecnville,  or  GrenviDe,  afterwards 
lord  Lansdowne  of  Bideford  in  the  county  of  Devon,  less  is  known  than  his  name  and 
h%h  tank  might  give  reason  to  expeet.  He  was  boru  about  1 667,  the  son  of  Bernard 
Gieenrilfe,  who  was  entrnsted  by  Monk  with  the  most  private  transactions  of  the 
Restoration,  and  the  grandaon  of  sir  Bevil  Grtenville,  who  died  in  the  king's  cause,  at 
the  battle  of  Lansdowne*  <       . 

Hb  earty  edncation  was  saperintended  by  sir  William  Ellis;  and  his  progress  was 
soch,  that  betom  the  age  of  twelve  he  was  seat  to  Cambridge ł ,  where  he  pronouuced 
a  copy  of  ms  owu  yerses  to  the  princess  Mary  d*Estć  of  Modena,  then  dutchess  of 
York,  when  she  visited  the  university. 

At  the  accossion  of  king  James,  being  now  at  eighteen,  he  agaiu  ezerted  his  poetical 
powers,  and  addressed  the  new  monarch  in  three  short  pieces,  of  which  the  first  is  pro- 
frne,  and  the  two  others  such  as  a  boy  might  be  expeeted  to  produce ;  but  he  was 
commended  by  old  Walkr,  who  perhaps  was  pleased  to  find  hunself  imitated  in  m 
tines,  which,  though  they  begin  wkh  nonsense  and  end  with  dulness,  excited  in  the 
yoong  autfaor  a  rapturę  of  acknowledgement, 

la  numbers  soch  at  Wallert  aeif  might  use. 

h  was  probably  about  this  time  that  he  wrote  the  poem  to  the  earl  of  Peterborough, 
opoo  his  accomplishmtnt  of  the  duke  of  York's  marriage  with  the  princess  of  Modena. 
whose  charnfs  appear  to  have  gained  a  strotig  prevalence  over  his  imaginatk>D,  and 
tipoa  whom  nothing  ever  has  been  charged  but  imprudent  piety,  an  intemperate  ajld 
misguided  zeał  for  the  propagation  of  popery. 

However  fiuthful  6ranville  might  have  been  to  the  king,  or  however  enamoured  of 
the  queen,  he  has  left  no  reason  for  supposing,  that  he  approved  eitlier  the  artifices  or 
the  violence  with  which  the  king's  religion  was  insinuated  or  obtruded.  He  endearoured 
to  be  true  at  once  to  the  king  and  to  the  churcb. 

Of  this  regulated  loyalty  he  has  transmitted  to  posterity  a  sufficient  proof,  in  the 
letter  which  he  wrote  to  his  father  about  a  month  before  the  prince  of  Orange  landed. 

1  To  Trinity  College.  By  the  «nivenity  register  it  apppears,  that  he  was  aHmitted  to  his  master** 
4egraeial679;  wemurt,  therefore,  settheyear  of  hisbuthiome  yearsback.    J£ 
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"  Mar,  near  Doncaster,  Oct6,  1 688. 

■  » 

"  To  the  hoąourąble  Mr.  Barnard  Graiiville,  at  the  earl  of  Bathe  s,  St  James's. 

•*'  Your  haring  no  prospect  of  obtaining  a  commission  for  me  can  no  way  alter  or 
cool  my  desire,  at  this  important  juncture,  to  venture  my  life»  in  some  manner  or  other, 
for  my  king  and  my  country. 

"  I  cannot  bear  living  under  the  reproach  of  lying  obscure  and  idle  in  a  country  re- 
tirement,  when  every  man  who  bas  tbe  least  sense  of  honour  should  be  preparing  for 
the  field. 

"  You  may  remember,  sir,  whh  wbat  reluctance  I  submitted  to  your  commands 
upon  Monniouth's  rebellion,  when  no  importunity  could  prevail  with  you  to  permit  me 
to  leave  the  academy:  I  was  too  young  to  be  hazarded ;  but,  give  me  leave  to  say,  it 
is  glorious  at  any  age  to  die  for  one  s  country,  and  tłte  sooaer,  tbe  nobler*  tMe 
sacrifice. 

"  I  am  now  older  by  three  years.  Mfy  uncle  Bitbe  was  not so  old  wbea  ba  wa*  left 
among  the  slain  at  the  battle  of  Newbury  *  nor  yoir  yóurśeU*  «r,  wbe*  you  nttrde  jota- 
escape  from  your  toWs,  to  join  yonr  brother  at  tbe  dtffefttc  of  Sciłły. 

"  The  same  cause  has  now  come  round  about  again.  The  kng  ha*  feeerf  laakimtt; 
let  those  who  have  misled  him  be  answerable  for  it  Kobody  can  dany  bul  be  is 
sacred  in  his  own  person ;  and  it  is  eVery  honeat  rh*»'«  duty  to  defendit 

"  You  are  pleased  to  say,  h  is  yet  doabtrul  if  tfce  łiofanders  wm  ńahienoagb  to 
make  such  an  attempt ;  but,  be  that  as  it  will,  I  beg  tam  tś  ińwst  upon  rt^  that  I  may 
be  preeented  to  his  majesty,  as  one  whose  utmost  antbitioti  it  is  to  dcrote  ok  ttfe  to  his 
service,  and  my  country's,  after  the  etttnple  of  ałl  my  aneestors. 

"  The  gentry,  assembled  at  York  to  agree  upon  tfte  chofce  of  fepreaent*flives  tor 
the  county,  have  prepared  an  addresg,  to  assure  Im  majesty  tbey  are  renety  to  sacn&ce 
their  lhres  and  fortunes  for  him  upon  this  and  ail  otfaer  occasions ;  but  at  the  same 

* 

time  they  humbly  beseech  htm  to  give  them  soch  magistratcs  as  may  be  agreeable  to 
the  laws  of  the  land ;  for,  at  present,  thcre  is  no  authority  to  which  they  can  legally 
aubmit. 

"  They  have  been  beating  up  for  volunteers  at  York  and  the  towns  adjacent,  to 
supply  the  regiments  at  Hull ;  but  uobody  will  list 

"  By  what  I  can  hear,  every  body  wishcs  well  to  the  king ;  but  they  yould  be  gfad 
his  mimsters  were  hanged. 

"  The  winds  continue  so  contrary,  that  no  landing  can  be  so  soon  as  waś  appre- 

hended ;  therefore  I  may  hope>  with  your  leave  and  assistance,  to  be  in  readiness  before 

any  action  can  begin.     I  beseech  you,  sir,  most  humbly  and  most  earnestly  to  add  this 

' ,  one  act  of  indulgeuce  morę  to  so  many  otlier  testimonies  which  I  have  con*tantfy  re- 

,  ceived  of  your  goodness ;  and  be  pleased  to  beliere  me  always,  with  tbe  utmost  duty 

and  flubmission,  sir, 

"  your  most  dutiful  son,        ' 

"  and  most  obedient  servant, 

"  Geo.  Grahvtxlb/ 


LIFE  OF  GRANVILLE.  5 

Througk  the  whole  reign  of  king  William  he  n  supposed  to  have  lived  in  literary 
retiiesnent,  and  indeed  had  for  soroe  time  few  otber  pleasures  but  those  of  study  in  his 
power.  He  was,  as  the  biograpbers  observe,  the  younger  soa  of  a  younger  brother ;  a 
denominttion  by  which  our  ancestors  proverbially  expressed  the  lowest  state  of  penury 
and  dcpendenoe.  He  is  said,  howeror,  to  have  preserved  himself  at  this  time  from 
dograce  and  difficuKies  by  caconomy,  which  he  forgot  or  neglected  in  life  morę  ad- 
vanced,  and  in  better  fortunę. 

About  this  time  he  becaroe  enamoured  of  the  countess  of  Newburgh,  whom  he  bas 
celebrated  with  so  much  ardour  by  the  name  of  Mira.  He  wsjpte  verses  to  ber  before 
be  was  three-and-twenty,  and  may  be  foigiven  if  he  regarded  the  face  morę  than  the 
miód.    Poets  are  sometimes  in  too  mach  hastę  to  praise. 

In  the  time  of  his  retirement  it  is  probable  that  he  coinposed  bis  dramatick  pieces, 
the  She-GaJIants  (acted  1 696),  whicb  he  revised  and  called,  Once  a  Łover  and  always 
a  Łover;  The  Jew  of  Venice,  altered  from  Sbakespeare's  Merchant  of  Venice  (1698) ; 
Heroick  Love,  a  tragedy  (1 701);  The  British  Enckanters  (1706),  a  dramatick  poem ; 
and  Pekus  and  Thetis,  a  masąue,  written  to  accompany  The  Jew  of  Venice* 

Tl>e  comedies,  which  he  has  not  printed  in  his  owa  editiqn  of  his  works,  I  never 
sur:  Once  a  Lover  and  always  a  Lover  is  said  to  be  in  a  great  degree  indecent  and 
gross.  Granyilie  could  not  admiie  whhout  bigotry ;  he  copied  the  wrong  as  well  as 
the  right  from  his  master?,  and  may  be  supposed  to  have  learned  obscenity  from 
Wycherfey,  as  he  learned  mythology  from  Waller. 

In  his  Jew  of  Yenice,  as  Rowe  reroarks,  the  character  of  Shylock  is  madę  comic, 
and  we  are  prompted  to  laugbter  instead  of  detestation. 

It  is  evident,  tyat  Heroick  Love  was  written,  and  presented  on  the  stage,  before  the 
death  of  Dryden.  It  is  a  mythological  tragedy,  upon  the  love  of  Agamemnon  and 
Chiyseis,  and  therefore  easily  sunk  into  neglect,  tfaough  praised  in  verse  by  Dryden, 
and  in  prose  by  Pope. 

It  is  concluded  by  the  wise  Ulysses  with  this  speech : 

Fate  hokk  the  strings,  and  men  like  children  move 
But  as  they  're  led ;  success  is  from  above. 

At  the  accessjon  of  queen  Annę,  having  his  fortunę  improved  by  bequests  from  his 
titber,  and  his  uncle  the  earl  of  Bath,  he  was  chosen  into  pariiament  for  Fowey.  He 
soon  after  engaged  in  a  joint  translation  of  the  Invectives  against  Philip,  with  a  de- 
sign, surely  weak  and  puerile,  of  turning  the  thunder  of  Demostbenes  upon  the  head 
of  Lewis. 

He  afterwards  (in  17<X>)  had  his  estate  again  augmented  by  an  inheritance  from  his 
dder  brother,  sir  Bevil  Grenville,  who,  as  he  returned  from  the  government  of 
Barbadoes,  died  at  sea.  He  continued  to  serve  in  pariiament;  and,'  111  the  ninth  year 
of  queen  Annę,  was  chosen  knight  of  the  shirc  for  Comwall. 

At  the  memorable  change  of  the  ministry  (1710),  he  was  madę  secrctary  at  war,  in 
the  place  of  Mr.  Robert  Walpole. 

Neztyear,  when  the  violence  of  party  madę  twelve  peers  in  a  day,  Mr.  Granville 
became  lord  Lansdowne  barou  Bideford,  by  a  promotion  justly  remarked  to  be  not 
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invidious,  because  hę  was  thc  heir  of  a  famiły  in  which  two  peerages,  that  of  the  eart 
of  Bath,  and  lord  Granville  of  Potheridge,  had  lately  become  extmct  Being  now  high 
in  the  queen's  favour,  he  (1712)  was  apporated  comptroller  of  the  household,  and  a 
privy  counsellor;  and  to  his  other  honours  was  added  the  dedicatkra  of  Pope's 
Windsor  Forest      He  was  advanced  next  year  to  be  treasurer  of  the  household. 

Of  these  favours  he  soon  lost  all  but  his  title ;  for  at  the  accession  of  king  George 
his  place  was  given  to  the  earł  of  Cholmondeley,  and  he  was  persecuted  with  the  rest 
of  his  party.  Having  protested  agaińst  the  bill  for  attainting  Ormond  and  Bolingbroke, 
he  was,  after  the  insurrection  in  Scotland,  seized  SepL  $6,  1715,  as  a  suspected  man, 
and  confined  in  the  Tower  tOl  Feb.  8,  1717,  when  he  was  at  last  released,  and  restored 
to  his  seat  in  parliament;  where  (1719)  he  madę  a  very  ardent  and  animated  speech 
agąinst  the  repeal  of  the  Bill  to  prevent  Occasional  Conformity,  which,  howerer, 
though  it  was  then  printed,  he  has  not  inserted  into  his  works. 

Sonie  time  afterwards  (about  1722),  being  perhaps  erobarrassed  by  his  profusionv  he 
went  into  foreign  countries,  with  the  usual  pretence  of  recovering  his  health.  In  this 
state  of  leisure  and  retirement  he  received  the  first  volome  of  Burnet'shistory,  of  which 
he  cannot  be  supposed  to  have  approTed  the  generał  tendency,  and  where  he  thought 
himself  able  to  detect  sonie  particular  falsehoods.  He  therefore  undertook  the  vindi- 
cation  of  generał  Monk  from  some  calumnies  of  Dr.  Burnet,  and  sonie  misrepresentatioiis 
of  Mr.  Echard.  This  was  answered  civilly  by  Mr.  Thomas  Buniet  and  Oldmucon ;  and 
morę  roughly  by  Dr.  Colbatch. 

His  other  historical  performance  is  a  defence  of  his  relation,  sir  Richard  Greenrille, 
whom  lord  Clarendon  has  shown  in  a  form  very  unamiable.  So  much  is  urged  in  thk 
apology  to  justify  many  actions  that  have  been  represcnted  as  culpable,  and  to  palliatę 
the  rcst,  that  the  reader  is  reconciled  for  the  greater  part ;  and  it  is  madę  very  probable 
that  Clarendon  was  by  personal  enmity  disposed  to  think  the  worst  of  Greenvilie,  as 
Greenville  was  also  very  willing  to  think  the  worst  of  Clarendon.  These  pieces  were 
published  at  his  return  to  England. 

Being  now  desirous  to  conclude  his  labours,  and  enjoy  his  reputation,  be  published 
(1732)  a  very  beautiful  and  splendid  edition  of  his  works,  in  which  he  omitted  what  he 
disapproved,  and  enlarged  what  seemed  deficient. 

He  now  went  to  court,  and  was  kindly  received  by  queen  Caroline ;  to  whom  and  to 
the  princess  Arnie  he  presented  his  works,  with  verses  on  the  blank  leaves,  with  which 
he  concluded  his  poetical  labours. 

He  died  in  Hanover-square,  Jan.  30,  1735,  having  a  few  days  before  buried  his 
wife,  the  lady  Annę  Villiers,  widów  to  Mr.'  Thynne,  by  whom  he  had  four  daughters, 
but  no  son. 

Writers  commonly  derive  their  reputation  from  their  works ;  but  there  are  works 
which  owe  their  reputation  to  the  character  of  the  writer.  The  public  sometimes  has 
its  favourites,  whom  it  rewards  for  one  species  of  excellence  with  the  honours  due  to  , 
another.  From  him  whom  we  revercnce  for  his  beneficence  we  do  not  willingly  with- 
hold  the  praise  of  genius ;  a  man  of  exalted  merit  bccomes  at  once  an  accomplished 
writer,  as  a  beauty  finds  no  great  difficulty  in  passing  for  a  wit. 

Granville  was  a  man  illustrious  by  his  birth,  and  therefore  attracted  notice ;  sińce  be 
is  by  Pope  styled  "  the  polite,"  he  inust  be  supposed  elegant  in  his  manners,  and  gene- 
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rally  k>ved;  be  was  in  times  of  eon  test  and  turbulencesteady  to  his  party,  and  obtained 
thal  esteem,  which  is  always  conferred  upon  firmness  and  consistency.  With  those 
adrantages,  haring  learned  thc  art  of  Tersirying,  he  declared  himself  a  poet ;  and  his 
daim  to  the  huirel  was  allowed. 

fcut  by  a  critic  of  a  later  generation,  who  takes  np  his  book  without  any  fiwourable  • 
prejudices,  thc  praise  already  reccived  will  be  thought  sufficient ;  for  his  works  do  not 
show  hiin  to  have  had  much  comprehension  from  naturę,  or  illumination  from  learning. 
He  seenis  to  have  had  no  ambhion  above  the  imitation  of  Waller,  of  whom  he  has 
copied  the  feults,  and  very  little  morę.  He  k  for  ever  amusing  himself  with  the 
poerilities  of  mythology ;  his  king  is  Jupiter,  who,  if  the  queen  brings  no  children,  has 
a  barren  Juno.  The  queen  is  compounded  of  Juno,  Venus,  and  M  inerva*  His  poem 
on  the  dntchess  of  Grafton's  law-suit,  after  having  rattled  awhile  with  Juno  and  Pallas, 
Mars  and  Alckfes,  Cassiope,  Niobe,  and  the  Propetides,  Hercules,  Minos,  and  Rhada- 
manthus,  ai  last  coneludes  its  fólly  with  profaneness. 

His  ▼erses  to  Myra,  which  are  most  frequently  mentioned,  have  little  in  them  of 
either  art  or  naturę,  of  the  sentiments  of  a  lover,  or  the  language  of  a  poet:  there  may 
be  fonnd,  now  and  tben,  a  happier  effort ;  but  they  are  commonly  feeble  and  unaffect- 
ing,  or  fbrced  and  extravagank 

His  little  pieces  are  sektom  either  sprightly  or  elegant,  either  keen  or  weighty. 
They  are  trifles  written  by  idleness,  and  published  by  vanity.  But  his  Prologues  and 
Epilogues  have  a  just  daim  to  praise. 

TTie  Progress  of  Beauty  seems  one  of  his  most  elaborate  pieces,  and  is  not 
deficient  in  splendonr  and  gaiety ;  but  the  merit  of  original  thought  is  wanting.  Its 
highest  praise  is  the  spirit  with  which  he  celebrates  king  James's  consort,  when  she  was 
a  qoeen  no  longer. 

The  Essay  on  unnatural  Flights  in  Poetry  is  not  inelegant  nor  injudicious,  and  has 
something  of  vigour  beyond  most  of  his  other  performances:  his  precepts  are  just,  and 
his  caations  proper;  they  are  indeed  not  new,  but  in  a  didactic  poem  novelty  is  to  be 
e^wcted  only  in  the  ornaments  and  illustrations.  His  poetical  precepts  are  accom- 
panied  with  agreeable  and  instructive  notes. 

The  masque  of  Peleus  and  Thetis  has  here  and  there  a  pretty  linę ;  but  it  is  not 
ałwavs  melodious,  and  the  conclusion  is  wretched. 

In  his  British  Enchanters  he  has  bidden  deiiance  to  all  chronology,  by  confounding 
the  inconsistent  manners  of  duterent  ages;  but  the  dialogue  has  often  the  air  of 
Dryden's  rbyming  płays;  and  his  songs  are  lhrely,  though  not  very  correct.  This  is,  I 
think,  fiu-  the  best  of  his  works ;  for,  if  it  has  many  faults,  it  has  likewise  passages  which 
are  at  least  pretty,  though  they  do  not  rise  to  any  high  degree  of  excellence. 


PREFACE. 


u  my  return,  after  near  ten  years  absence,  I  fbund  sereral  editions  had  been  published  of  Yerses  and 
Poems,  fcc.  nnder  my  name,  but  so  maimed  and  imperfect  aa  wouM  have  put  me  out  of  countenance, 
had  not  the  pobije  recehred  them  with  soch  distingniahing  candour,  even  under  all  those  disaarantagea. 

As  it  is  plain,  from  their  sereral  subjects,  that  they  were  composed  for  the  mott  part  in  the  earliest 
tine  of  my  appearance  in  the  wórld,  I  can  attribnte  that  indnlgence  to  no  other  conóderatłon  bnt  a 
geaerous  conntVance  at  youthfui  fbllies. 

Sofiwoorable  a  reception,  howewr,  led  me,  m  this  time  of  lejsure  and  retirement,  to  ecamine  upon 
wfcat  ftondatioB  I  had  been  ao  much  obliged  to  the  public ;  and  in  that  ezammation  I  have  discovered 
aioh  strange  Yariatkms  from  the  original  writing,  as  can  no  way  be  accounted  for  bnt  from  the  neg- 
fcgence,  ignorence,  or  conceitedness  of  ditierent  transcriben  from  sorreptitieus  copies :  many  things 
sttributod  to  myself,  of  which,  by  not bekmging  to  me,  it  wonld  be  unjnst  to  assnme  the  merit;  and  aa 
atlributed  to  others,  which,  by  bekmging  to  me,  woułd  be  as  much  unjnst  to  leave  them  to  the 


To  rectify  thereJbre  all  past  mistakes,  and  to  prezent  all  futurę  impositions,  I  have  been  prevailed 
upon  to  grte  way  to  this  present  publication;  dSsownint;  whatever  bas  been,  or  may  hereafter  be  pub* 
fishsd  in  my  name,  bnt  whathas  the  sanctton  of  being  printed  by  Mr.  Jacob  Tonson  and  Mr.  Lawton 
Giflner;  caeeptmg  twocomedies, entitkd,  OnceaLorer  and  alwaysaLover;  and,  TheJewof  Yenice, 
ałtered  from  Shakespear. 

Ai  thesepoems  seem  to  begin  where  Mr.  Walter  left  off,  though  far  unequal  and  short  of  so  inimitable 
aa  original ;  they  may,  howerer,  be  permitted  to  remain  to  posterity  as  a  feithful  register  of  the  reignm£ 
beanties  m  the  snoceeding  age. 

Upon  that  merit  akme  the  author  presumes  to  recommend  them  to  the  patronage  of  the  fair  sex. 

LANSDOWNE. 


POEMS 


OP 


GEORGE  GRANFILLE,   LORD  LAŃSDOfTNE. 


TO 

THE  EARL  OF  PETERBOHOUGH, 

OK  HIS  HAPFT  ACCOMPL18HMBNT  OF  THE  MARftIAG* 
BITWESM  HIS  KOYAL  HICBKBSS  AMD  THB  PRWCBM 
MA1Y  ]>'£STB,  OP  MODBNA.  WBITTBN  SETBBAŁ  YBAftS 
AFTBB,  IN  IMITATION  OFTBB  STYLE  OF  MB.WALLBIU 

HIS  Judo  barren  in  unfraHful  joys, 
Out  British  Jore  his  naptial  boun  employs : 
So  fetę  ordaras,  that  all  out  hopes  may  be, 
And  all  onr  prospect,  gallant  York,  in  thee. 

By  the  tamę  wish  aspiring  oaeens  are  led, 
Each  langoisfaing  to  mount  his  royal  bed ; 
Ha  yonth,  bis  wisdom,  and  his  early  ftune 
Greate  in  every  breast  a  rival  flame : 
Hemotest  kings  sit  tremblrag  on  theńrthroncs, 
As if  no  distanee  couki  secnre their  crowns; 
Fearing  his  Yataor,  wisely  they  contend 
To  bribe  with  beauty  so  renownM  a  friend. 
Beauty  the  price,  tbere  need  no  other  arts, 
Lam  is  the  sarest  bait  for  heroes  hearts : 
Nor  can  the  fair  oonceal  as  high  concern, 
To  see  the  prince,  for  whom,  umeen,  they  bum. 

Bnrre  York,  attendmg  to  the  generał  voice,  - 
At  length  resorte*  to  make  the  wish'd-for  choice, 
To  nosie  Mordannt,  generoos  and  jnst, 
Of  his  great  heart,  he  gives  the  sacred  trust : 
"Tbychoice,"  saidhe,  "shaUwelldirect that  heart, 
Where-thoo,  my  best  belortl,  hast  soch  a  part, 
h  oooncil  oft,  and  oft  in  battle  tryM, 
Betwnt  thy  master,  and  the  world  decide." 

The  chosen  Mercury  prepares  t'obey 
Tha  bigh  command.    Oently,  ye  winds,  conrey, 
And  with  anspieioos  gales  his  safety  wait, 
On  whom  depend  Great  Britain's  hopes  and  fate. 
So  Jsson,  whh  his  Argonauta,  from  Greece 
To  Choloos  saiPd,  to  seek  the  Golden  Fleece. 
Aswhen  the  goddesses  catne  down  of  old 
On  Ida's  hill,  so  many  ages  told, 
With  gifts  their  yotmg  Dardanian  jndge  they  tryM, 
And  each  faade  high  to  win  bim  to  ner  aide  j 


So  tempt  they  bim,  and  emnlously  rie 
To  bribe  a  vojce,  that  empires  would  not  buy ; 
With  balls  and  bencraets,  his  pteas*d  sense  they  bak, 
And  ąueens  and  kings  upon  his  pteasures  wait 

Th'  impartial  jndge  soireys  with  Tast  dełigh* 
All  that  the  Sun  surrounds  of  fair  and  bright, 
.  Then,  strictly  jnst,  he,  with  adoring  eyes, 
To  radiant  Este  gares  the  royal  prize. 
Of  antique  stock  ber  high  descent  she  brings, 
Bom  to  renew  the  race  of  Britąin's  kings  j 
Who  couW  deserve,  like  her,  in  whom  we  see 
United,  all  that  Paris  fbund  in  three. 
O  eqnal  pair  !  when  both  were  set  above 
All  other  merit,  but  each  other^s  love. 

Welcome,  bright  princess,  to  Great  Britain'8  shore, 
Am  Berecyntbia  to  high  Hearen,  who  borę 
That  shining  race  of  goddesses  and  gods 
That  filPd  the  skies,  and  rul'd  the  blest  abodes : 
From  thee,  my  Muse  ezpects  as  noble  themes, 
Another  Mars  and  Jove,  another  James; 
Our  futurę  hopes,  all  from  thy  womb  arise ; 
Our  present  joy  and  safety,  from  your  eyes, 
Thosc  charming  eyes,  which  shine  to  reconcile 
To  harmony  and  peace,  onr  stubborn  isle. 
On  brazen  Memnon,  Phcebus  casts  a  ray, 
And  the  tough  metal  so  sąhites  the  day. 

The  British  damę,  fam'd  for  resisdess  grace, 
Contends  not  now,  but  for  the  second  place, 
Our  lorę  su8peoded,  we  neglect  the  fair 
For  whom  we  burnM,  to  gazę  adoring  here. 
So  sang  the  Syrens  with  enchanting  sound, 
Enticing  all  to  listcn  and  be  drownM ; 
Till  Orpheus  ravish'd  in  a  nobler  strain, 
They  ceas'd  to  sing,  or,  singing,  charmM  in  vaaŁ 

This  blest  alliance,  Petarborougb,  may 
Th'  indebted  nation  bounteously.  repay ; 
Thy  statues,  for  the  genras  of  onr  land, 
With  parni  adornM,  on  erery  threshold  stand. 

*  *  *  *  Utmam  modo  dicere  possem 
Cannina  digna  DeA :  Carte  est  Dea  carainc  digna. 
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'     SPOEEN  BY  THE  AUTROft, 
BEINC  TOEM  ROT  TWBŁYB  Y&AR8  OF  ACE, 

TO 
HER  ROYAL  HIOHHBtt 

x  THE  DUTCHESS  OF  YORK, 

AT  TRIMITY   COLtEGE   IK  CAMBRIDGB. 

W  h  en  join'<ł  in  one,  the  good,  the  fair,  the  great, 

Descend  to  view  the  Muses'  hamble  seat, 

Though  in  mean  Tumb,  they  their  rast  joys  declare, 

Yet  for  sincerity  and  truth,  they  dare 

With  your  own  Tabbo*s  migbty  self  compąre. 

Then,  bright  and  merciful  as  Hcavłn,  receive 

From  them  such  praises,  as  td  HeaYM  they  give, 

Thd^r  praises  for  that  gentle  influence, 

Which  those  auspicious  lights,  yonr  eyes,  dispense  $ 

Those  radiant  eyes,  whose  inresistlese  flame 

Strikes  £nvy  dnmb,  and  łpens  Sadtóon-taine  t 

They  can  to  gaaing  mułtitadas  gwe  law, 

Convert  the  fectious,  and  the  rebel  awe ; 

They  conouer  fur  the  duke;  where-^er  yon  tread, 

Millions  ot  proselytes,  behind  are  led ; 

Through  crowds  óf  new-made  converta  atiti  yon  go, 

Pleas'd  and  triumphant  at  the  gtorious  «how. 

Happy  that  prace  who  has  in  you  obtain'd 

A  greater  oonauest  than  his  anns  e'er  gain'cL 

With  alt  Ww*!  ragę,  he  may  abroad  o"eroome, 

But  Love  's  a  fesijer  Yictory  at  borne; 

Securely  here,  he  on  that  face  relies, 

Lays  by  Jns  arms,  and  cononaia  with  yonr  eyei. 

And  ail  the  glońous  actiona  of  his  iife 

Thinks  well  rewarded,  blest  with  such  a  wife. 


TO 

THE  KING 

IN  THE  WUT  YEA1  OP  HIS  HAJBSTY^S  1EIGK. 

May  ąll  thy  years,  like  this,  auspicious  be, 
And  bring  thee  crowns,  and  peace,  and  Yictory ! 
Searce  hadst  thon  time  t*unsheath  thy  coiiqu,ring 
It  did  but  glitter,  and  the  rebels  fled :         [blade, 
Thy  sword,  the  sajeguard  of  thy  brother**  throne, 
I*  now  as  much  the  bulwark  of  thy  own. 
Awł d  by  jthy  famę,  the  trembling  nations  send 
Throughout  the  world,  to  conrt  so  finn  a  friend. 
The  guilty  senates,  that  refus'd  thy  sway, 
Repent  their  crimę,  and  hasten  to  obey ; 
Tnbute  they  raise,  and  yows  and  offrings  bring, 
Confess  their  phrenzy,  and  confirm  their  king, 
Who  with  their  venom  oyerspread  thy  soil, 
Those  scorpions  of  the  state,  present  their  oi!. 
So  the  worWs  Saviour,  like  a  mortal  drest, 
Althouąh  by  daily  miracles  confest, 
ArcusM  of  evil  doctrine  by  the  Jews, 
The  giddy  crowd  their  rightful  prince  refuse ; 
But  when  they  saw  such  terrour  in  the  skies, 
The  tempie  rent,  their  king  in  glory  rise ; 
Seiz'd  with  amaze,  they  own'd  their  lawful  Lord, 
And  struck  with  guilt,  bowM,  trembPd,  and  ador'd. 


TO 

THE  KING. 


Tho?  trainM  in  arms,  and  learaM  in  martial  arts, 
Thon  cboosest,  not  to  conouer  men,  but  hearts ; 
Expecting  nations  for  thy  tiiumphs  wait, 
•But  thou  prefer^st the  name  of  just to crsat. 


So  Jove  suspends  his  subject  world  to  doom, 
Which,  wonfd  he  please  to  thunder,  he'd  oonsume. 
O !  could  the  ghosts  of  migoty  heroes  dead, 
Return  on  Earth,  and  quit  th'  Ełysian  shade  ! 
Brutus  to  James  would  trust  the  people's  cause ; 
Thy  justice  is  a  stronger  guard  than  laws. 
Marius  and  Sylla  would  resign  to  tbee, 
Nor  Gaesar  and  great  Pompey  rivals  be ; 
Or  rirals  only,  who  should  best  obey,    - 
And  Gato  give  his  voice  for  regal  sway. 


TO 


THE  KING. 

Heroes  of  old,  by  rapine,  and  by  spoil, 
In  search  of  famę,  did  all  the  world  embrotl ; 
Thus  to  their  gods  each  then  allyM  his  name, 
Thjs  sprana;  ton  Jbve,  and  that  frpm  Titan  cąme; 
With  aqual  Valour,  and  the  aame  auccess, 
Dread  king,  might*st  thou  the  univerae  oppress ; 
Bot  Christian  laws  oonstrain  thy  martial  pride, 
Peace  u  thy  choiee,  and  Piety  thy  guide ; 
By  thy  esample  kings  are  taught  to  sway, 
Heroes  to  fight,  and  saints  may  learn  to  pray. 

From  gods  descended,  jand  of  race  dirine, 
Nestor  in  oouncil,  and  Ulysses  shine ; 
Bot  in  a  day  of  battle,  all  would  yiekl 
To  the  nerce  master  of  the  seren-foW  shield : 
Their  very  deities  were  grac'd  no  morę, 
Mars  had  the  conrage,  Jove  the  thunder  borę. 
But  all  perfcctioM  meat  m  James  alone, 
And  Britain'*  king  is  aM  the  Gods  in  one. 


TO 

THE  AUTHOR, 

0«  «|S  PORROOIKO  YBRSB8  TO  THE  EING. 
SY  MB.  EDMOKD  WAŁLEE. 

Ak  eariy  plant,  which  such  a  bkssom  bears, 
And  shows  a  genius  so  beyond  his  years, 
A  judcment  thajt  oould  make  so  fair  a  cnotce, 
So  high  a  subject  to  employ  his  roice, 
Stiil  as  it  grows,  how  sweatly  will  he  smg 
The  growing  greatness  of  our  matchless  king. 


ANWER. 

TO  MR.  WAf.LBR. 


When  into  Iibya  the  young  Grecian  came,  • 
To  talk  with  Hammon,  and  coasult  for  famę ; 
When  from  the  sacred  trapod  where  he  stood, 
The  priest,  insph^d,  salutod  him  a  God ; 
Searce  such  a  joy  that  haughty  victor  knew, 
Thus  own'd  by  HeaYen,  as  I,  thus  prais^  by  you. 
Whoe'er  their  names  can  in  thy  numbers  show, 
Have  morę  than  empire,  and  immortal  grow ; 
Ages  to  come  shaU  scorn  the  pow'rs  of  old, 
When  in  thy  veree,  of  greater  gods  they  're  told  ; 
Our  beauteous  queen,  and  roval  James's  name, 
For  Jove  and  Juno  shall  be  plac'd  by  Famę ; 
Thy  Charles  for  Neptune  shall  the  seas  command, 
And  Sacarissa  shall  for  Yenus  stand  : 
Greece  shall  no  longer  boast,  nor  haughty  Romę, 
But  tbink  from  Britain  all  the  gods  did  come. 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP  WAŁŁER . . .  SONG. 
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.  TO  THE  IMMOKTAL  MEMORY  OP 

MIL  EDMUND  JTALLBR, 

DPOM  HU  DBATH. 

Ałike  paitalring  of  celestial  fire, 

Peets  and  heroes  to  renown  aspire, 

TM,  crown'd  with  honour,  and  immortal  name, 

By  wit,  or  vakrar,  led  to  equal  lamę, 

They  mingle  with  the  gods  who  breath'd  the  noble 
flame. 

To  high  eapluits,  the  praises  that  belong 

Life,  but  as  nourigh'd  by  the  poet's  song. 
A  tree  of  life  is  sncred  poetiy, 

Sweet  i§  the  frak,  and  tempting  to  the  eye  ; 

liany  there  are,  who  nibble  without  leare, 

But  nonę,  who  are  not  born  to  taste,  surmę. 
Walter  shall  ncver  die,  of  life  secure, 

As  kog  aa  Famę,  or  aged  Time  endure, 

Walkr,  the  Muses'  dariing,  free  to  taste 

Of  al!  their  stores,  the  master  of  the  fcast; 

Not  like  old  Adam,  stmted  m  his  choice, 

Bat  lord  of  all  the  spackras  Paradise. 
Tbose  fbes  to  virtoe,  fbrtnne  and  mankmd,  > 

rWring  his  famę,  coce,  todojuttice  joinM; 
No  carping  crftic  interrupts  his  praise ; 
No  mai  strires,  but  for  a  second  place ; 
Nb  want  ćonstraiaM  (the  writert  usual  fetę) 
A  poet  with  a  plentiful  estetę ; 
The  firtt  of  mortals  who,  beibre  the  tomb, 
Snuck  that  peimcfaus  monster,  Bnry,  dumb  j 
Malce  and  Pride,  tfaose  sarages,  disarm/d  j 
Not  Orpheus  with  soch  powarful  nagie  channtf. 
Scaroe  m  the  gtate  catn  we  allww  him  mere> 
Than  Brfug  we  agreed  to  ghre  oeftnre» 

Hic  noble  Masę  empioyM  ber  generout  raga 
In  ciowning  virtue,  seornmg  to  engage 
The  vice  and  fblfies  of  an  impśous  aga* 
Ko  satyr  lurks  within  this  haUow'd  ground, 
Bot  aymphs  and  heromes,  kmgsandgodsabonnd ; 
Glory,  and  arms,  and  lorę,  is  all  the  sound. 
Hb  Eden  with  no  serpent  is  defiTd, 
fiat  all  is  gay,  delicious  all,  and  mild.  * 

M^V«»  men  his  Muse  of  flattery  blame, 
Adorning  twice  an  impious  tyrant's  name ; 
We  raise  oar  own,  by  girmg  famę  to  fbes, 
The  toIout  that  he  prais'd,  he  did  oppose. 

Nor  were  his  thoughts  to  poetry  eonlin'd; 
The  state  and  business  shartt  his  ample  mind; 
Al  all  the  nur  were  captwes  to  hb  wit* 
So  senates  to  his  wisdom  wonld  sobmit ; 
His  Toice  so  soft*  hk  eforaenee  so  etrong, 
like  CatD>s  was  his  speech,  like  Ortd'8  was  his  song. 

Our  Brinsfa  kingą  are  rais'd  ahore  the  herse, 
faamortal  madę,  in  his  immortal  vefse ; 
No  morę  are  Mars  and  Jove  poetic  themes. 
Bat  the  celestial  Charktfs,  and  just  James : 
Jono  and  Palba,  aH  the  shining  raca 
Ofhearenry  beanties,  to  the  queen  give  place ; 
Clear,  fike  ner  brow,  and  graceral,  wat  his  song, 
Great,  fike  her  mind,  and  fike  her  virtne  strong. 

Pereat  of  gods,  who  dost  to  gods  remore, 
Whereaittbou  placki?  And which thy seat abore? 
Wafler,  the  god  of  ferse,  we  will  procŁaim, 
Not  Fhcebut  now,  but  Walkr  be  his  name  \ 
Of  joyral  bards,  the  sweet  seraphic  ehoir 
Actawwtedge  thee  their  oracie  and  sire ; 
the  Spheres  do  homage,  and  the  Mnses  sing 
Walter,  the  goi  of  verse,  who  was  the  king. 


TO 

MY  RA. 

ŁOTING  AT  PiaST  SIOHT. 

No  warning  of  th>  approaching  flame,   . 
Swiftly,  like  sudden  death,  it  came ; 
Like  trareUers,  by  light*ning  kffld, 
I  burnt  the  moment  I  behekL    ' 

In  whom  so  many  charms  are  plac'd, 
.Is  with  a  mind  as  nobly  grac'd  ; 
The  case  so  shining  to  behold, 
Is  fillM  with  richest  gems,  and  gold. 

To  what  my  eyes  admhrM  befbre, 
I  add  a  thousand  graces  morę  ; 
And  Fancy  błows  into  a  flame, 
The  spark  that  from  her  beauty  came. 

The  object  thus  improVd  bjrtbóught, 
By  my  own  image  I  am  eaught ; 
Pygmahon  so,  with  fhtal  art, 
Potishtt  the  form  that  stung  his  heart 


TO 

MYRA. 

Waen'd,  and  madę  wise  by  others  flame, 
I  fled  frorn  whence  such  mwchiefe  came, 
Shonning  the  sex,  that  kills  at  sight, 
I  sought  my  safety  in  my  flight 

• 

But,  ah !  in  vam  from  Fate  I  fly, 
For  flrst,  or  last,  as  all  must  die  5 
So  His  as  mnch  deoreed  abore, 
That  flrst,  or  last,  we  all  must  lorę. 

My  heart,  which  stood  so  long  the  shock 
Of  winds  and  waves,  like  some  firm  rock, 
By  one  bright  spark  from  Myra  thrown. 
Is  into  flame,  like  powder,  bbwn. 


sssft 


SONG. 


TO  MYRA* 

Foołuh  Łore,  begone,  said  I, 

Vain  are  thy  attempts  on  me; 
Thy  soft  allurements  I  defy, 
Women,  those  fair  dissemblers,  fly, 
My  heart  was  nerer  madę  for  thee. 

Love  heard,  and  straight  preparM  a  dart ; 

Myra,  rerenge  my  cause,  said  he : 
Too  surę  }twas  shot,  I  feel  the  smart, 
It  rends  my  brain,  and  tears  my  heart ; 

O  Love !  my  conąuecor,  pity  me. 


AN  IMITATION 
or  tu  i  steoiCD  cifoiua  ni 

TH  I  8SCOMD  ACT.OP  SBH1CA*S  THYESTES. 

Whkk  wJD  the  gods,  propitious  to  our  prayers, 
Compose  our  factions,  and  conchide  our  wara  ? 
Ye  sous  of  Inachus,  repent  the  giitlt 
Of  crowns  usurpTd,  and  blood  of  parents  spilt ; 
For  impious  greatness,  veugeance  is  in  storę; 
Sbort  is  the  datę  of  all  ill-gotten  power. 
Oive  ear,  ambitious'prinCes,  and  be  wise ; 
Listen,  ani  kim  whetsin  me  greatness  Ucs : 


14 


IANSDOWNE'3  POEM6. 


Place  not  your  pride  in  ronts  that  shine  with  gems, 

In  purple  robes,  nor  sparkling  diadems  j 

Nor  in  dommkm,  nor  extent  of  land : 

He>s  only  great,  wbo  can  himself  command, 

Whose  guard  w  peaceful  innocence,  whose  guide 

Is  faithful  reason ;  wbo  is  void  of  pride, 

Checking  ambition  j  nor  is  idiy  vain 

Of  the  false  incense  of  a  popular  train ; 

Wbo,  without  strife,  or  envy,  can  behold 

His  netghbour'8  plenty,  and  his  heaps  of  gold  \ 

Kor  coveta  other  wealth,  but  what  we  find 

In  the  posocssions  of  a  rirtnoos  mind. 

Fearieas  he  sees,  who  is  with  virtue  crownM, 
The  tempest  ragę,  and  hears  the  thunder  sound  j 
Ever  the  same,  let  Fortune  smile  or  ffown, 
On  the  red  scailbld,  or  the  Mazing  throneę 
Serenely,  as  he  hVd,  resigos  his  breatb, 
Meets  Destmy  half  way,  nor  sfarmks  at  Death. 

Ye  soverdgn  lorda,  who  sit  like  gods  in  stałe, 
Awing  the  world,  and  bustbng  to  be  great ; 
Lords  but  in  title,  vassals  in  eflect, 
Whom  lust  controuls,  and  wiW  desires  direct: 
The  reins  of  empire  but  such  hands  disgrace, 
Where  Passion,  a  blind  driver,  guides  the  race. 

What  is  this  Famę,  thus  crowded  round  with 
stanes? 
The  breath  of  fools,  the  bait  of  flattering  knares : 
An  nonest  heart,  a  conscience  free  from  blame, 
Kot  of  great  acts,  but  good,  ghre  me  the  narae : 
In  vain  we  plant,  we  build,  our  storcs  increase, 
If  conscience  roots  tip  all  oor  inward  peaee. 
What  need  of  arms,  or  mstroments  of  war, 
Or  battermg  engines  that  destroy  from  far  ? 
The  greatest  king,  and  conqueror  is  he, 
Who  lord  of  his  own  appetites  can  be ; 
Blest  with  a  pow»r  that  nothing  can  destroy, 
And  all  have  eojoal  freedom  to  enjoy. 

Whom  worldly  luxury,  and  pomps  allure, 
They  tread  on  ice,  and  find  no  fbotmg  surę; 
Płace  me,  ye  powers  !  in  some  obscure  retreat, 
O  !  keep  me  innocent,  make  others  great : 
In  quiet  sbades,  content  with  rural  sports, 
Give  me  a  lHe  remote  from  guilty  courts, 
Where,  free  from  hopes  or  fears,  in  humble  ease, 
Unheard  of,  I  may  live  and  die  in  peace. 

Happy  the  man,  who,  thus  retir>d  from  sight, 
Studies  himselOuid  seeka  no  other  light : 
But  most  unhappy  he,  who  sits  on  high, 
Expowd  to  ewery  tongue  and  every  eye ; 
Whose  fbUies  blaz'd  about,  to  all  are  known, 
But  are  a  secret  to  himself  alone  : 
Worse  is  an  evil  famę,  much  wurse  than  nonę. 


A  LOYAL  EWORTATION. 

* 

wairrair  nt  thb  ybab  1688. 

Of  kings  detbrouM,  and  blood  of  brethren  spilt, 
In  vain,  O  Britain !  you'd  avert  the  guilt  j 
If  criraes,  which  your  forefathers  blush'd  to  own, 
Repeated,  cali  for  heavier  rengeance  down. 

TremWe,  ye  people,  who  your  kings  dirtross, 
Tremble,  ye  kings,  for  people  you  oppress ; 
Th'  Etcrna!  sen,  ann'd  with  his  finty  roda, 
The  rike  and  fali  of  empire  's  from  the  gods. 


FER&ES 

SBNT  ."TO  THB  AVTBOB   W   HIS  *BTItBM*WT* 
WiriTKN  ST  MRS.  ELIZABETH  HIGGOKS. 

I. 

Why,  Granrille,  is  thy  Irfe  to  sbades  confin'd, 

Thou  whom  the  gods  designM 
In  public  to  do  credit  to  mankind  ? 
Why  sleeps  the  noble  ardour  of  thy  blood, 

Which  from  thy  ancestors,  so  many  ages  past, 
From  Rollo  down  to  Bevil  flow'd, 

And  then  appearM  again  at  last  ? 
In  thee,  when  thy  victorions  lance 
Borę  the  disputed  prize  from  all  the  youth  of  France* 

U- 
In  the  first  trials  which  are  madę  for  famę, 

Those  to  whom  Fate  success  deuies, 

If,  taking  counsel  from  their  shame, 
They  modestly  retreat,  are  wise. 

But  why  shouid  yon  who  still  succeud, 

Whetber  with  graceful  art  you  lead 
The  fiery  barb,  or  with  as  graceful  motion  tread 

In  shining  balls,  where  all  agree 

To  give  the  higbest  praise  to  thee. 
Soch  barmooy  in  every  motion  's  found. 
As  art  could.  ne'ęr  espress  by  any  sound. 

111. 
So  io*M  and  praistt,  whom  all  admire, 

Why,  why  shouid  you  from  courts  and  camps  ie- 
If  Myra  is  unkind,  ifkcanbe,  [tireł 

That  any  nysaph  can  be  unkind  to  thee; 
If  penswe  madę  by  lo*e,  you  thus  rettre, 
Awake  your  Mose,  and  string  your  lyre; 

Your  tender  song,  and  your  melodious  strain, 
Can  never  be  addrest  in  vain ;  [again. 

She  needs  must  loro,  and weahall  have you baok 


OCCASIONBD  BY  TUB  FORBGOING 

VBBSE& 

WRITTBH  IM  TIIB  YSAB  1690. 

Cease,  tempting  Siren,  cease  thy  flattering  strain, 
Sweet  is  thy  charmiog  song,  but  sung  m  vain : 
When  the  winds  Mow,  and  loud  the  tempests  roar, 
What  fool  wouid  trust  the  wares,  and  quK  theshore) 
Early,  and  vaan,  into  the  world  I  came, 
Big  with  faJse  hopes,  and  eager  after  famę  $ 
Till  lookiog  romnd  me,  ere  the  race  began, 
Madinen,  and  gkldy  fools,  were  all  that  ran; 
Reclaim'4  betimes,  I  from  the  lists  retire, 
And  thank  the  gods,  wbo  my  retreat  inspire, 
In  hanpier  times  our  ancestors  were  bred, 
When  virtue  was  the  only  path  to  tread : 
Give  me,  ye  gods !  bot  the  same  road  to  tamę, 
Whate>er  my  fathers  dar'd,  I  dare  the  same. 
Chang'd  is  the  scenę,  some  baneful  planet  ruks 
An  impious  world,  contri^d  for  tnaves  and  fooh. 
Look  now  around,  and  with  impartial  eyes 
Consider,  and  esamine  all  wbo  rise; 
Weigh  well  their  acttons,  and  their  treacherous  ends* 
How  Oreatness  grows,  and  by  what  steps  ascends; 
What  mnrders,  treasons,  perjuries,  deceit; 
How  many  crush'd,  to  make  ono  monster  great. 
Would  you  command  ?  Ha ve  fortunę  in  your  powerl 
Hug  when  you  stab,  and  unik  when  you  derour  l 


SONG. ..BEAUTY  AND  LAW. 
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Be  bteody,  fake,  natter,  fonwetr,  and  lie, 
Tona  panter,  pnthic,  paraeite,  or  spy ; 
Soch  thimng  arts  may  your  wishM  purpose  bring, 
A  mini«t«r  at  least,  perhaps  a  king. 

Fortune,  we  mott  unjustry  partkl  cali, 
A  mama  fiee,  who  bida  alike  to  al! ; 
Bot  on  mch  terma  aaonly  anit  the  base, 
Honour  deaics  and  shone  the  foul  embrace. 
The  bonmt  mań,  who  starres  and  ia  undone, 
Not  Fortune,  but  bis  ▼irtae  keeps  him  down. 
Had  Cato  bant  bencath  the  oonmermg  cause, 
He  might  bare  tiv'd  to  ghre  new  aenatea  lawa ; 
BotatTfle  terma  disdaming  to  be  great, 
HepeimYd  by  his  choice,  and  not  his  fetę. 
Honoora  and  life,  th*  oaniper  bids,  and  all 
Tbat  vain  mistaken  men  good-fortune  cali, 
Vhtne  ssrbida,  and  seta  before  his  eyes 
in  honeat  death,  which  he  aocepts,  and  diea: 
O glonom  reaorotion !  Noble pride! 
lfere  bonourtł,  than  the  tyrant  lhr'd,  be  dyU ; 
Morę  lortt,  morę  preieM,  morę  «ovyM  m  hisdoom, 
Than  Cesar  tiampiing  on  the  rights  of  Romę. 
Tbe  ńrtnona  nothing  fear,  bot  life  with  shame, 
And  death  %  a  pleasant  road  that  leads  to  famę. 

On  bonę*,  and  acrapa  of  doga,  let  me  be  fed, 
My  fimbe  uncorerM,  and  expos'd  my  head 
Tb  bleakeet  colds,  a  kornel  be  my  bed. 
Tan,  and  all  other  martyrdum  for  thee, 
Stena  ghwious,  all,  tfarice  beautooua  Honesty  1 
Jodpe  me,  ye  powen  f  let  Fortane  tempt  or  frown, 
I  stand  prepartl,  my  hononr  ia  my  own. 

Ye  great  dhlurbera,  wbo  in  endkat  noiae, 
h  blood  and  rapine  aeek  mmatoral  joya; 
For  wbat  ia  all  thia  bnatte,  but  to  ehun 
Tnose  thoogbts  with  which  yon  dare  not  be  akne  ? 
Aa  men  m  misery,  opnrest  with  care, 
Seek  in  the  ragę  of  wme  to  drown  despair. 
Let  otbets  fight,  and  eat  their  bread  m  blood, 
Begaruless  if  the  canae  be  bad  or  good  ; 
Or  cringe  m  courts,  depanding  on  the  nods 
Of  strutting  pigmies  who  would  pass  for  gods. 
For  me,  impractia'd  m  the  ooortiera  school, 
Who  loathe  a  knave,  and  tremble  at  a  fool ; 
Who  boaour  generous  Wycherley  opprest, 
Fowest  of  Kttfe,  wortfay  of  the  beat, 
fika  in  himself,  m  rótne,  that  ontabines 
All  bot  the  famę  of  his  immortal  lines, 
Biorę  than  the  wealthietf  lord,  who  helpa  to  drain 
The  tamiahU  land,  and  rolls  in  impious  gain : 
Wbat  can  1  hope  m  courts  ?  Or  how  succeed  ł 
Hgen  and  wohes  shall  in  the  ocean  breed, 
Tbe  wbale  and  dolphin  fatten  on  the  mead, 
And  etery  element  ejcchange  Ha  kind, 
Er  thrirmg  Honesty  in  eourts  we  find. 

Happy  the  man,  of  mortals  happieat  be, 
Warne  quiet  mind  finom  rain  desires  ia  free ; 
Whom  neither  bopes  deceive,  nor  fears  torment, 
Bat  liies  at  peaoe,  withio  himself  oontent, 
hi  thought,  or  act,  accountahle  to  nonę, 
Bat  to  himself,  and  to  the  gods  alone : 
O  swcetims  of  content !  seraphic  joy ! 
Which  BOthmg  wanta,  and  nothing  can  destroy. 

Wbere  dwells  this  Peaee,  thisfreedotn  of  the  mmd  ? 
Where,  bot  in  sbades  remote  from  haman  kind ; 
la  tatary  rales,  where  nymphs  and  shcpherds  meet, 
Bat  aever  comes  within  the  pałace  gate. 
Parewel  then  cities,  courts,  and  camps,  farewel, 
Wckome,  ye  groYe*,  here  let  me  ercr  dwell, 


From  cares,  from  business,  and  mankind  remore, 
All  bot  the  Muses,  and  inspiring  Love : 
How  sweet  the  raorn !  How  gentle  is  the  night ! 
How  cahn  the  ewning !  And  the  day  how  bright ! 

From  hence,  as  from  a  bill,  I  view  below 
The  crowded  world,  a  mighty  wood  in  show, 
Where  aereral  wanderei*.  travel  day  and  night, 
By  dhterent  paths,  and  nonę  are  in  the  right. 


SONG. 


Lote  is  by  Fancy  led  about 

From  hope  to  fear,  from  joy  to  doubt ;         t 

Whom  we  now  an  angel  cali, 
Divmely  gracM  in  every  feature, 
Straight  's  a  deformM,  a  perjorM  crcaturf ; 

Love  and  hate  are  Fancy  all. 

Tis  but  as  Fancy  shall  preaent 
Objeots  of  grief,  or  of  oontent, 

That  the  lem  *s  blest,  or  dles : 
Vkkms  of  mighty  pain,  or  pleasure, 
ImagmM  want,  imagin'd  treasure, 

AU  in  powerful  Fancy 


BEAUTY  AND  LAW. 

A  POETICAL  PUADIMC. 

King  Charka  II.  haring  madę  a  grant  of  the  reVer- 
skm  of  an  office  in  the  eourt  of  KingVBench,  to 
his  son  the  duke  of  Grafion;  the  lord  chief 
justice  laying  elaim  to  it,  as  a  penraisite  legally 
belongmg  to  his  office,  the  canse  came  to  be 
beard  befbre  the  house  of  lords,  between  the 
dotchess,  reliet  of  the  said  duke,  and  the  chief 
justice. 

The  princes  sat :  Beanty  and  Ław  contend ; 
The  queen  of  Love  will  her  own  cause  defend : 
Seoure  she  looks,  as  certain  nonę  can  see 
Such  Beauty  plead,  and  not  her  captive  be. 
What  need"of  words  with  such  commanding  eyes  ł 
"  Must  I  thenspeak?  O  Heav*ns!»  thecbarmercries; 
i€  O  barbaroua  clime  !  where  Beauty  borrows*aid 
From  Eloąuence,  to  chana,  or  to  persuade  i 
Will  discord  never  leave  with  envious  care 
To  raise  debatę }  But  discord  govems  here. 
To  Juno,  Pallas,  wisdom,  famę,  and  pnwer, 
Łong  sińce  preferr*d,  what  trial  needs  there  morę  ? 
Confess'd  to  ńgfat,  three  goddesses  descend 
On  Ida's  bill,  and  for  a  prize  contend ; 
Nobly  mey  bid,  and  kwishly  pumie 
A  gift,  that  only  could  be  Beaufyłs  due : 
Honoum  and  wealth  the  generous  judge  deniesi 
And  gires  the  triomph  to  the  wighiest  eyes. 
Such  precedents  are  saimberless,  we  draw 
Our  right  from  custom ;  cnatom  is  a  law 
As  high  as  Heaven,  as  wide  as  seas  or  land ; 
As  ancient  as  the  world  is  our  command. 
Aiara  and  Alcides  would  this  plea  allow : 
Beauty  was  erer  abaolute  till  now. 
It  is  enough  that  I  pronounce  it  minę, 
And,  right  or  wrong,  he  should  his  elaim  reaigni 
Not  bears  nor  tigers  surę  so  savage  are, 
Aa  these  iU-inannerM  monstera  of  the  bar. 
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Loud  Rumour  *  bas  proclaimM  a  nymph  drone, 
Whose  matchless  form,  to  counterłuJance  minę, 
By  dint  of  beauty  shall  estort  your  grace : 
Let  her  appear,  this  rr*al,  face  to  face ; 
Let  eyes  to  eyes  epposU  this  strife  decide ; 
Now,  when  I  lighten,  let  her  beams  be  tryM. 
Wu  t  a  vain  promise,  and  a  gowiiman's  lie  ? 
Or  stands  she  here,  unmark'd,  wben  I  am  by  ? 
So  Heav*n  was  mockM,  and  onoe  all  Elys  round 
Another  Jupiter  was  saki  to  sotind ; 
On  brazen  ftcors  the  royal  actor  tries 
To  ape  the  thunder  rattling  in  the  skies  ; 
A  brandWd  torch,  with  emulating  blaze, 
Affects  the  forky  Ughtning*s  porated  rays : 
Thut  borne  aloft,  triumphantly  he  rode 
Tlirough  crowds  of  worshippers,  and  acts  the  god. 
The  sire  omnipotent  prepares  the  brand, 
By  Vulcan  wrought,  and  arms  his  potent  band ; 
Then  flaming  hurls  it  hissing  from  above, 
And  in  the  vast  abyss  coufounds  the  mimie  Jore. 
Presumptnous  wretch !  with  mortal  art  to  dare 
Immortal  power,  and  brave  the  thondeter ! 

"  Gsssiope,  preferring  with  disdain, 
Her  daughter  to  the  Nereids,  they  complain  5 
The  daughter,  for  the  mother  's  guitty  scoro, 
U  doom'd  to  be  derourU  ;  the  mother  's  borne 
Above  the  clouds,  where,  by  immortal  light, 
Revers'd  she  shines,  expos*d  to  haman  sigbt, 
And  to  a  shameral  posturę  it  confioM, 
As  an  eternal  terrour  to  mankmd. 
Did  thus  the  gods  soch  prfrate  nymphs  respect  ? 
Wbat  vengeancenught  the  queeo  of  Lorę  eapect  ? 

"  But  grant  sueh  arbitrary  pleas  are  vain, 
Wav'd  let  them  be;  merę  jostice  shall  obtain. 
Who  to  a  husband  jttstlier  can  succeed, 
Than  the  soft  partner  of  his  nuptial  bed ; 
Or  to  a  father's  rigbt  lay  stronger  claim, 
Than  the  dear  youth  in  whom  survives  his  name  ? 
Behold  that  yoath,  consider  whence  he  springs, 
And  m  his  royal  veins  respect  your  Irings : 
Immortal  Jove,  upon  a  mortal  she, 
Begat  his  sire :  Second  from  Jove  is  he. 

"  Weil  did  the  father  blindly  fight  your  cause, 
Foilowmg  tbe  ery— of  Liberty  and  Laws, 
If  by  those  lawa,  for  which  helosthislife*, 
Yon  spoS,  ungrateftilly,  the  son  and  wite. 

"  What  need  I  morę  ?  *Tis  treason  to  dispote : 
The  grant  was  royal $  that  decides  the  suit. 
Shall  vulgar  laws  imperial  power  constrain  ? 
Kings,  and  the  gods,  can  never  act  in  vam." 

She  finish'd  here,  the  queen  of  every  grace, 
Disdain  vermiEoning  her  heavcnly  lace : 
Our  heatts  take  fire,  and  all  in  tumult  rke, 
And  one  wish  sparkles  in  a  thousand  eyes. 
O !  znigbt  some  champion  ftnish  these  debates ! 
My  sword  shall  end,  what  now  my  pen  rełates. 
Up  rosę  the  judge,  on  each  sUk  bending  Iow, 
A  crafty  snule  accompanies  his  bow ; 
Ulysses  like,  a  gende  pause  he  makes, 
Then,  raising  by  degrees  his  Totoe,  he  speaks. 

1  A  report  spread  of  a  beautiful  younglady,  niecę 
to  the  lord  chief  jostice,  who  would  appear  at  the 
bar  of  the  house  of  lords,  and  eclipse  the  charms 
of  the  dutchess  of  Graftoo:  no  such  lady  was  seen 
there,  nor  perhaps  ever  in  any  part  of  the  world. 

-  Theduke  of  Grafom,  slain  at  the  siege  of  Cock 
'.    Iieland,  about  the  beginning  of  the  Rerolution. 


'      "  In  you,  my  lorda,  who  judge ;  andallwfcofeear, 
Methinks  1  reed  your  wishes  for  the  mir  ; 
Nor  can  I  wonder,  eren  I  contend 
With  inward  pain,  unwilling  to  offend ; 
Unhappy  !  thus  obiigM  to  a  defence, 
That  may  displease  such  hearenly  encetlenee. 
Might  we  the  laws*  on  any  terms  abuse, 
So  bright  an  influence  were  the  best  esouse  ; 
Let  Niobie  a  just  fetę,  the  vile  disgrace 
Of  the  Propaetides'  «  poUuted  race ; 
Let  death,  or  shame,  or  lunacy  surprise, 
Who  dare  to  match  the  rastre  of  those  eyes ! 
Aloud  the  fairest  of  the  sex  complain 
Of  capthnes  lost,  and  lores  iuvok'd  m  vam; 
At  her  appearaace  all  their  glory  ends, 
And  not  a  star,  but  sets,  when  she  asceods. 

"  Where  Lorę  presides,  still  may  she  bear  the 
But  rhjid  Law  has  netther  ears  nof  eyes :     [prize; 
Charms,  to  which  Marc  and.  Hercules  would  bow, 
Minos  and  Rhadamanthus  *  disavow. 
Justice,  by  nothrag  biasM,  or  ioclin^d,    ś 
Deaf  to  persuasion,  to  temptatkm  blind, 
Determmes  without  ftrour,  and  the  laws 
O'erlook  the  partks,  to  decide  the  cause. 
What  then  avaib  it,  that  a  beardłess  boy 
Took  a  rash  foncy  for  a  fornale  toy  ? 
Thv  insulted  Argr?es,  with  a  numerous  bost, 
Pursue  revenge,  and  seek  the  Dardan  ooast; 
Though  the  gods  buHt,  and  though  the  gods  delend 
Those  lofty  towers,  the  bostile  Oreeks  ascend  ; 
Nor  leave  they,  till  the  town  in  ashes  hes, 
And  all  tbe  race  of  royal  Priam  dies : 
The  oueen  of  Paphot,  6  mbring  in  the  fray, 
Rallies  the  troops,  and  urges  on  tbe  day  ; 
ta  person,  in  the  foremost  ranks  she  stands, 
Provokes  the  charge,  directs,  assists,  commands; 
Stern  Dkmied,  adrancing;  high  m  air, 
His  lofty  javelin  strikes  the  hearenly  fair ; 
The  vaulted  saies  with  her  loud  shneks  resoond, 
And  high  Olympus  trembies  at  the  wonnd. 
In  causes  just,  would  all  the  gods  oppose, 
Twere  honest  to  dtspute ;  soCatochose. 
Dismiss  that  pksa,  and  what  shall  Mood  araU  ? 
If  beauty  is  deoy*d,  shall  birth  pcerail  ? 
Blood,  and  high  deeds,  in  distant  ages  done, 
Are  our  foiefother*s  merit,  not  our  own. 
Might  nonę  a  just  possession  be  allowM,  ^ 
But  who  could  bring  desert/or  boast  of  blood, 
What  numbers,  eren  here,  might  be  condemnM, 
Strip'd,  and  despoiPd  of  all,  revil'd,  contemnM  ł 
Take  a  just  riew,  how  many'  may  remark, 
Who  now  's  a  peer,  his  grandstre  was  a  clerk : 
Some  few  remain,  ennobled  by  the  sword 
In  Gothic  times :  but  now,  to  be  my  lord, 
Study  the  law,  nor  do  these  robes  despise; 
Honour  the  gown,  from  whence  your  honours  rise, 

3  Niobe  ttirned  into  a  stone  for  presnmmg  to  com- 
parę  heraelf  with  Diana. 

4  Propoetides,  certain  virgins,  woot  for  affionting 
Venus,  were  condemned  to  open  prostitution,  and 
afterwards  turned  into  stone. 

*  Minos  and  Rhadamanthos,  famous  legislatora, 
who  for  their  striot  administration  of  justice,  were 
after  their  deaths  madę  chief  judges  in  the  infernal 
regions. 

6  Yenus. 
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Those  tanVd  dictators,  who  subdu'd  the  g lobe. 
Gra  the  precedence  to  thepeaceful  robę; 
The  migfaty  Julius,  pleading  at  the  bar, 
Wat  greater,  tban  when,  thundering  m  the  war, 
Heoooąuertlnatkms:  *Ti«  of  morę  renown 
To  sa*e  a  ciient,  tban  to  storm  a  town. 

"  How  dear  to  Britain  are  her  darling  laws ! 
What  blood  bas  she  not  laviah'd  in  their  ceuse ! 
Kings  are  like  common  tlaves  to  slanghter  led, 
Or  wander  through  the  world  to  beg  their  braad. 
Wben  regal  power  aspires  abowe  the  laws, 
A  pmate  wrong  becomes  a  pubHc  ceuse." 

Hespoke.    The  nobfes  dffier,  and  drode, 
Some  join  whh  Law,  and  some  with  Beauty  side. 
Btoidaunt,  tfaongh  onoa  her  alave,  iusults  the  fair, 
Whose  fetters  twmt  hi*  pride,  in  youth,  to  wear :  ■ 
So  Lorifcr,  rerołting,  brav'd  the  power 
Wijom  be  was  wont  to  worahip  and  implore. 
like  impioos  is  their  ragę,  who  bave  in  chase 
A  new  Omnipotence  in  Grafton's  foce. 
Bot  Rochester,  undaonfeed,  just,  and  wise, 
Asserts  the  goddess  with  the  charming  eyes  ; 
And  0 1  mąy  Beanty  never  want  reward 
For  thee,  her  noble  champion,  and  her  guard. 
Beanty  triumpbs,  and  Ław  subntittmg  lies, 
Die  tyrant,  tam'd,  alond  for  mercy  cries ; 
Cesujuest  can  nererfiul  inradiantGrafton'seyes* 


LADY  HYDB  V 


Wim  Jam'd  ApeUes  songht  to  (ramę 

Some  image  of  th'  Idalian  damę, 

Tofamish  graces  for  the  piece, 

He  summonM  all  \he  nymphs  of  Oreect ; 

So  many  mortals  were  combinM 

To  show  how  one  immortal  shinM. 

Had  Hyde  thus  sat  by  proxy  too, 
is  Venns  theo  was  said  to  do, 
Veaus  herself,  and  all  the  tram ! 
Of  pddesses  had  summonM  been ; 
The  painter  must  have  searcbM  the  skies, 
To  match  the  lustre  of  her  eyes. 

Comparing  then,  while  thus  we  view 
Theanrient  Venus,  and  the  new ; 
In  ber  we  many  mortals  see, 
Ai  mauy  goddesses  in  thee. 


LADY  HYDE 


HATIMC  TBK  8MALL  Ktt,  SO0M  AFTBB  TH1 
BBCOYBBT  OP  MBJ.  MOHUN. 

Scabcb  conld  the  generał  joy  for  Mohun  appear, 
Bet  new  aftempts  show  other  dangers  near  ;• 
Beanty  's  attack  d  in  her  imperial  fort, 
Where  all  her  Loves  and  Graces  kept  their  court; 
m  her  chief  residenoe,  besieg'd  at  last, 
lainents  to  see  her  rahest  fields  laid  waste. 

Ob  tmagB  immortal,  all  attempts  are.  vain; 
Tyrant  Disease,  *tis  loss  of  time  and  pain ; 
Gtnt  thy  wild  ragę,  and  toad.thee  with  rich  prize 
Tora  from  her  cheeks,  her  fragrant  lips,  and  eyes : 
Let  ker  but  live  j  as  much  ▼ermilion  take, 
As  ańght  an  Helen,  or  a  Yenus  make  ; 

1Afterwardsconntess,of  Clarendon  and  Rochester. 
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like  Tbetis,  she  shall  frustrate  thy  vain  rape, 
And  in  variety  of  charms  esoape. 

The  twinkling  stars  drop  numberless  each  night, 
Yet  shines  the  radiant  firmament  as  bright ; 
So  from  the  ocean  should  we  rhrers  drain, 
Still  woald  enough  to  drown  the  world  remain.  . 


TŚE  DUTCHESS  OF***, 

UNSEASONA1LY  8UBPBIZS9  IV  TBK  SMBBACIS  Ot 

hcb  Łoan. 

Faibest  Zelinda,  cease  to  chide,  or  griere; 
Nor  blush  at  joys  that  only  you  can  give ; 
Who  with  bold  eyes  snryeyM  those  matchlesa 
Is  poDlsh'd,  seeinf  in  another*s  arms ?        [charms 
With  greedy  lonks  he  tiews  each  naked  part, 
Joy  feeds  his  eyes,  but  En*y  tears  his  heart 
So  caught  was  Mars,  and  Mercury  alond 
Proclaim'd  his  t^ief,  that  he  was  not  the  god  j 
So  to  be  cattght,  was  etery  gud's  desire : 
Nor  less  than  Verms,  can  Zelinda  flre. 
Porgive  hhn  then,  thon  m  »re  than  heavenry  fair; 
Forgire  his  rashness.  punhlh'd  by  despair ; 
All  that  we  know,  wnich  wretched  mortals  feel 
In  those  sad  regions  where  the  torturM  dwell, 
Is,  that  they  see  the  raptnres  of  the  blessd, 
And  view  the  joy*  which  they  must  never  taste* 


TO 

FLAFIA. 


warrrmw  on  waa  oaidbh  m  tui  kobth. 

What  charm  is  this,  that  in  the  midst  of  snów, 
Of  storms,  and  Uasts,  the  choicest  f ruits  do  grow  ? 
Melons  on  beds  of  tce  are  taught  to  bear, 
And  strangers  to  the  Sun,  yet  ripen  here ; 
On  frozen  ground^the  sweetest  flowera  arise, 
Unseen  by  any  light,  but  Flavia*s  eyes ; 
Where-e'er  she'  treads,  beneath  the  Charmert  feet 
TTie  rosę,  the  je$s'mine.  and  the  lilies  meet ; 
Where-e*er  she  looks,  behold  some  sudden  birth 
Adorns  the  trees,  and  fructifles  the  earth ; 
In  midst  of  mountains,  and  unfruitful  ground^ 
As  rich  an  Eden  as  the'  flrst  is  fbund. 
In  this  new  Paradise  the  goddess  reigns 
In  soYereigk  state,  and  mocks  the  foyert  pains  ; 
Beneath  thóse  Wams  that  scorch  us  from  her  eyes; 
Her  snowy  bośoin  still  unmclted  lies ; 
Iove  from  her  lips  spreads  all  his  odours  rbund, 
But  bears  on  ice,  and  springs  from  frozen  ground. 
So  cold  the  clime  that  can  such  wonders  bear, 
The  garden  seoms  an  emblem  of  the  ftur. 


TO 

THE  SAME: 

HE*  CA1DEM1  RAT1KG  BSCAFED  A  FŁOOD  THAT  HAD 
LAID  ALL  TH B  COUwTItT  BOOKD  ttfpSH  WATWU      ' 

What  hBnds  dWine  hare  ptanted  and  protćCt, 
The  torrent  spares,  and  deloges  respećl  $ 
So  when  the  waters  o'er  the  world  were  spreacL 
Corering  each  oak,  and.  erery  mountains  head, 
The  chosen  patriarch  sail'd  within  his  ark, 
Nor  might  t^e  wayes  c^erwharm  the  sacren*  bark. 
C 
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The  charming  Flavia  is  no  less,  we  find, 
The  favourite  of  Heaven,  than  of  mankind  ; 
The  gods,  like  rwals,  imitate  our  care, 
And  vie  with  mortals  to  oblige  the  fair ; 
These  rarours  thus  bestowM  on  ber  alone, 
Are  but  the  homage  which  they  send  her  down. 

O  Flavia  !  may  thy  virtue  from  above 
Be  crown'd  with  blesfings,  endless  as  my  lorę. 


TO 

My  fiuend  dr.  garth 

IN  HIS  8ICSKBIS. 

Machao*  sick,  m  etery  face  we  find 
His  danger  is  the  danger  of  mankind; 
Whose  ari  protecting,  Naturę  could  etfpire 
Bot  by  adeluge,  or  the  generał  fire* 
Moro  lives  be  saves,  than  perisb  in  our  wars, 
And  mster  than  a  plague  destroys,  repairs. 
The  hołd  carouser,  and  advent,rous  damę, 
Nor  fear  the  fever,  nor  refuse  the  flame ; 
Safe  łn  his  sktll,  fram  all  restraints  set  free, 
But  -conBckras  shame,  remorse,  or  piety. 

Sire  of  all  arts  ł,  defend  thy  darling  son ; 
O !  saye  the  teen  whose  life  's  so  much  our  own ! 
On  whom,  lik*  Atlas,  the  whole  worki  >s  reclin*d, 
And  by  restoring  Garth,  presenre  mankind. 


TO  MY  DBA*  KINSMAN, 

CHARLES  LORD  LANSDOWNE, 

UFO*  THB  aOMSAADMEKT  OP 

THE  TOWN  OF  CBANY1LLB  IN  NORMANDY 

BY  THB  BNGLISH  FLEET. 

Tho'  huilt  by  gods.  consunVd  by  hostile  flame, 
Troy  buryłd  Ues,  yet  lives  the  Trojan  name 5 
And  so  shall  thine,  though  with  these  walls  were  lost 
All  the  records  our  ancestors  could  boast 
For  Latium  conquer'd,  and  for  Turnus  slain, 
A2neas  lives,  though  not  one  stone  remain 
\Vherc  he  arose :  nor  art  thou  less  renownU 
For  thy  loud  triumphs  on  Hungarian  ground. 

Those  arms,  2  which  for  nrae  centuries  had  brav'd 
The  wrath  of  Time,  on  ontiąne  stone  engrav'd, 
Now  tom  by  mortars,  stand  yet  undefecM 
On  nobler  trophies,  by  thy  valour  rais'd : 
Safe  on  thy  eagle's  3  wings  they  soar  abore 
The  ragę  of  war,  or  thunder  to  remove, 
Borne  by  the  bird  of  Caesar,  and  of  Jove. 


LADY  HYDE, 
srrnwo  at  sib  oodpkby  xneller's 

FOS  HBR  PICTURE. 

WaitEKneDer,  with  inimitable  art, 

Attempts  {bat  foce  whose  print  's  on  every  heart, 

1  Apollo,  god  of  poetry  and  physic. 

*  The  OranriUe  arms  still  remaining  at  that  time 
on  one  of  the  gates  of  the  town. 

9  He  was  created  a  count  of  the  Empire,  the  fa- 
mfly  arms  to  be  borne  for  eter  npon  the  breast  of 
the  imperial  spread  eagle« 


The  poet,  with  a  pencil  less  confin'd, 

Shall  pamt  her  virtues,  and  describe  her  minuj 

Unlock  tne  shrine,  and  to  the  sight  unfbld 

The  secret  gema,  and  all  the  inward  gokL 

Two  only  patterns  do  the  Muses  name, 

Of  perfect  beauty,  but  of  guilty  famę ; 

A  Venus  and  an  Helen  ha?e  been  seen, 

Both  perjur'd  wives,  the  goddess  and  the  queen : 

In  this,  the  third,  are  reconciPd  at  last 

Those  jarring  attributes  of  fair  and  chaste, 

With  graces  that  attract,  but  not  ensnare, 

Divinely  good,  as  she,s  divinely  fair ; 

With  beauty,  not  affected,  vain,  nor  proud  i 

With  greatness,  easy,  aflable,  and  good : 

Others,  by  guilty  artince,  and  arts 

Of  promis'd  kindness,  practise  on  our  hearts, 

With  expectatkm  blow  the  passion  up ; 

She  fans  the  fire,  wHhout  one  gale  of  hope, 

Like  the  chaste  Moon,  she  shines  to  all 

But  to  Endymion  is  ber  love  oonflnd. 

What  cruel  destmy  on  Beauty  waha, 

When  on  one  face  depend  so  many  fates  f 

Oblig'd  by  honour  to  reliere  but  one, 

Unhappy  men  by  thousands  are  undone. 


TO 

MRS.  GRANFILLE, 

or  WOTTOM  in  buckinghamshise; 

AFTERWARDS  ŁADY  CONWAY. 

Love,  like  a  tyrani  whom  no  laws  constrain, 
Now  for  some  ages  kept  the  world  in  pain  ; 
Beauty  by  vast  destructions  got  renown, 
And  lovers  only  by  their  race  were  known. 
But  Granvilie,  morę  auspicious  to  mankind, 
Conqu*ring  the  heart,  as  much  instruets  the  mind; 
Blest  in  the  fale  of  her  yictorious  eyes, 
Seeing,  we  łove ;  and  hearing,  we  grow  wise : 
So  Romę  for  wisdoro,  as  for  conąuest  fam'd, 
Improv'd  with  arts,  whom  she  by  arms  had  tam'd. 
Abóve  the  clouds  is  p1ac'd  this  glorious  light, 
Nothing  lies  hid  froni  her  enquiring  sight  i 
Athens  and  Romę  for  arts  restor'd  rejoice, 
Their  language  takes  new  musie  from  her  voice; 
Learning  and  Love,  in  the  same  seat  we  find, 
So  bright  her  eyes,  and  so  adom'd  her  mind„ 

Long  had  Minerva  govern'd  in  the  skies, 
But  now  descends,  confest  to  human  eyes  ; 
Behold  in  Granrille  that  inspiring  queen, 
Whom  learned  Athens  so  ador'd  unseen. 


TO 

MRS.  AFRA  BEHN. 

Two  warrior  cbiefś  4  the  voice  of  Famę  dinde, 
Who  best  deserv*d,  not  Plutarch  could  decide : 
Behold  two  mightier  conąuerors  appear, 
Some  for  your  wit,  some  for  yonr  eyes  declare ; 
Debates  arise,  which  captivates  us  most, 
And  nonę  can  tell  the  charm  by  which  he  *s  lost 
The  bow  and  quWer  does  Diana  bear; 
Verms  the  dove ;  Pallas  the  shield  and  spear : 
Poets  such  emblems  to  their  gods  assign, 
Hearts  hleeding  by  the  dart  and  pen  be  thine. 

*  Atacander  and  Caesar. 


THE  DESEM10N...S0NG. 
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THE  DESERTIOK 

Now  fly,  Discretian,  to  my  aid, 

See  haughty  Myra,  fiur  and  bright, 
In  all  the  pomp  of  Lorę  array'd ; 
Ah  !  how  I  tremble  at  the  sight  l 
Sbe  comes,  sbe  comes — before  her  all 
Mankind  does  prostrate  fal). 

Lwe,  a  destroyer  fierce  and  young, 
Advcnt*rous,  terrible,  and  strong, 
Crucl  and  rash,  dehghting  stjll  to  vex, 

Sparing  nor  age  nor  seat, 
Cunmands  m  chief;  well  fortify'd  he  lies, 
And  finom  her  lipa,  her  cheeks  and  eyes, 
All  opposition  he  defies.    • 
Reason,  Love's  oM  inveterate  foe, 
Scaroe  ever  reconciPd  till  now, 

Reason  assists  her  too. 

A  wite  eommander  he,  for  council  fit ; 
Boi  niee  and  coy,  nor  nas  been  seen  to  sit 
In  modern  synod,  nor  appearM  of  late 
In  courts,  nor  camps,  nor  in  affiurs  of  state ; 
Reason  proclaims  them  all  his  foes, 
Wbo  such  resistless  charms  oppose. 

My  Tery  bosom  friends  make  war 
Wkhin  my  breast,  and  in  ber  interests  are ; 
Esteem  and  Judgment  with  strong  Fancy  join 
Tb  court,  and  cali  the  fair  invader  in ; 
My  darling  favourite  Inclination  too, 

All,  all  conspiring  with  the  foe. 

Ah!  whither  shall  I  fly  to  hide 
My  weakness  from  the  coDqu'ror's  pride } 
Now,  now,  Discretion,  be  my  guide. 
Bot  see,  this  mighty  Archimedes  too, 
Surrenders  now. 
Presuming  longerto  resist, 
His  very  name 
Discretion  must  diaclaim  ; 
Folly  and  Madneas  only  would  persist. 


SONG. 


I'll  tell  her  the  next  time,  said  I : 

In  Tam !  in  vain !  for  when  I  try, 
tipon  my  timorous  tongue  the  trembling  accents  die. 

Alas  !  a  thousand  thousand  fears 

StiB  orerawe  when  she  appears  !  [in  tears. 

My  breath  is  spent  in  sigbs,  my  eyes  are  drown'd 


IN    PHAltB    09 

MYRA. 


Tom,  tanę  thy  łyre,  begm  my  Muse, 
What  nymph,  what  oneen,  what  goddess  wiH  thou 
cbooee? 
Whose  praisefl  sing  ?  What  charmert  name 
Transmit  immortal  down  to  Famę  ? 
Strike,  strike  thy  strings,  let  Echo  take  the  sound, 
And  bear  it  far,  to  all  the  mountains  round ; 
Pindus  again  shall  bear,  again  rejoice, 
And  Ramus  too,  as  when  th'  enchanting  voice 
Of  tonem!  Orphens  charm'd  the  grore, 
Taugbt  oaks  to  dance>  ani  madę  the  cedar*  morę. 


Nor  Venns,  nor  Diana  will  we  name ; 
Myra  is  Venus  and  Diana  too, 
All  that  was  feign'd  of  them,  apply'd  to  ber,  is  tnie ; 
Then  sing,  my  Muse,  let  Myra  be  our  theme. 

As  when  the  sbepberds  would  a  garland  make, 
They  search  with  care  the  fragrant  meadows 
round, 
Plucking  but  here  and  there,  and  only  take 
The  cboicest  Aow'rs  with  which  some  nymph  is 
crown'd : 

In  fiaming  Myra  so  divinely  nur, 
Naturę  has  taken  the  same  care  $ 
All  that  is  lovely,  noble,  good,  we  see, 
All,  beauteous  Myra,  all  bound  up  in  thee. 
Where  Myra  is,  there  is  the  ąueen  of  Lorę, 
Th'  Arcadian  pastures,  and  th*  Idalian  grove. 
Let  Myra  dance,  so  charming  is  her  mień, 
In  erery  moreraent  every  grace  is  seen ; 
Let  Myra  sing,  the  notes  so  sweetly  wound, 
The  Syrens  would  be  silent  at  the  sound. 
Place  me  on  mountains  of  eternal  snów, 
Where  all  is  ice,  all  winter  winds  that  blow  ; 
Or  cast  me  underneath  the  burning  linę, 

Where  ererlasting  Sun  does  shine ; 
Where  all  is  scorchM — whatever  you  decree, 

Ye  gods !  Whererer  I  shall  be, 
Myra  shall  still  be  lovM,  and  stali  adortt  by  me. 


SONG. 

TO  MYKA. 


I. 

Why,  cruel  creature,  why  so  bent 

To  v«t  a  tender  heart? 
To  gold  and  title  you  relent, 

Loro  throws  in  rain  his  darb 

II.  » 

Let  glittering  fools  in  courts  be  great ; 

For  pay,  let  armies  move ; 
Beauty  should  have  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows,  and  love. 

IIL 
If  on  those  endless  charms  you  Iay 

The  yalue  that  łs  their  due, 
Kings  are  themselves  too  poor  to  pay, 

A  thousand  worlds  too  few. 

IV. 
But  if  a  passion  without  vice, 

Without  disguise  or  art, 
Ah  Myral  if  tnie  k>ve  's  your  price, 

Behold  it  in  my  heart. 


MYRA  SINGING* 


The  Syrens,  once  deluded,  vainly"charm'd, 
Ty'd  to  the  mast,  Ulysses  sailM  unharm'd ; 
Had  Myra'8  voice  enticM  his  listening  ear, 
The  Greek  had  stopt,  and  would  bave  dy'd  to  hear. 
When  Myra  sings,  we  seek  th'  enchanting  sound, 
And  bless  the  notes  that  do  so  sweetly  wound. 
What  musie  needs  must  dwell  upon  that  tongue, 
Whose  speech  is  tuneful  as  anothert  song  1 
C2 
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LANSDOWKFS  POEM3. 


Such  harmony  !  such  wit !  a  face  go  fair ! 
So  many  pointed  arrows  who  can  bcar  ? 
Who  firom  her  wity  or  from  ber  beauty  flies, 
If  with  her  voice  she  orertakes  him,  dies. 

Likc  soldiers  so  in  battle  we  succeed, 
One  peril  'scaping,  by  anothcr  blced ; 
In  vain  the  dart,  or  glittering  sword  we  shun, 
Condemn'd  to  perish  by  the  slaughtfring  gun. 


MYRA. 


AT  A  RSYtBW  OP  THB  GUAIBS  IH  HYDB-PAWC. 

Let  meancr.  beauties  conauer  singly  still, 
But  haughty .  Myra  will  by  thousands  kill ; 
Through  armod  ranka  triumphantly  she  drives, 
And  with  one  piance  commands  a  thousand  lives : 
The  trembling  heroes,  nor  rcsist,  nor  fly, 
But  at  the  head  of  all  their  aąuadrons  di*. 


TO 

MYRA. 


Natur*,  indulgent,  provident  and  kind, 
In  all  things  that  excel,  some  use  design'd  j 
The  radiant  Sun,  of  every  heavenly  light 
The  first,  (did  Myra  not  dispute  that  right) 
Sends  from  above  ten  thousand  blessings  down ; 
Kor  is  he  set  so  high  for  show  alone, 
His  bcams  reviving  with  auspicious  fire, 
Freely  we  all  enjoy  wbat  all  admire : 
The  Moon  and  stare,  those  faithful  guides  of  night, 
Are  plac'd  to  help,  not  en^ertain  the  sight : 
Plants,  fruits,  and  flowers  the  ferttle  fields  produce, 
Not  for  vain  ornament,  but  wholesome  use ; 
Health  they  restore,  and  nourishment  they  gtve, 
We  see  with  pleasure,  but  we  taste  to  live. 

Then  think  not,  Myra,  that  thy  ferm  was  meant 
Morę  to  create  desire,  than  to  content ; 
Woutd  the  juat  Gods  so  many  charms  prwide 
Only  to  gratify  a  mortaPs  pride  ? 
Would  they  have  fbnnM  thee  so  above  thy  sex, 
Only  to  play  the  tyrant,  and  to  vex  ? 
'Tis  impious  pleasure  to  dehght  in  harm, 
And  Beauty  should  be  kind,  as  well  as  charm. 


THB 


PROGRESS  OF  BEAUTY. 

The  God  of  day  descendłng  from  above, 
Mixt  with  the  sea,  and  got  the  quecn  of  Łove. 
Beauty,  that  tires  the  world,  'twas  fit  should  rise 
From  him  alone  who  lights  the  stan  and  skics. 
In  Cyprusilong,  by  men  and  gods  obcy'd, 
The  loyei^s  toil  she  gratefully  repaid, 
Promiscuous  blessings  to  her  slaves  assign'd, 
And  taught  the  world  that  Beauty  should  be  kind. 
Leara  by  this  pattern,  all  ye  fair,  ta  charm, 
Brightbe  yourbeams,  but  without  scorchingwarm* 
Helen  was  ncxt  from  Greece  to  Phrygiabronght, 
With  much  ejcpense  of  blood  and  empire  sought  i 
Beauty  and  Love  the  nobkst  cause  aflord, 
That  can  try  valour,  or  enjploy  the  sword* 
Not  men  alone  incited  by  her  charms, 
But  Heaven  '$conceai'd,  and  all  the  gods  take  arnu> 


The  happy  Trojan  gloriously  possest* 

Enjoys  the  dame>  and  leaves  to  Fate  the  resti 

Your  cold  reflections,  moralists,  fbrbear, 

His  title  's  best  who  best  can  please  the  fiur. 

And  now  the  gods,  in  pity  to  the  cares, 

The  nerce  'desires,  distractions,  and  despain 

Of  tortu^d  men,  while  Beauty  was  confu^d, 

Resolv'd  to  multiply  the  charming  kind. 

Greece  was  the  land  where  this  bright  race  begun, 

And  saw  a  thousand  rivals  to  the  Sun. 

Hence  followd  arts,  while each  employM  his  care 

In  new  productions  to  delight  the  fair  : 

To  bright  Aspasia  Soćrates  rettr'd, 

His  wisdom  grew  but  as  his  lorę  inspirM ; 

Those  rocks  and  oaks,  which  such  emotions  felt, 

Werę  cruel  maids  whom  Orpheus  taught  to  meltj 

Musie,  and  songi,  and  every  way  to  move 

The  ravish'd  heart,  were  seeds  and  plants  of  love. 

The  gods,  entic'd  by  so  drvine  a  birth, 
Descend  from  Heaven  to  this  new  hearen  on  Harto  j 
Thy  wit,  O  Mercury,  »s  no  defence  from  Love  ; 
Nor  Mars,  thy  target;  nor  thy  thunder,  Jove. 
The  mad  imraortals  in  a  thousand  shapes, 
Rangę  the  wide  globe;   some  yield,  some  suffer 
Invaded,  or  deceiv'd,  not  one  escapes.  [rapes, 

The  wife,  though  a  bright  goddess,  thusgires  place 
To  mortal  coneubines  of  f resh  embrace ; 
By  such  examples  were  we  taught  to  see 
The  life  and  soul  of  Love,  is  sweet  variety.    . 

In  those  first  times,  ere  charming  womankind 
Reform'd  their  pleasures,  polishing  the  mind, 
Rude  were  their  rcvels,  and  obscene  their  joys, 
The  broils  of  drunkards,  and  the  lust  of  boys  j 
Pboebus  laments  for  Hyacinthus  dead, 
And  Juno,  jealous,  storms  at  Ganymcd* 
Return,  my  Miftse,  and  close  that  odious  scenę, 
Nor  stain  thy  verse  with  images  unclcan  ; 
Of  Beauty  sing,  her  shining  progress  view, 
From  cliine  to  clime  the  dazzling  light  pursue, 
Tell  how  the  goddess  spread,  and  how  in  empire 
grew. 

Let  others  govcrn,  or  defend  the  state, 
Plead  at  the  bar,  or  manage  a  debatę, 
m  lofty  arts  and  sciences  cxcel, 
Or  in  proud  domes  employ  their  boasted  skill. 
To  marble  and  to  brass  such  fcatures  give, 
The  metal  and  the  stonc  may  socm  to  live| 
Describe  the  stars,  and  planćtary  way, 
And  tracę  the  footsteps  of  Eternal  Day : 
Be  this,  my  Muse,  thy  pleasure  and  thy  care, 
A  slave  to  Beauty,  to  record  the  fair.  % 

Still  wandYing  in  love's  sn-eet  delicious  maże. 
To  sing  the  triumphs  of  some  heavenly  foce, 
Of  lorely  dames,  who  with  a  smile  or  frown 
Subdue  the  proud,  the  suppliant  lover  crown, 
From  Venus  down  to  Myra  bring  thy  song, 
To  thee  alone  such  tender  tasks  belong. 

From  Greece  to  Afric,  Beauty  takes  her  flight, . 
And  ripens  with  her  near  appvoach  to  light : 
Frown  not,  ye  fair,  to  bear  of  swarthy  dames, 
With  radiant  eyes,  that  take  unerring  aims ; 
Beauty  to  nocompleaion  is  confe»'d, 
Is  of  all  colours,  and  by  nono  definM ; 
Jewels  that  shine,  in  gold  or  siłver  set, 
As  precious  and  as  spaiiding  are  in  jet. 
Herę  Cleopatra,  with  a  liberał  heart, 
Bounteous  of  k>ve,  improtM  the  joy  with  art, 
llie  tirst  who  gave  reeruited  slaves  to  know 
TJiat  the  rich  pearl  was  of  morę  me  than  show, 
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Wbo  with  high  mcats,  or  a  luxurious  draught, 
Kept  Jove  for  ever  flowing,  and  fuli  fraught. 
Julius  and  Anthony,  those  lords  of  all, 
Each  m  hia  tura  present  the  oooąuerM  bali ; 
Thoae  dreadful  eagles,  that  nad  faoM  the  light 
From  pole  to  pole,  foli  dazzled  at  ber  sight: 
Nor  was  her  death  leas  glorions  than  her  life* 
A  constant  mistress,  and  a  feithful  wife; 
Her  dying  tmth  some  generous  tears  would  cost, 
Had  not  ber  fate  inspirtł  the  World  well  Loat l ; 
With  aecret  pride  the  ravish'd  Muses  view 
Tbe  image  of  that  death  which  Dryden  drew, 

PleasM  inciich  happy  clisnates,  warm  and  bright, 
Lorę  fot  eonie  ages  revell'd  with  delight ; 
Tbe  maitial  Moors  in  gałlantry  iefin'd, 
Inrent  new  arts  to  make  their  oharmers  kindj 
Sea  in  the  lista,  by  golden  barriers  bound, 
\n  wariike  ranka  they  wait  the  trumpefs  sound  $ 
Same  love~device  h  wrought  on  every  swordj 
And  erery  ribbon  bears  sonie  myatic  woriU 
As  when  we  see  the  winged  Winda  engage, 
Monnted  on  coursers,  foaming  flame  and  ragę* 
RastHng  from  every  quarter  of  the  aky , 
Nortb,  east,  and  west,  in  airy  swfflness  vie  j 
One  Cloud  repukrtł,  new  combejtants  prepnre 
Tb  sneet  aa  fierce,  and  form  a  thnndering  war  } 
So  when  the  trtunpet  sounding,  gires  tbe  sign^ 
Tbe  justlmg  chiefa  in  rade  rencounter  join, 
So  meet,  and  aq  renew  the  dextrouB  fight, 
Each  mir  behoMer  trembling  for  her  knight ; 
Stul  aa  one  falls,  another  ruahes  in, 
And  all  mnst  be  o*ercome,  or  nonę  can  win, 
The  Tictor,  from  tbe  shining  damę,  whoae  eyea 
Aided  his  coDqu'ring  ann,  receives  a  precious  prize. 

Thos  flourishM  Love,  and  Beauty  reignU  in  state, 
TUI  the  prond  Spamard  ga*e  thete  glones  datę ; 
Past  b  the  gałlantry,  the  &me  remains, 
Transuiftted  safe  in  Dryden'g  lofty  scenes  j 
Granada  *  lott,  bebeld  her  pomps  restorM, 
And  Abnahide  3,  once  morę  by  kings  ador'd. 

Jtare,  dmen  thence,  to  eolder  Britain  flies* 
And  with  bright  nymphs  the  diatant  Sun  suppties » 
Botaancfs,  which  relate  the  dreadful  fights, 
The  k>ves  and  proweas  of  adveotVous  knighta^ 
To  aoimate  their  ragę,  a  kiss,  record, 
From  BritańVs  fairest  nymph  was  the  reward  5 
Thus  ancient  to  Love's  empire  was  the  claim, 
Of  British  Beauty,  and  so  wide  the  noe, 
Which,  like  our  flag  upon  the  seaa,  gives  law 
By  rigjjt  avow'd,  and  keeps  tłie  world  in  awe. 

Our  gallant  kings,  of  wbom  large  annals  prore 
Tbe  mighty  deeds,  stand  as  renown'd  for  leve  j 
A  monarcho  right  o'er  Beauty  they  may  claim, 
Lords  of  that  ocean  from  whence  Beauty  eame, 
Thy  Rosamonfl,  grcat  Henry,  on  the  stage, 
By  a  late  Muse  presented  in  our  age, 
With  aking  hearts,  and  flowing  eyes  we  rów, 
While  that  diasemblad  death  presents  the  true 
la  Bracegirdle  *  the  pcrsons  so  agree, 
That  all  aeema  reai  the  spectaiors  see. 

*AllforLo*e;  or,  The  World  well  Lott  r  writ- 
ten  by  Mr.  Dryden. 

1The  Conmiest  of  Grenada,  written  by   Mr. 
Dryden. 

3  The  part  of  Almahide,  performed  by  Mn. 
Beaaor  Gwyn,  mistress  to  king  Charles  IL 

«Afemousactres*. 


Of  Scots  and  Oauls  defeftfed,  and  their  kings, 
Thy  captives,  Edward,  Fanie  for  ever  sings ; 
Like  tby  high  deeds,  thy  noble  loves  are  praisM, 
Wbo  hast  to  Lovc  the  noblest  trophy  rah  d : 
Tby  statucs,  Venus,  tbough  by  Phidias's  band, 
Design'd  immortal,  yet  no  loriger  stand ; 
The  magie  of  tby  shining  zonc  is  past, 
But  Salisbury's  garter  shall  for  ever  laśt, 
Which,  througłi  the  world  bylmng  monarohsworn, 
Ądds  grace  to  sceptres,  and  does  crowns  adom. 

If  such  their  faine  who  gave  these  rights  disine 
To  sacred  Lovc,  O  !  what  dishonour'3  tbme, 
Forgctful  aueen,  who  sever*d  that  bright  head* 
Which  charm'd  two  mighty  monarcha  to  her  bed  ? 
Hadst  thou  been  born  a  man,  thou  hadst  not  errłd, 
Thy  famę  had  lir'd,  and  Beauty  been  prefcirM; 
But  O  !  what  mighty  magie  can  assuagc 
A  woftnurt  enry,  and  a  bigofs  ragę  ł 

I^ovetir'd  at  length,  Love,  that  dclights  to  smiie, 
FLying  from  scenes  of  horrour  6,  quits  our  isle, 
With  Charles,  the  Cupids  and  the  Graces  goneą 
In  exile  Hve,  for  Love  and  Charles  were  one ; 
With  Charles  he  wanders,  and  for  Charles  he  mourns^ 
But  O !  how  fierce  the  joy  when  Charles  returas ! 
As  eager  flames,  with  oppańtion  pent, 
Break  out  impetuous  when  they  tind  a  vent; 
As  a  fierce  torrent,  bounded  on  his  race, 
Forcing  his  wayt  rotls  with  redoubled  pace : 
Prom  the  loud  palące  to  the  silent  gro^e, 
All,  by  the  king's  example,  IWe  and  loye  ; 
The  Moses  with  diviner  voices  sing ; 
And  nil  rejoice  to  plcase  the  godlike  kiner. 

Then  Waller  in  immortal  verse  proclaims 
The  shining  coort,  and  all  the  glittering  dames; 
Tby  beauty,  Sidney  »,  like  Achilles'  sword, 
Kesistless^  stands  upon  as  surę  record ; 
Tbe  fieretst  bero,  and  the  briichtest  damę, 
Both  sung  alike,  shall  have  their  fate  the  same. 

And  nów,  my  Muse,  a  nobler  ftight  prepare, 
Ąnd  sing  so  loud  that  Heaven  and  Earth  may  hcar. 
Behold  from  Itaiy  an  awfrd  ray 
Of  hcavenly  iight  UUmitnates  the  day, 
Northward  sbe  bends,  majestically  bright, 
And  here  she  futes  ber  imperial  light. 
Be  boki,  be.bold,  my  Muse,  nor  fear  to  raise. 
Thy  voice  to  her  who  was  thy  earliest  praise  ; 
What  though  the  sullen  Faljes  refuse  to  shinc, 
Or  frown  severe  on  thy  audacious  linę, 
Keep  thy  bright  theme  within  thy  steady  sigbt, 
The  clouds  shall  fly  before  the  dazzling  light, 
And  everlasting  day  direct  thy  lofty  flight. 
Thou  who  bas  never  yet  put  on  disgutsc 
Tu  flatter  foction,  or  descend  to  vice ; 
I/ct  no  Tain  fear  tby  generous  ardour  tamę, 
But  stand  erect,  and  sound  as  loud  as  Famę. 

As  when  our  eyc  sonie  prospect  would  pursuf , 
Pescending  frotn  a  hill,  looks  round  to  view, 
Passes  o'er  lawns  and  meadows  tiłl  it  gains 
Some  favourite  spot,  and,  fizing,  there  remains : 
With  equal  rapture  my  transported  Muse 
Flies  other  objects,  thia  bright  theme  to  choose. 

Queen  of  our  hearts,  and  channer  of  our  sight, 
A  monarch's  pride,  his  glory  and  delight, 

5  Mery  qneen  of  Scots,  bebeaded  by  ąuecn 
Elizabeth. 

6  The  Rebellion;  and  death  of  king  Charles  I. 

7  Tbe  lady  Dorothy  Sidney,  celebrated  by  Mr. 
Waller  under  the  nauic  of  baebarissa. 
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Princess  adorM  and  lov'd  !  if  *erse  can  give 
A  deathless  name,  thine  shall  for  ever  Uve  ; 
Invok'd  where-e'er  the  British  lion  roars, 
Eartended  as  the  seas  tbat  gird  the  British  sbores. 
The  wise  immortals  in  their  seats  above, 
To  crown  their  labouro,  gtill  appointed  Love  $ 
Phcebus  enjoyłd  the  goddess  of  the  sea, 
Alcides  had  Omphale,  James  has  thee. 
O  happy  James !  content  thy  mighty  mind, 
Grudge  not  the  world,  for  still  thy  queen  is  kind, 
To  lie  but  at  whose  feet  morę  glory  brings, 
Than  *tis  to  tread  on  sceptres,  and  on  kings : 
Secure  of  empire  in  tbat  beauteous  breast, 
Who  would  not  give  their  crowns  to  be  so  blest  ? 
Was  Helen  half  so  fair,  so  fbrmłd  for  joy, 
Weil  chose  the  Trojan,  and  well  burnt  was  Troy. 
But  ah  !  what  strange  vicissitudes  of  fate, 
What  chance  attends  on  every  worłdly  state  ? 
As  when  the  skies  were  sack'd,  the  conquer'd  gods, 
Compeird  from  Hearen,  forsook  their  blest  abodes; 
Wandering  in  woods,  they  bid  from  den  to  den, 
And  sought  their  safety  in  the  shapes  of  men : 
As  when  the  winds  with  kindling  flames  conspire, 
The  blaze  increases,  as  they  fan  the  fire ; 
From  roof  to  roof  the  burnmg  torrent  pours, 
Nor  spares  the  palące,  nor  the  loftiest  towers : 
Or,  as  the  stately  pine,  erecting  high 
Her  lofty  branches,  shooting  to  the  sky, 
If  riren  by  the  thunderbolt  of  Jove, 
Down  falb  at  once  the  pride  of  all  the  grore, 
Level  with  lowest  shrubs  lies  the  tali  head, 
That,  rearM  aloft,  as  to  the  clouds  was  spread. 
So******* 
But  cease,  my  Masę,  thy  coloars  are  too  faint, 
Hide  with  a  veił  those  grieft  which  nonę  can  paint ; 
This  Sun  is  set. — But  see  in  bright  array 
What  hosts  of  heavenly  light  recruit  the  day. 
Love,  in  a  shining  ga1axy,  appears 
Triumphant  still,  and  Grafion  leads  the  start. 
Ten  thousand  Loves,  ten  thousand  several  ways 
Inrade  adoring  crowds,  who  die  to  gazę ; 
Her  eyes  resistless  as  the  Syrans'  voice, 
So  sweet  's  tbe  charm,  we  make  our  fate  our  choice. 
Who  most  resembles  ber  let  next  be  nam'd, 
Vłllicrs  l,  for  wisdom  and  deep  judgment  fiun'd, 
Of  a  high  race,  victorious  Beauty  brings 
To  crace  our  courts,  and  captivate  our  kings. 

With  what  delight  my  Muse  to  Sandwich  mes ! 
Whose  wit  is  piercing  as  her  sparkling  eyes : 
Ah  1  how  she  mounts,  and  spreads  her  airy  wings, 
And  tunes  her  voice,  when  she  of  Ormond  sings  ! 
Of  radiant  Ormond,  only  fit  to  be 
The  successor  of  beauteous  Ossory. 

Richmond 's  a  title,  that  but  nam'd,  implies 
Majestic  graces,  and  victorious  eyes ; 
Fair  Villiers  first,  then  haughty  Stuart  came, 
And  Brudenal  now  no  less  adoms  the  name. 
Dorset  already  is  immortal  madę 
In  Priori  verse,  nor  needs  a  seoond  aid. 

By  Bentinck  and  fair  Rutenberg  we  find, 
That  Beauty  to  no  climate  is  confin'd. 

Rupert,  of  royal  blood,  with  modest  grace, 
Blushes  to  hear  the  triurnphs  of  her  face. 

Not  Helen  with  St.  Albans  might  compare : 
Nor  let  the  Muse  omit  Scroop,  Holms,  and  Hare: 
Hyde,  Yenus  is ;  the  Graces  are  Kildare. 

1  Countess  of  Orkney. 


Soft  and  <Jelicious  as  a  southern  sky, 
Are  Dashwood's  smiles ;  when  Darnley  2  frownsi 

we  die. 
Carełess,  but  yet  secure  of  conąuest  stuł, 
Lu'son  *,  nnaiming,  nerer  fails  to  kill ; 
Gniltless  of  pride  to  captrrate,  or  shme, 
Bright  without  art,  she  wounds  without  design : 
But  Wyndham  like  a  tyrant  throws  the  dart, 
And  takes  a  crnel  pleaśure  in  the  smart, 
Proud  of  the  ravage  that  her  beauties  make, 
Delights  in  wounds,  and  kills  for  kilting  sake  ; 
Assertmg  the  dominkn  of  her  eyes, 
As.beroes  fight  for  glory,  not  for  prize. 

Tbe  skilful  Muse3*  earliest  care  has  beea 
The  praise  of  nerer-fadmg  Mazarine ; 
The  Poet «  and  his  theme,  in  spite  of  Time, 
For  erer  yooag,  enjoy  an  endless  prime. 
With  charrns  so  numerous  Myra  does  surprize, 
The  lover  knows  not  by  which  dart  he  dies ; 
So  thick  the  volley,  and  the  wound  so  surę, 
No  flight  can  save,  no  remedy  can  cure. 

Yet b  dawning  in  her  infancy  of  light, 
O  see  !  another  Brudenel,  heavenly  bright, 
Bora  to  fulnl  the  glories  of  her  linę, 
And  fiat  Love's  empire  in  that  race  divine. 

Fam  would  my  Muse  toCecil  «  bend  her  sight, 
But  turna  astoniśh'd  from  the  dazzling  light. 
Nor  daras  attempt  to  climb  the  stoepy  flight. 

O  Kneller  !  like  thy  pictures  were  my  song, 
Clear  like  thy  paint,  and  like  thy  pencil  strong ; 
These  matćhless  Beauties  should  recorded  be, 
Immortal  in  my  verse,  as  in  thy  Gallery  \ 


TO  TBB 

COUNTESS  OF  NEWBOURG, 

IKSISTING  ZARKESTLY  TO  SB  TOŁD  WHO  I  MEAHT 

BY   MYEA- 

With  Myra's  Charrns,  and  my  eartreme  despair, 
Łong  had  my  Muse  amaz'd  the  reade^s  ear, 
My  friends,  with  pity,  heard  the  mournful  sound, 
And  all  enouirM  from  whence  the  fata!  wound ; 
Th'  astonishtt  world  beheld  an  endless  flame, 
Ne*er  to  be  quench'd,  unknowing  whence  it  came : 
So  scatterM  fire  from  scorchvd  Vestmus  flies, 
Unknown  the  sourcefrom whence  those  flames  arise: 
JEgyptian  Nile  so  spreads  its  waters  round, 
0'erflowing  for  and  near,  its  head  unfound. 

Mym  hersełf,  touch'd  with  the  moring  song, 
Would  needs  be  told  to  whom  those  plaints  belong ; 
My  timorous  tongue,  not  daringto  confess, 
Tremblmg  to  name,  would  foin  hare  had  her  guess; 
Impatient  of  ezcuse,  she  urges  still, 
Persists  in  her  demand,  she  must,  she  will ; 
If  silent,  I  am  threaten'd  with  her  hate ; 
If  I  obey— Ah  !  what  may  be  my  fate  ? 
Unoertain  to  conceal,  or  to  unfold  ; 
She  smiles-^the  goddess  smiles— and  I  grow  bold. 

*Lady  Catherine  Damley,  dutchess  of  Bock* 
mgham. 

3  Lady  Gower. 

*  Monsieur  St  Evremont 

>  Lady  Molyneuz. 

^  Lady  Ranelagh. 

n  The  Gallery  of  Beauties  in  Hampton-Cburt/ 
drawn  by  sir  Godfirey  Knellei; 
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■ 

My  iows  to  Myra,  al]  were  meant  to  thee, 
The  praise,  the  lowe;  the  matchless  constancy. 
Twas  thus  of  oki,  when  al]  th'  immortal  dames 
Were  grac*d  by  poeta,  each  with  sereral  nanieś  j 
For  Yenus,  Cytherea  was  invok'd ; 
Altan  for  Pallas,  to  Tritonia  smok 'i 
Soch  names  were  theirs ;  and  thou  the  most  diyine, 
Most  kw*d  of  heav'nly  beauties— Myra  's  thine. 


-»»■ 


TO 

MYRA. 

i: 

So  calm,  and  so  serene,  bot  now, 

What  means  ths  change on  Myra's brow ? 

Her  agoish  Iowa  now  glows  and  buras, 

Then  chUls  and  shakes,  and  the  cold  fit  returas. 

II. 
lfocktt  with  deludmg  looks  and  smiks, 

When  on  ber  pity  I  depend, 
My  airy  hope  she  sooo  beguiles, 

And  laughs  to  see  my  tormeats  nerer  end, 

IIL 
.  So  np  the  stoepy  hOl,  with  pain, 
The  weigbty  stone  is  rolPd  in  vain, 
Which,  haring  tauch'dthe  top,  recoils, 
And  lea*es  the  lab/rer  to  renew  his  totf* 


TO 

MYRA. 


Lost  m  a  labyrinth  of  doubts  and  joys, 

Whom  now  ber  smiles  reviv'd,  her  scora  destrojs 

She  will,  and  she  will  not,  she  grants,  denies, 

Ooosents,  retracts,  advances,.  and  then  flies, 

Approring,  and  rejecting  in  a  breath, 

Now  piofPring  mercy,  now  presenting  death^ 

Thoa  hoping,  thus  despairing,  never  surę, 

How  Tarioos  are  the  torments  I  endure  ! 

Crad  estate  of  doabt !  Ab,  Myra,  try 

Once  to  r«ołve— or  lot  me  live,  or  die,  * 


TO 

MYRA. 


I. 

Tioogbtpuł  nights,  and  restless  waking, 
Oh,  tbe  pains  that  we  endure ! 

fiioken  feitb,  unkind  forsaking, 
£ver  doubting,  nerer  surę. 

II. 
Bopes  deoerWng,  Tam  eodeavours, 

What  a  race  bas  Loro  to  run ! 
False  protestmg,  fleeting  nwours, 

&r'ry,  er*ry  way  unrione. 

IIL 
SbH  complaining,  and  defending, 

Both  to  love,  yet  not  agree  j 
Fears  tormenting,  passion  rending, 

Oh!  the pangs of  jealonsy ! 

IV. 
Aon  soch  painful  ways  of  living, 

Ąh !  how  sweet,  could  Love  be  freol 
Soli  presenting,  still  recemng,        9 

Fierce,  immortal  ecstacy. 


SONG  TO  MYRA. 

War  shonjd  a  heart  so  tender,  break  ł 
O  Myra !  giye  its  anguish  ease  ; 

The  use  of  beauty  you  mistake, 
Not  meant  to  rac,  but  please. 

Those  lips  for  smiling  were  designtt ; 

That  bosom  to  be  prest; 
Your  eyes  to  languish,  and  look  kind j 

For  amorous  arms,  your  waist. 

Each  thing  has  its  appointed  right, 
EstablishM  by  the  pow^rs  above, 

The  Sun  to  give  us  warmtb,  and  light,' 
Myra  to  jtindle  lorę. 


TO 

MYRA. 


Since  truth  and  constancy  are  vain, 
Since  netther  love,  nor  sense  of  pain, 
Nor  lorce  of  reason  can  persuade, 
Then  let  esample  be  obey'd. 

In  courts  and  cities,  could  you  see 
How  well  the  wanton  fools  agree ; 
Were  all  the  curtains.drawn,  you'd  find 
Not  one,  perhaps,  but  who  is  kind. 

Minenra,  naked  from  above, 
With  Venus,  and  the  wifeof  Jc*e, 
Eacposing  ev'ry  beauty  bare, 
Descended  to  the  Trojan  heir ; 
Yet  tbis  was  she  whom  poets  nama 
Goddess  of  Chastity  and  Famę. 

Penelope,  her  lo/d  away, 
Gave  am'rous  audiences  all  day ; 
Now  round  the  bowl  the  suitors  sit, 
With  winę,  provokmg  mirth  and  wity 
Then  down  they  take  tbe  stubborn  bow, 
Tbeir  strength,  it  seems,  she  needs  must  know. 
Thus  twenty  chearful  winters  past, 
She  's  yet  immortaliz'd  for  chaste. 

Smile  Myra,  then,  rewąr4.my  flame, 
And  be  as  much  secure  of  famę  ; 
By  all  those  matchless  beauties  firM, 
By  my  own  matchless  love  inspirM  ; 
So  will  I  sing,  such  wonders  write, 
Tbat  when  tbł  astonish'd  world  shall  cite 
A  nymph  of  spotless  worth  and  mmc, 
Myra  shall  beta/  immortal  name. 


SONG  TO  M  YRA. 

FoasAKm  of  my  kindry  stars, 
Within  this  melanchory  grome 

I  waste  my  days  and  nights  in  teara* 
A  victim  to  ingrateful  Love. 

The  happy  still  mirhmly  end, 

Death  flies  from  grief,  or  why  shpuld  Ę 
So  many  bours  in  sorrow  spend, 

Wishmg,  alas !  m  vam  to  die  ? 

Ye  powers,  take  pity  of  my  pain, 
This,  only  this  is  my  dcsire ; 

Ah }  take  from  Myra  her  disdain, 
O  lei  me  with  this  sigh  ocptre. 
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TO 

MYRA. 

I. 

Whek  wili  thou  break,  my  stubborn  heart  ? 

0  Death  !  how  slow  to  take  my  part ! 
Whatever  I  punue,  denics, 

Death,  Death  itself,  like  Myra,  fties. 

II. 

Lorę  and  Despair,  like  twmi,  possest 
At  the  same  fatal  birth  my  breast  5 
Ko  hope  could  be,  her  sooro  waa  all 
That  to  my  destin'd  lot  could  &U. 

III. 

1  thought,  alas  ?  that  Love  could  dwell 
But  io  warm  climes,  where  no  snów  fell ; 
like  plant*,  that  kindly  heat  reauire, 
To  be  maintain'd  by  constant  fire : 

IV. 

That  without  hope,  *twou'd  die  as  soon, 
A  little  hope — but  I  have  nonę : 
On  air  the  poor  Camelions  thrive, 
Deny*d  e>en  that,  my  love  can  live. 

V. 

As  tonghest  trees  in  storms  are  bred, 
And  grow  iti  spite  of  winds,  and  spread 
The  morę  the  tempest  teais  and  snakes 
My  love,  the  deeper  root  it  takes. 

VI. 

Despair,  that  aconite  does  prore, 
And  certain  death,  to  others'  lorę; 
That  poison,  never  yet  withstood, 
Does  nourish  minę,  and  turns  to  rbod. 

VII. 

O  !  lor  what  crime  is  my  torn  heart 
Condemn'd  to  sufler  deathleas  smart  ł 
like  sad  Prometheus,  thus  to  lie 
In  endlecs  pain,  and  nerer  die. 


PHYLLIS  DRINKING. 

I. 

'  Wbili  Phyllis  is  drinking,  love  and  winę  in  alli- 
ance, 
With  forces  united,  bid  resistless  defiance, 
By  the  touch  of  hcr  lips  the  winę  sparkles  higber, 
And  her  eyes,  by  her  drinking,  redouble  their  fire. 

II. 

Her  cheeks  glow  the  brighter,  recruiting  their 

colour, 
As  flowers  by  sprinkling  revive  with  fresb,  odour ; 
Each  dart  dipt   in  wina  gives  a  wóuad  beyond 

curing, 
And  the  liauor,  like  ofl,  makes  the  flame  mpre 

enduring. 

Ul 

Then  Phyllis,  begin,  tet  our  rapjures  atannd, 
And  a  kiss,  and  a  gtass,  be  stiU  golng.  round, 
Relieving  each  other,  our  pleasurcs  arę  lasting, 
And  we  neyer  are  cloy'd,  yet  are  ever  a  tasting. 


JfFlU. 


Pie?a»'d  to  raił,  resoWd  to  part, 
When  I  approach'd  the  perjurNi  fair, 

What  is  it  awes  my  timorous  heart  ? 
Why  does  my  tongae  forbear  ? 

II. 
With  the  least  glance,  a  little  kind, 

Such  wondrous  pow'r  bave Myra's charms, 
She  calms  my  doubts,  enslaves  my  miud, 

And  all  my  ragę  dfcarins. 

UL 

Forgetful  ot*  ber  broken  vows, 
When  gazing  on  that  form  dmnt, 

Her  injur'd  mssal  tremblmg  bows, 
Nor  dares  her  slave  repjne. 


TUĘ  ENCHANTSiĘNf.     > 

IN  IMITATIOM  OT  THSOCaiTOS. 

Mix,  mix  the  philters,  quick— she  flies,  sh*  flieb 
Deaftomy  cali,  regardlest  of  my  cries. 
Are  tows  so  vain  ?  could  oaths  ao  feebte  prore  ł 
Ah!  with  what ease  the breaksthosechamsof  Lora! 
Whom  Love  with  all  his  lorce  had  boond  m  vain, 
Let  chaims  compel,  and  magie  rites  regain. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
Queen  of  the  night,  bright  empress  of  the  stara* 
The  friend  of  Lorę,  assist  a  lover's  cares ; 
And  thou,  mternal  Hecate,  be  nigh, 
At  whose  approach  nerce  wolres  amighted  fly  r 
Dark  tombs  disclose  their  dead,  and  hbllow  cries 
Echo  from  under  ground-- Arise,  arise. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
As,  crackling  m  the  fire,  this  laurel  lies, 
So,  struggling  in  love,s  flame,  her  lover  dies  ; 
It  bursts,  and  in  a  blase  of  light  exprres, 
So  may  she  burn,  but  with  morc  lasting  fires. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurtl  wanderer. 
As  the  wax  melts,  which  to  the  flame  I  hołd, 
So  may  she  mela,  and  never  morę  grow  cold. 
Totigh  ir*n  will  yield,  and  stubbom  marble  ruir, 
And  hardest  hearts  by  love  are  melted  down. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
As  with  impetuous  motion  whirling  round, 
This  magie  wheel  still  mores,  yet  keeps  its  ground, 
Ever  returning,  so  may  she  come  back, 
And  nerer  norę  the  appointed  round  fbrsake.     * 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
Diana,  hail !  all  hail !  most  welcome  thou, 
To  whom  to1  infemał  king.  and  judges  bow  ; 
O  thou,  whose  heart  the  power  of  Heli  disarxns> 
Upon  a  fiuthlcss  woman  try  thy  charms. 
Hark !  the  dogshowl,  she  comeą,  the  goddeascomes, 
Sound  the  loud  tramp,  and  beat  our  brazen  drums, 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  pei^uHd  wanderer. 
How  caim  ,s  the  aky !  how  undisturbM  the  deep  I 
Naturę  is  husht,  the  very  tempests  sleep  3 


THE  ENCHANTMENT. 
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The  drowsy  winds  breathe  gently  thro*  the  trees, 
And  sHeut  on  the  beach,  repose  the  seas : 
Lowe  pniy  wakes ;  the  storm  that  tears  my  breast 
For  erer  rages,  and  distracts  my  rest : 
O  Love !  relentless  Love4  tyrant  accurst, 
In  deserts  bred,  by  cruel  tigers  nurs'd ! 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjur'd  wanderer. 
Taił  ribhon,  that  once  bound  her  lovely  waist, 
O  that  my  arms  might  gird  her  there  as  fest !' 
Saukng  ihe  gave  it,  and  1  priz'd  it  morę 
Than  the  rich  sonę  the  Idalian  goddess  wore : 
This  ribbon,  this  lorłd  relict  of  the  fair, 
So  kót,  and  bo  preservłd — thus — thus  I  tear. 

0  Love  ?  why  dost  thon  thus  delight  to  rend 

My  soul  with  pain  ?  Ah!  why  torment  tby  friend  ? 
*"  Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 

Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
Thrice  have  I  sacrificM,  and,  prostrate,  thrice 
Adortt :  assist,  ye  powers,  the  sacriftce. 
Whoe*er  he  is  whom  now  the  nur  heguiles 
With  guilty  glances,  and  with  perjur'd  smiles, 
Malignant  vapours  blast  his  impious  head, 
Ye  fightnhigs  scorchhim,  thunderstrike  nim  dead; 
Horror  of  conscience  all  his  siumbers  break, 
Distract  his  rest,  as  love  keeps  me  awake ; 
tf  married,  may  his  wife  an  Helen  be, 
4nd  cursM,  and  scorn'd,  like  Menelaus,  he. 
Begin,  begin,  the  mystic  spells  prepare, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
These  powerful  drops,  thrice  on  the  threshold  pour, 
And  bathe,  wkh  this  enchanted  juioe,  her  door, 
That  door  wbere  no  admittance  now  is  found, 
But  where  my  soul  is  ever  horering  round. 
Hastę,  and  obey ;  and  binding  be  the  spell : 
{Jere  ends  my  charm ;  O  Łove !  succeed  it  well  : 
By  force  of  magie,  stop  the  flying  nur, 
Bring  Myra  back,  my  perjurM  wanderer. 
#rhoQ*it  now  alone,  and  painful  is  restraint, 
Eaae  thy  prest  heart,  and  give  thy  sorrows  vent : 
Whence  sprana;,  and  how  began  these  grie&,  declare ; 
How  much  thy  lorę,  how  cruel  thy  despair. 
Ye  Meon  and  Stars,  by  whose  auspicious  light 

1  baunt  these  groves,  and  waste  the  tedious  night ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  ldlling  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 

Too  lale  lor  hope,  for  my  repose  too  soon 

1  saw,  and  lora :  Her  heart  engag'd,  was  gone ; 

A  happśer  man  posscss'd  whom  I  adore ; 

O  ?  I  should  ne'er  have  seen,  or  seen  before. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  kiHrog  anguish,  and  Hs  secret  smart. 

What  shall  I  do  ?  Shall  I  in  silence  bear, 

Destroy  myself,  or  tuli  the  ravishcr  ? 

DSe,  wretched  Iover,  die;  but  O !  beware, 

Hurt  not  the  man  who  is  belov'd  by  her ; 

Walt  for  a  better  hour,  and  trust  thy  Fate, 

Thon  seek^st  her  lorę,  beget  not  then  her  hate. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 

My  Bfe  consnming  with  eternal  grief, 

From  berbs,  and  speHs,  ł  seek  a  vain  relief; 

To  erery  wise  jaagician  I  repair 

In  *am,  for  still  I love,  and  I  despair. 

Orce,  Medea,  and  the  Sybils*  books, 

Cootain  not  hałf  th'  enchantment  of  her  looks. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Bs  kiffiag  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 


As  melted  gold  preserres  its  weight  the  same, 
So  burnt  my  lorę,  nor  wasted  in  the  fłame. 
And  now,  unable  to  support  tbe  strife, 
A  glimmering  hope  recalls  departing  life : 
My  riral  dying,  I  no  longer  grieve, 
Since  I  may  ask,  and  she  with  honour  give. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Witness,  ye  Hours,  with  what  unwearied  care, 
From  place  to  place  I  still  pursu  d  the  nur; 
Nor  was  oocasion  to  reveal  my  flame, 
Slow  to  my  suocour,  for  it  kindly  came, 
It  came,  it  came,  that  moment  of  delight, 
O  gods !  and  now  I  trembled  at  the  sight ! 
Tell,  for  you  know  tbe  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Dismay'd,  and  motionless,  confus'dt  amaz'd, 
Trembling  I  stood,  and  terrify'd  I  gaz'd ; 
My  raultering  tongue  in  vain  for  utterance  try»d, 
Faint  was  my  voice,  my  thoughts  abortive  dy»d, 
Or  in  weak  sounds,  and  broken  accents  came, 
Imperfect,  as  discourses  in  a  dream. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Soon  she  divin*d  what  this  cenfusion  meant, 
And  guess'd  with  ease  the  cause  of  my  complaint 
My  tongue  embokłening  as  her  looks  were  mild, 
M  length  I  told  my  griefś— and  still  she  smiTd. 
O  Syren  !  Syren !  fair  deluder,  say 
Why  would  you  tempt  to  trust*  and  then  betray  ? 
So  faithless  now,  why  gave  you  bopes  before  ? 
Alas  ?  you  should  have  been  less  kind,  or  morę. 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
.  Its  killing  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Secure  of  iimocence,  I  seek  to  know 
From  whence  this  change,  and  my  misfortunes  grow, 
Rnmonr  is  loud,  and  erery  ▼oiceprocloims 
Her  violated  faith,  and  conscious  Aames : 
Can  this  be  tnie  ?  Ah!  fiattermg  mischief  speak; 
Could  you  make  vows,  and  m  a  moment  break  ? 
And  can  the  space  so  very  narrow  be 
Betwijct  a  woman's  oath,  and  perjury  } 

0  Jealousy  •!  all  other  ills  at  first 

My  lorę  essayM,  but  thou  art  surę  the  worst 
Tell,  for  you  know  the  burthen  of  my  heart, 
Its  kilHng  anguish,  and  its  secret  smart 
Ungrateful  Myra !  urge  me  thus  no  more^ 
Nor  think  me  tamę,  that  once  so  long  I  borę; 
If  passion,  dire  revenge,  or  black  despair, 
Should  once  prevail  beyond  what  man  can  bear, 
Who  knows  what  I—?  Ah  !  fceble  ragę,  and  vain ! 
With  how  secure  a  brow  she  mocks  my  pain : 
Thy  heart,  fond  lover,  does  thy  threats  belic, 
Canst  thou  hurt  her,  for  whom  thou  yet  wouldst  die  ? 
Nor  durst  she  thus  thy  just  resentment  brave, 
But  that  she  knows  how  much  thy  soul  's  her  slare. 

But  see  !  Aurora,  rising  with  the  Sun, 
Dtssolyes  my  charm,  and  frees  th'  enchanted  Moon  ; 
My  spells  no  longer  bind  at  sight  of  day, 
And  young  Endymion  calls  his  love  away : 
JLove  's  the  rewąrd  of  alł,  on  Karth,  in  Hearen, 
And  for  a  płague  to  me  alone  was  given : 
But  ills  not  to  be  shmm'd,  we  must  endure,  - 
Death,  and  a  broken  heart  's  a  ready  cure. 
Cynthia,  farewell,  go  rest  tby  wearied  light, 

1  must  for  ever  wake— We'11  mcet  again  at  night 
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Im  lonely  waDcs,  distracted  by  despair, 
Shunning  mankind,  and  torn  with  killing  care, 
My  eves  0'erflowing,  and  my  frantic  miód 
Rack'd  with  wild  tfcoughts,  swelling  with  sighs  the 

wind; 
Through  paths  untrodden,  day  and  nigbt  I  rove, 
Mourning  tbe  fate  of  my  successless  love. 
Who  mott  deshre  to  live,  untimely  fali, 
But  when  we  beg  to  die,  Death  fltes  our  cali ; 
Adonis  dies,  and  torn  is  the  lov'd  breast 
In  midst  of  joy,  wbere  Venu«  wont  to  rest ; 
Tbat  fate,  which  cruel  seem'd  to  him,  would  be 
Pity,  relief,  and  happiness  to  me. 
When  will  my  sorrows  end  ?  in  vain,  in  vain 
I  cali  to  Heaven,  and  tell  the  gods  my  pain  ; 
The  gods,  averse,  like  Myra,  to  my  prayer, 
Consent  to  doom,  whom  she  denies  tospare, 
Wliy  do  I  seck  for  foreign  aids,  when  I 
Bear  ready  by  my  side  the  power  to  die  ? 
Be  keen,  my  sword,  and  senre  thy  master  well, 
Heal  wounds  with  wounds,  and  love  with  death 

repel. 
Straight  up  I  rosę,  and  to  my  aking  breast, 
My  bosom  bare,  the  ready  point  1  prest ; 
When  lo  !  astonish'd,  an  unusual  light 
Pierc'd  the  thick  shade,  and  all  around  grew  hright; 
My  dazzled  eyes  a  radiant  form  behoW, 
Splendid  with  light,  like  beajns  of  burning  goW  ; 
Eternal  rays  his  shining  temples  grace ; 
Eternal  youth  sat  blooming  on  bis  face. 
Trembling  I  listen,  prostrate  on  the  ground, 
His  breath  perfumes  the  giore,  and  musie  's  in  the 
sound  l. 
41  Cease,  lover,  cease,  thy  tender  beart  to  vex, 
In  fruitless  plaints  of  an  ungrateful  sex. 
In  Fate's  eternal  volumes  it  is  writ, 
That  women  ever  shall  be  foes  to  wit. 
With  proper  arts  their  siekły  minds  command, 
And  please  'em  with  the  things  they  understand ; 
With  noisy  fopperies  their  hearts  assail, 
Renounce  all  sense ;  how  should  thy  songsnrerai], 
When  I,  the  god  of  wit,  so  ofl  could  taił  ? 
Remember  me,  and  in  my  story  find 
How  yainly  merit  pleads  to  womankind : 
I,  by  whom  all  things  shine,  who  tune  the  spheres, 
Create  the  day,  and  giki  the  night  with  stars ; 
Whose  youth  and  beauty,  from  all  ages  past, 
Sprang  with  the  world,  and  with  the  worki  shall  last 
How  ofl  with  fruitless  tears  have  I  implor'd 
Ungrateful  nymphs,  and  tbough  a  god,  «dor'd  ? 
When  could  my  wit,  my  beauty,  or  my  youth, 
iff ove  a  hard  heart  r  or,  mov'd,  secure  fc  truth  ? 
"  Herę  a  proud  nymph,with  painful  steps  I  chase, 
The  winds  out-flying  in  our  nimbie  race ; 
Stay,  Daphne,  stay. — In  vain,  in  vain  I  try 
To  stop  her  speed,  redoubling  at  my  ery, 
0'er  craggy  rocks,  and  rugged  hills  she  climbs, 
And  teare  on  pointed  flints  her  tender  limbs  : 
Till  canght  at  length,  just  as  my  arms  I  fold, 
Turn'd  to  a  tree  she  yet  escapes  my  hołd. 

"  In  my  next  love,  a  diff 'rent  fate  I  find, 
Ah  !  which  is  worse,  the  false,  or  the  unkind  ? 

*  Apollo. 


Forgetting  Daphne,  I  Goronis  *  chose, 

A  kinder  nymph — too  kmd  for  my  repose  i 

The  joys  I  give,  but  morę  proYoke  her  breastA 

She  keeps  a  private  drudge  to  quench  the  rest  } 

How,  and  with  whom,  the  very  birds  proclam* 

Her  black  pollution,  and  reveal  my  shame. 

Hard  lot  of  beauty  !  fetally  bestowtt, 

Or  given  to  tbe  false,  or  to  the  proud ; 

By  duTerent  ways  tbey  bring  us  eaual  pain, 

The  false  betray  us,  and  the  proud  disdairu 

Scorn'd  and  abus'd,  from  mortal  lores  I  fly, 

To  seek  morę  truth*  in  my  own  nathre  sky. 

Venus,  the  fairest  of  immoital  loves, 

Bright  as  my  beams,  and  gentle  as  her  dores, 

With  glowing  eyes,  confessing  warm  desires, 

She  summons  Heaven  and  Earth  to  quench  ber  fiies, 

Me  she  excludes ;  and  I  in  vain  adore, 

Who  neither  god  nor  man  refus'd  before  ; 

Yulcan,  the  very  monster  of  the  skies, 

Vulcan  shć  takes,  the  god  of  wit  denies. 

*'  Then  cease  to  murmur  at  thy  Myra'f  pride, 
Whhnsy,  not  Reason,  is  the  fornale  guide : 
The  fate,  of  which  their  master  does  complain, 
Is  of  bad  omen  to  th'  inspired  train. 
WhatfOwshavefaird?  HarkhowCatullusinourna* 
How  Ovkt  weeps,  and  slighted  Gallus  burns ; 
In  melting  strains  see  gentle  Waller  bleed, 
Unmov'd  she  heard,  what  nonę  unmov'd  can  read. 
And  thou,  who  oft  with  such  ambitious  choice. 
Hast  rais'd  to  Myra  thy  aspirm£  voice, 
What  profit  thy  neglected  zeal  repays.  ? 
Ah  what  return  >  Ungrateful  to  thy  praiae  ? 

"  Change,  change  thy  style,  with  mortal  ragę  re- 
Unjust  disdam,  and  pride  oppose  tQ  scorn  ;      [tuni 
Search  all  the  secrets  of  the  fair  and  young, 
And  then  proclaim,  soon  shall  they  bribe  thy  tongue  j 
The  sharp  detractor  with  success  assails, 
Surę  to  be  gentle  to  the  man  that  rails  ; 
Women,  like  cowards,  tamę  to  the  severe, 
Are  only  fierce  when  they  discover  fear." 

Thus  spake  the  god ;  and  upward  mounts  m  air, 
In  just  resentment  of  his  past  despair. 
Provok'd  to  Tengeance,  to  my  aid  I  caU 
The  Furies  round,  and  dip  my  pen  in  gali : 
Not  one  shall  'scape  of  all  the  cozening  sex, 
Vex'd  shall  they  be,  who  so.  deljght  to  vex. 
In  vain  I  try,  in  Tam  to  Tengeance  mora 
My  gentle  Muse,  so  us'd  to  tender  love ; 
Such  magie  rutes  my  heart,  whate'er  I  write 
Tunis  all  to  soft  complaint,  and  amorous  fiight. 
"  Begone,  fbnd  thoughts,  begone,  be  bold,"  said  It 
"  Satire  *s  thy  theme"— In  vain  again  I  try, 
So  charmtng  Myra  to  each  sense  appears, 
My  soul  adores,  my  ragę  dissolves  in  tears, 

So  the  galPd  Uon,  smarting  with  his  wound«. 
Threatens  his  fbes,  and  makes  the  fbrest  sound, 
With  his  strong  teeth  he  bites  the  bloody  dart, 
And  tears  his  side  with  morę  proroking  smart, 
Tlił,  having  spent  his  voice  m  fruitless  cries, 
He  lays  him  down,  breaks  his  proud  heart,  and  dies. 


ADIEU  VAMOVTL 
Herb  end  my  chains,  and  thraldom  cease, 
If  not  in  joy,  1'U  lirę  at  least  in  peace  ; 

3  A  nymph  beloved  by  Apollo,  but  at  the  same 
time  had  a  private  intrigue  with  one  Ischis,  whtth 
was  discoyered  by  a  crow. 
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Suce  for  the  pfeasores  of  an  h<wr, 
We  mat  eńdure  an  age  of  pain, 

IH  be  this  abject  thing  no  morę, 
Lorę,  gfoe  me  back  my  heait  again. 

Bespair  tonnented  first  my  breast, 
Now  Falsehood,  a  morę  cruel  guest $ 
O!  for tbe peace of  homankind, 

Make  women  longer  tnie,  or  sooner  kind  ; 
With  justice,  or  with  mercy  reign, 

0 Lorę!  or  grre  me  back  my  heart  again. 


LOFE, 


To  lorę,  is  to  be  doom*d  on  Earth  to  feel 
What  after  death  tbe  tortur'd  meet  m  Heli : 
The  raJtare  dipping  in  Prometheus'  side 
Hii  Uoody  beak,  with  his  tom  liver  dy'df 
b  Lure.    The  stone  tbat  labonn  up  the  hill, 
ModoBg  the  iabourert  tott'retarning  still, 
h  Lora.    Those  streams  where  Tantalus  is  curst 
To  st,  and  never  drink,  with  endless  thirst : 
Those  Joaden  boughs  that  with  their  bnrthen  band 
Toccart  his  taste,  and  yet  escape  his  hand, 
All  thb  is  Lorę,  that  to  dissembled  joys 
Jnrjta  rain  men,  with  real  grief  destroys. 


MEDITATIOS  OK  DEATH. 

I. 

Eyoccii,  enoogh,  my  Soul,  of  worldry  noise  ; 

Of  tery  pompa,  and  fleetrog  joy* ; 
What  does  thb  bisy  worki  proride  at  beat, 

Bot  brittJe  goojs  that  break  like  glass, 
Bot  pouoo'd  sweeta,  a  troubled  feast, 
Ani  pleasures  like  the  wmds,  that  in  a  moment  pass  ? 
Thy  thooghts  to  nobłer  meditations  give, 
Andstndy  how  to  die,  not  how  to  live. 

II. 
Ho*  mul  is  beauty  ?  Ah  !  how  Tam, 

ind  how  short-uVd  those  glories  are, 
That  vex  our  nights  and  days  with  pain, 

And  break  out  hearts  with  care"  ! 
h  dost  we  no  distinction  see, 
flach  Helen  is,  soch,  Myra,  thou  must  be, 

IU. 
Hot  ahort  is  life  ?  why  will  vain  oourtiers  toB, 
ind  crowd  a  Tainer  monarch,  for  a  smtle  2 
What  is  that  monarch,  bot  a  mortal  man, 
Ha  crown  a  pagea&t,  and  his  life  a  span  } 
Wrth  a|l  his  guards  and  his  dommkms,  he 
KusŁsJcken  too,  and  die  as  weU  as  we. 

IV. 

Tbote  boasted  names  of  concmerors  and  kmgi 

Are  nmUWd  and  become  forgotten  thmgs : 

One  destinH  period  men  m  common  hare, 

The  grest,  the  base,  the  eoward,  and  the  brave, 

AD  food  aUke  for  wonna,  oompanions  in  the  grave. 

The  prace  and  parasite  together  lie, 

Jfo  Fortune  can  exalt,  bot  Death  wiU  climb  at  high. 


ESSAY 

OTO*  O.HWATURAL  PŁ1CBTI  IM  POBTftY, 

As  when  same  image  of  a  channmg  face 
to  Jńing  pamt>  aa  artost  triea  to  tracę, 


He  carefully  consults  each  beatiteous  linę, 

Adjusting  to  his  object,  his  design, 

We  praise  the  piece,  and  give  the  painter  famę, 

But  as  the  just  resemblance  speaks  the  damę. 

Poets  are  hmners  of  another  kind, 

To  copy  out  ideas  in  the  mind ; 

Words  are  the  paint  by  which  thetr  thoughts  are 

And  Naturę  sita,  the  object  to  be  drawn ;     f  shown, 

The  written  picture  we  applaud,  or  blame, 

But  as  the  due  proportkras  are  the  same. 

Who  driven  with  ungorernable  fire, 
Or  void  of  art,  beyond  these  bounds  aspire, 
Gigantic  fbrms,  and  monstrous  births  alone 
Produce,  which  Naturę,  shock'd,  disdains  to  own. 
By  trae  reflexion  I  would  see  my  face, 
Why  brings  the  fbol  a  magnifying  glass  ? 
(aj  "  But  Poetry  in  fictton  takes  delight, 
And  mounting  in  bold  figurcs  out  of  sight, 
Leaves  Truth  behind,  in  her  audacious  fltght; 
Fables  and  metaphors,  that  always  lie, 
And  rash  hyperboles  that  soar  so  high, 
•    And  every  ornament  of  verse  must  die.'* 
Mistake  me  not :  no  figures  I  exclude, 
And  but  fbrbid  intemperance,  not  fbod. 
Who  would  with  care  somc  happy  fiction  faunę, 
So  mimicks  Truth,  it  looks  the  very  same ; 
Not  rais'd  to  fbrce,  or  feign'd*in  Nąture's  scorn, 
But  meant  to  grace,  illustrate,  and  adom. 
Important  truths  still  let  your  fables  hołd, 
And  morał  mysteries  with  art  unfbld. 
Ladies  and  bearoc  to  please,  is  all  the  task, 
But  the  sharp  critic  will  instroction  ask. 

(b)  As  vehs  transparent  corer,  but  not  hide, 
Such  metaphors  appear  when  right  apply'd  ; 
When  thro'  the  phrase  we  płainly  see  the  scnsc, 
Truth,  where  the  meaning's  obrious,  will  dispense; 
The  reader  what  in  reason  *s  due,  helieves, 
Nor  can  we  cali  that  false,  which  not  deceives. 

(ej  Hyperboles,  so  darmg  and  so  bold, 
Disdammg  bounds,  are  yet  by  rules  contro^d 
Abore  the  clouds,  but  still  within  our  sight, 
They  mount  with  Truth,  and  make  a  tow*ring  fligl^, 
Presenting  things  impossible  to  yiew, 
They  wander  thro'  incredible  to  true : 
Falsehoods  thus  mix'd,  like  metals  are  refin'd, 
And  truth,  like  sifoer,  leaves  the  dross  behind. 

Thus  Poetry  bas  ample  space  to  soar, 
Nor  needs  fbrbidden  regions  to  erplore  : 
Such  vaunts  as  his,  who  can  with  patience  read, 
Who  thus  describes  his  hero  slain  and  dead : 
(d)  "  Kill'd  as  he  was  1,  insensible  of  death, 

He  still  fights  on,  and  scorns  to  yield  his  breath." 
The  noisy  culverin,  o,ercharg,d,  lets  fly, 
And  bursts  unaiming  in  the  rended  sky : 
Such  frantic  flights  are  like  a  madman'8  dream, 
And  Naturę  suflera  in  the  wild  extreme. 

The  captive  Ganibal  weigh'd  down  with  chains, 
Yet  braves  his  foes,  reriles,  prorokes,  disdains, 
Of  naturę  nerce,  untameable,  and  proud, 
He  gfins  defiance  at  the  gaping  crowd, 
And  spent  at  last,  and  speechless  as  he  lies, 
With  looks  still  tbreatning,  mocks  their  ragę  and 
This  is  the  utmost  stretch  that  Naturę  can,    [dies : 
And  all  beyond  is  fulsome,  false,  and  vain. 

Beauty 's  the  theme ;  some  nymph  divinely  fair 
E&cites  the  Muse :  let  truth  be  even  there : 
As  painters  flatter,  so  may  poets  too, 
Bot  to  resemblance  must  be  ever  tnie, 

1  Anosto, 
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LANSDOWNES  TOEMS. 


(ej  "  The  l  day  that  slie  wa»  bora,  the  Cyprian 
quccn    . 
Had  like  t>have  dy'd  thro1  envy  and  thro*  spleen; 
The  Graccs  iii  a  hurry  Jcft  the  skies 
To  have  the  honour  to.attend  her  cyes ; 
And  Love,  despairing  in  her  heart  a*  place, 
WouW  needs  take  up  his  lodging  in  her  face." 
Tho*  wrote  by  great  Corneille,  such  lines  as  tkesc, 
Such  dvii  nonsensc  surę  could  never  plcase. 
Wallcr,  the  best  of  all  th'  iuspir'd  train, 
To  melt  the  fair,  instructs  tlie  dying  su-ain.     . 
f/J  The  Roman  wit  2,  who  impiously  dividea 
His  hero  and  his  gods  to  diff 'rent  sides, 
I  would  condemn,  but  that,  in  spite  of  sense, 
Th*  admiring  world  still  .stands  in  hbs  defeuce. 
How  oft,  alas !  the  best  of  men  in  vain 
Contend  for  blessings  which  the  worst  obtain  ! 
The  gods,  permitting  traitors  to  succced, 
Become  not  parties  in  an  impious  deed : 
And  by  the  tyranfs  murder,  we  may  find 
That  Cato  and  the  gods  were  of  a  mind. 

Thus  forcing  truth  with  such  preposfrous  prąise, 
Our  characters  we  lessen,  when  we'd  raise : 
Like  castles  built  by  magie  art  in  air, 
That  vanish  at  approach,  such  thoughts  appear; 
But  rais*d  on  truth,  by  some  judicious  hand, 
As  on  a  rock  they  shall  for  ages  stand 

fgj  Our  King  3  return'd,  and  banish'd  pcace  re- 
The  Muse  ran  mad  to  see  her  exiPd  lord ;    [stor'd, 
On  the  crack'd  stage  the  bedlam  heroes  roard^ 
And  sarce  could  speak  one  reasonable  wordj 
Dryden  hrmscłf,  to  please  a  frantic  age, 
Was  forc'd  to  let  his  judgment  stoop  to  ragę, 
.  To  a  wild  audience  he  conform*d  his  voice, 
Complyd  to  custom,  but  not  err'd  by  choice : 
De*m  then  the  people's,  not  the  writer*s  sin, 
Almansor's  ragę,  and  rants  of  Maximin ; 
That  fury  spent  in  each  elaborate  piece, 
He  vies  for  famę  with  ancient  Romę  and  Greece. 
First  Mu1grave*  rosę,   Roscommon  ncxt»  like 
light, 
To  elear  our  darkness,  and  to  guide  our  flight ; 
^vith  steady  judgment,  and  in  lofty  sounds, 
They  gave  us  pattrrns,  and  they  set  us  bounds ; 
Jhe  Stagirite  and  tforace  laid  aside, 
Inform'd  by  them,  we  need  na  forcign  guide ; 
Who  seek  from  poetry  a  lasting  nam?, 
May  in  their  lessons  learn  the  road  to  ramę : 
But  let  the  boki  adventurer  be  suce 
That  every  linę  the  test  of  truth  endure ; 
On  this  foundation  may  the  rabric  rise, 
Firm  and  unshaken,  tift  it  touch  the  skies. 

From  pulpits  baniałTd,  from  the  oourt,  from  love, 
Forsaken  Truth  seeks  sheltcr  in  the  grove  j 
Cherish,  ye  Muses !  the  neglected  fiur, 
And  take  into  your  train  th'  abandWd  wanderer. 


EXPLANATORY  ANNOTATIONS 

ON  TOB 

FOREGOING  POEM. 

(a)  The  poetic  world  is  nothing  but  fiction  ;  Par- 
nassus,  Pegasus,  and  the  Muses,  puse  imagination 

*  Corneille.        *Lucan.        3  King  Charles  IL 

4  Earl  of  Mnlgrsarrfr  Essmy  opea  Poetry  $  and 
Lord  Roscommon's  upoa  traaalated  Yerse, 


and  chimsrra :  but  bcing  however  a  system  unirety 
sally  agreed  on,  all  that  has  or  may  be  contrivtd  or 
invented  upon  tliis  foundation,  according  to  naturę, 
shall  be  reputed  as  truth;  but  whatsoever  shafl 
diminish  from,  or  exceed  the  just  proportions  of 
naturę,  shall  be  rejected  as  falsc,  and  pass  for  ex- 
travagance  $  as  dwarfs  and  giants,  for  monstera. 

(b)  When  Homer,  mentjoning  Achilles,  ternt 
bim  a  lion,  this  is  a  inctaphor,  and  the  meaning  is 
obvious  and  true,  though  the  literał  sense  be  falsę, 
the  poet  intending  thereby  to  give  his  reader  some 
idea  of  the  strength  and  fortitudc  of  his  bero.  Had 
he  said,  that  wolf,  or  that  bear,  this  had  beenfalse, 
by  presenting  an  image  not  conformable  to  the  na- 
turę and  character  of  a  hero,  &c. 

(c)  Hyperboles  are  of  diverse  sorts,  and  the 
manner  of  introducing  them  is  diffcrent :  some  are 
as  it  were  naturalized  ai«d  established  by  a  custo- 
inary  way  of  esprcsńon ;  as  when  we  say,  such  a 
one  is  as  swift  as  the  wind,  whiter  than  snów,  or  the 
like.  Homer,  speaking  of  Ncreua,  calls  nim  beauty 
it^elf.  Martial,  of  Zoilus,  lewdness  itaelf.  Soch 
hyperboles  lic  indced,  but  deceivc  ns  not;  and 
therefbre  Seneca  terms  them  lies  that  readily  con- 
duct  our  imagination  to  truths,  and  harc  an  mtseł- 
ligible  sjgnincation,  though  the  expression  he 
strained  beyond  credibility.  Custom  has  likewise 
familarised  another  way  for  hyperboles,  for  exam- 
ple,  by  irony  ;  as  when  we  say  of  some  infinnons 
wonian,  shełs  a  civil  person,  where  the  meaning  ii 
to  be  taken  quite  opix»ite  to  the  latter.  Thcse  few 
ligures  are  irientkmed  only  for  esample  take ;  it 
will  be  understood  that  all  others  are  to  be  -«sed 
with  the  like  care  and  discretion. 

(d)  I  needed  not  to  have  trawlled  so  &r  for  an 
extravagant  flight;  I  remember  one  of  British 
growth  of  the  like  naturę  : 

See  those  dead  bod  i  es  hence  conrcyM  with  care, 
Life  may  perhaps  return— with  ebange  of  air. 

But  I  choose  rather  to  correct  gently,  by  foreiga 
examplest  hoping  that  soch  as  are  conscious  of  the 
like  exccsses  will  take  the  hint,  and  secretly  reprore 
themsclves.  It  may  be  possible  for  sonie  tempera 
to  maintain  ragę  and  indignation  to  the  last  gacp  ; 
but  the  soul  and  body  once  parted,  there  musi 
cessarily  be  a  determination  of  action. 

Qoudcanqne  ostendis  mini  sic  mereduras  odi. 

I  cannot  forbear  quot'mg  on  this  occasion,  aa 
auunple  for  the  present  purpose,  two  noble  lines  of 
Jasper  MąhVs,  in  the  collection  of  the  Oxford  Yenes 
printed  in  the  year  1643,  upon  the  death  of  my 
grandfather,  sir  Bevil  Granville,  slain  in  the  beat  of 
action  at  the  battle  of  Larodowne.  The  poet,  after 
having  described  the  fight,  the  sokłiers  aniadated  by 
tho  cxample  of  their  leader,  and  enraged  at  kat 
death  thus  concludes ; 

Thus  he  being  dam,  his  action  fought  anew, 
And  the  dead  conauerM,  whilst  the  living  siew. 

This  is  agreeable  to  truth,  and  within  «he  oompass 
of  naturę :  it  is  thus  only  that  the  dead  can  act. 

(•)  Le  jour  qu'elle  naquit,  Yenus  bien  qu»inu»or- 

telle, 
Pensa  mourir  de  honte,  en  la  voyant  st  belle, 
Les  Graees  a  Penvi  descemdirent  des  cierne 
Pour  avoir  1'hooeni" 


ANNOTATtONS. 
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fit  l'imour,  qui  ne*  put  entrer  dans  son  courage, 
Voułat  oattiniment  loger  sur  son  visage. 

This  b  a  lorert  de«cription  of  his  mistress,  by  the 
great  Corneille ;  civil,  to  be  surę,  and  poTrte  as  any 
thing  can  to.  Let  any  body  turn  over  Walter,  and 
be  viii  see  how  much  morę  naturally  and  delicately 
the  Engiish  author  treats  the  article  of  love,  than 
this  celebrated  Frenchman.  I  would  not,  howevt*r, 
be  thougnt  by  any  derogatory  quotation  to  tako 
from  uV  mcrit  of  a  writer,  whose  reputation  is  so 
tmrrereally  and  so  justty  established  in  all  nations  ( 
but  as  I  said  brfore,  I  rather  choose,  where  any 
feitings  are  to  be  {bund,  to  correct  my  oim  oountry- 
meo  by  fbrehm  exaniplcs,  than  to  pra\'oke  them  by 
mtances  drawn  from  their  own  writinp*.  Humannm 
nltrrart.  I  cannot  fbrbear  one  quotation  morę 
fam  another  celebrated  French  authoc.  It  is  an 
epcram  upon  a  monument  for  Francis  I,  king  of 
France,  by  way  ofąuestion  and  answer,  which  in 
English  is  Yerbatim  thus : 

Underthis  marble,  who  bes  buriecl  here  ? 
Francis  the  Great,  a  king  beyond  company 
Why  bas  so  great  a  king  so  smali  a  stonc  ? 
Of  tbat  great  king  here's  but  the  heart  alone. 
Tben  of  this  conqueror  here  lies  but  part  ? 
No— here  he  lies  a//— for  he  was  all  heart. 

lteauthorwasaGaacon,  towhom  1  canproperly 
tppoce  nobody  so  weli  as  a  Welchman,  for  which 
purpose  I  am  farther  furnished  from  the  foremen- 
tkned  coUection  of  Oxford  Vcrtes,  with  an  epigram 
by  Marun  Lłuellin  upon  the  same  jubject,  which  I 
Rtnember  to  hare  heard  often  repeated  to  ma  when 
I  *asa  boy.  Besidea,  from  whence  can  we  draw 
better  esampies  than  from  the  very  seat  and  nuraery 
sftheMuses? 

Ihm  siata,  thy  ralmnt  ancestor  l  did  Ue, 
Wben  his  one  bark  a  navy  did  defy ; 
When  now  encompass'd  round,  he  victor  stood, 
And  bath'd  his  pinnace  in  his  conquering  blood, 
Till,  all  the  purple  current  dry'd  and  spcnt, 
He  id!,  and  madę  the  wares  his  monument. 
Where  shall  the  next  fam'd  GranviUe's  ashes 

stand? 
Thy  grandsire'*  fills  the  sea,  and  thine  the  land^ 

I  eaonot  say  the  two  last  fines,  in  which  consists  the 
stisg  or  point  of  the  epigram,  are  strictly  conform- 
able  to  the  role  hereiov*et  down :  the  woni  ashes, 
netaptoricalły,  can  signify  nothing  but/a>x* ;  which 
isaere  sound,  and  can  fili  no  spocę  either  of  land 
or  sea:  the  Wekhman,  however,  must  be  allowed 
to  lute  out-done  the  Gascon.  The  fallacy  of  the 
French  epigram  appears  at  ftrst  sight;  but  the 
EigUistnkes  the  foacy,  suspcndB  and  dazzles  the 
judcment,  and  may  perhaps  ba  allowed  to  pass 
onderthe  sheher  of  those  daring  hyperbo!es>  which, 
by  presenting  an  obróus  meanwg,  make  their  way, 
acoadng  to  Seneca,  through  the  incrediWe  to  tnie. 

ff)  Tetra  causa  Deis  placuK,  sed  victa  Catoni. 
Tbeconsent  of  so  many  ages  having  cstablished  the 
repntatkn  of  this  linę,  it  may  perhaps  be  presurap- 
tiooto  tttack  it;  but  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that 

1  Sr  Richard  Gramille,  vice-admiral  of  Eng- 
had,  in  the  reign  of  o/ieen  Elizabeth,  maintained 
a  fight  with  his  single  sbip  against  the  wholc  Ar- 
aadaof  Spam,  oousjsttag  of  fifty-ttttee  of  their  best 
■^rfwtr. 


Cato,  who  is  desefibed  to  harc  been  a  man  of  rigid  % 
morah  and  strict  devotion,  morę  resemblmg  the 
gods  than  men,  would  have  chosen  any  party  in 
opposition  to  those  gods,  whom  he  professed  to 
adore.  The  poet  would  give  us  to  understand,  that 
his  hero  was  too  righteous  a  person  to  accompany 
the  divinitics  tbemselves  in  an  unjust  cause  $  but  to 
represent  a  mortal  man  to  be  either  wiser  or  juster 
than  the  Deity,  may  show  the  impiety  of  the  writer, 
but  add  nothing  to  the  merit  of  the  hero ;  neither 
reason  nor  religion  will  allow  it,  and  it  is  impos- 
siblc  for  a  corrupt  being  to  be  morę  exeellent  than 
a  divine :  success  Jmplies  permission,  and  not  ap- 
probation ;  to  place  the  gods  always  on  the  thriv- 
ing  side,  is  to  make  them  partakers  of  all  successful 
wickedness:  tojudge  right,  we  must  wait  for  the 
conclusion  of  the  action ;  the  ćatastrophe  will  best 
decide  on  which  side  is  Providencet  and  the  riolent 
death  of  Caesar  acąuits  the  gods  from  being  com- 
panions  óf  his  usurpation. 

Lucan  was  a  determined  republican;  no  wonder 
be  was  a  firee-thinker* 

(g)  Mr.  Dryden,  in  one  of  his  prologues,  bas 
these  two  lines : 

Hełs  boupd  to  please,  not  to  write  weli,  and  knowa- 
There  is  a  modę  in  plays,  as  weli  as  ciothes. 
From  whence  it  is  plain  where  he  has  eaposed  him- 
self  to  the  critics;  he  was  foreed  to  foifow  the 
nshion  to  hutnour  an  audience,  and  net  to  please 
himself.  A  hard  sacrifice  to  make  for  present  subsist- 
ence,  es|iecially  for  such  as  would  have  their  writhnpi 
live  as  weli  as  themselves.  Nor  can  the  poet  whose 
labours  are  his  daily  bread,  be  delivered  from  this 
cruel  necessity,  unlesssome  morę  ceTtairrencourage- 
mont  can  be  provided  than  the  bare  uncertain  profiU 
of  a  third  day,  and  the  theatre  be  put  nnder  some 
morę  impartial  managemont  than  thejurisdiction 
of  playera;  Who  write  to  live,  must  unavoidably 
comply  with  their  taste  by  whose  approbation  they 
subsist ;  some  generous  prince,  or  prime  minister 
like  Richliou,  can  only  ńnd  a  remedy.  In  his 
Epistle  Dcdicatory  to  the  Spanish  Friar,  this  in- 
comparable  poet  thus  censures  himself: 

"  I  reinember  some  verses  of  my  own,  Marimiu 
and  Almanzor,  which  ery  vcngeance  upon  mc  for 
their  extravagance,  &c.  All  I  can  sny  for  those 
passagt«,  which  are  I  hope  not  many,  is,  that  I 
knew  they  were  bad  enough  to  please,  evcn  when  I 
wrote  them ;  but  I  npctit  of  them  among  my  sins: 
and  if  any  of  their  foliowi  intrndh  by  chance  intó 
my  present  writings,  I  draw  a  stroke  over  those 
Dalilahs  of  the  theatre,  and  am  resohed  I  will 
settle  myself  no  reputation  by  the  applause  of 
fools :  'tis  not  that  I  am  mortifird  to  all  ambition, 
but  I  scorn  as  much  to  take  it  from  half-wittej 
judges,  as  I  sbould  to  raise  an  esrate  by  cheating 
of  bubbles:  neither  do  I  dwcounnend  the  lofty 
style  in  tragedy,  which  is  pompous  and  magnifi- 
centi  but  nothing  is  truły  sublhne,  that  is  not  i  ust 
and  proper."  * 

This  may  stand  as  an  unanswerable  apology  for 
Mr.  Dryden,  against  his  criftes ;  and  likewisc  for 
an  unąuestionable  authority  to  confirm  those  prin- 
ciples  which  the  forcgoing  poem  pretends  to  lay 
down,  for  nothinc  can  be  just  and  proper  but  what- 
is  built  upon  truth. 


» 


LANSDCWNES  POEMS. 


EPIGRAMS  AND  CHARACTERS,  Xc. 

IKSCRIFTION  FO*  A  FIGURĘ  REPEESBNTWO  THE 
COD  OF    LOFE. 

Whob'bb  thou  art,  thy  lord  and  master  see, 
Thou  wastmy  slave,  thou  art,  or  thou  shalt  be. 

DEFINITIOK   OF   LOTE. 

Love  is  begot  by  Fancy,  bred 
By  Ignoranoe,  by  Fjcpcctation  fed, 
DestroyM  by  Knowledge,  and,  at  Ijest, 
Loet  in  the  moment  łtis  possessM. 

WOMBN. 

Women  to  cards  may  be  compart;  we  play 
A  round  or  two,  wben  us'd  we  throw  away, 
Take'a  fresh  pack ;  nor  is  it  worth  our  griering, 
Who  cuts  or  shuffles  with  our  dirty  leaving. 

THE  EBLIBF. 

Of  two  reliefe  to  ease  a  lore-sick  mind, 
Flavia  prescribes  despair ;  1  urge,  be  kind : 
FlaTia,  be  kind,  the  remedy  's  as  surę, 
Ti*  the  most  pleasant,  and  the  quickest  cure. 

8ENT  TO  CLABITOA  WITH  A  KOTEL,   BHTITLED, 
ŁBS  MAŁHEUmS  DE  L*  AM  OUR. 

Hastę  to  Clarinda,  and  rereal 
Whatever  pains  poor  lovers  feel  ; 
When  that  is  done,  then  tell  the  fair 
That  1  endure  much  morę  for  her : 
Who'd  truły  know  I*ove's  power  or  smart, 
Must  ńew  her  eyes,  and  read  my  heart. 

WEITTEK  Uf  HE*  FtAYEK-BGOE. 

In  Tam,  Clarinda,  night  and  day 
For  pity  to  the  gods  you  pray ; 
What  arrogance  on  Heav*n  to  cali 
For  that  which  you  deny  to  all ! 

•OKO  TO  THE  SAME* 

In  ram  a  thousand  stoes  have  try'd 
To  orercome  Clarinda's  prkle : 
Pity  pleading, 

f    „■■      .       „jni.njlL.ir 

JLore  persnafling, 
When  her  icy  heart  is  thaw'd, 
Hononr  chides,  and  straight  she^s  aw'd, 

Foolish  creatnre, 

Follow  Naturę, 
Waste  not  thus  your  prime  ; 

Youth  's  a  treasure, 

Love  **  a  pleasure, 
Both  destroy'd  by  Time. 

OM  THE  SAME. 

Cbrrada,  with  a  haughty  grace, 
In  scomful  postuies  sets  her  foce, 
And  looks  as  she  were  born  alone 
To  gire  tb  lorę,  and  take  firom  nonę* 
Tho*  I  adore  to  that  degree, 
Clarinda,  I  would  die  for  thee, 
If  you*re  too  proud  to  ease  my  psin, 
1  am  too  proud  for  your  djsdain. 


■st  NAMŁ 


Ouess,  and  TH  frankly  own  her  nam4 
Whose  eyes  have  kmdled  such  a  flame  ; 
The  Spartan  or  the  Cyprian  queen 
Had  ne'er  been  sung,  nad  she  been  seen. 
Who  set  the  Tery  gods  at  war, 
Were  but  faint  images  of  her. 
Beliere  me,  for  by  Heav'ns  tis  true ! 
The  Sun  in  all  his  ample  view 
Sees  nothing  half  so  nur  or  bright. 
Not  eren  his  own  reflected  light. 
So  sweet  a  face !  such  graoeful  mień ! 
Who  can  this  be  ?— Tls  Howard— or  Ballekduc. 


CLEORA. 


Cleoea  has  her  wish,  she  weds  a  peer, 
Her  weighty  train  two  pages  scaroe  can  bear; 
Pcrsia,  and  both  the  Indies  must  proride, 
To  grace  her  pomp,  and  gratify  ber  prkle; 
Of  rich  brocade  a  shining  robę  she  wears, 
And  gems  surround  her  lorely  neck,  like  stara ; 
Drawn  by  she  greys,  of  the  proud  Belgian  kind. 
With  a  long  train  of  hrery  beaus  behmd, 
She  charms  the  park,  and  sets  all  hearts  on  fire, 
The  lady's  enry,  and  the  men's  desire. 
Behokłing  thus,  "  O  happy  as  a  aueen  !w 
We  ery;  but  shift  the  gaudy  flattering  scenę  ; 
View  her  at  borne,  in  her  domestic  light; 
For  thither  she  must  come,  at  least  at  night : 
What  has  she  there  ?  A  surly  ill-bred  lord, 
Who  chides,  and  snaps  her  up  at  erery  word; 
A  brutal  sot,  who  wbile  she  holds  his  head, 
With  drunken  filth  bedaubs  the  nuptial  bed  ; 
Sick  to  the  heart,  she  breathes  the  nauseous  fiime 
Of  odious  steams,  that  poison  all  the  room ; 
Weeping  all  night  the  trembling  creature  lies. 
And  counts  the  tedious  houra  when  she  may  rise : 
But  most  she  fears,  lest  waking  she  should  find. 
To  make  amends,  the  monster  would  be  kind  ; 
Those  matchkss  beauties,  worthy  of  a  god, 
Must  bear,  tho*  much  averse,  the  loathsome  Ioad : 
What  then  may  be  the  chance  that  next  ensues  r 
Some  vile  disease,  fresh  reekmg  from  the  stews  ; 
The  secret  Tenom  circlinp  in  her  Tcins, 
Works  thro'  her  skin,  and  bursts  in  bloating  stains  ; 
Her  cheeks  theń*  freshness  lose,  and  wonted  grace. 
And  an  unusual  paleness  spreads  her  face ; 
Her  eyes  grow  dim,  and  her  corruptod  breath 
Tainting  her  gums,  infects  her  r^ry  teeth  !' 
Of  sharp  nocturnsi  anguish  she  complains, 
And,  gufltless  of  the  causa,  relates  her  pains. 
The  conscious  httsband,  whom  like  symptoms  seizf , 
Charges  on  her  the  guflt  of  their  disease  ; 
Affiectrag  fury  acts  a  madman's  part, 
He*U  rip  the  mml  secret  from  her  heart; 
Bid*  hor  oonfess,  cans  her  ten  thonstnd  namea; 
In  Tain  she  kneek.  aheweeps,  protest*,  nrrlahm; 
Scarce  with  her  life  she  'sesnes,  expos'd  to  shame, 
In  body  torturM,  muidertl  m  her  feme  ; 
Rots  with  a  Tile  adulfereart  name, 
Abandon'd  by  her  friends,  without  defence. 
And  happy  only  in  her  innocence. 

Soch  is  the  vengeance  the  just  gods  proride 
For  those  who  barter  liberty  forpride, 
Who  impiously  mroke  the  powers  abóre 
j  To  witnes  to  false  tows  of  mutual  łoscw 


CLOE..*CORINNA- 
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faoonnds  of  poor  Cleons  may  be  fbund, 

Soch  husbands,  and  soch  wretched  wives  abound. , 

Ye  guanhan  powers !  the  arbitera  of  bliss, 
Presem  Clariiida  firom  a  fatełike  this ; 
You  form'd  ber  fair,  not  any  grace  denyM, 
TML  gare,  alas !  a  spark  too  much  of  pride. 
Reform  that  failmg,  and  protoct  her  stall ; 
O  nwe  her  from  the  curse  of  chooaing  ill ! 
Deem  it  not  envy,  or  a  jealoua  care, 
That  mores  these  wishes,  or  provokes  this  prayer ; 
Tbougb  worsetban  death  I  dread  to  see  those  chaniis 
ADotted  to  aome  nappter  mortaPs  arms, 
Tonnenting  tbought  f  yet  could  1  bear  that  pain, 
Or  any  Ul,  bot  hearing  her  compłain ; 
Intent  on  ber,  my  love  fbrgets  his  own, 
Nor  frames  one  wishv  but  for  her  sake  alone ; 
Wnontfer  the  gods  have  destin'd  to  prefer, 
Tbey  cannot  make  me  wretched,  blesśng  her. 


CLOB. 

IiiTATmrr  wifh  deare,  at  last 
t  ratartl  to  lay  fbrms  agide ; 

Twat  I  was  modest,  not  she  chaste, 
Che,  so  gently  prea^d,  oomply'd. 

With  kDe  awe,  an  amorous  fool, 
1  gaz'd  npon  her  eyes  with  fear ; 

fcy,  I/we,  bow  came  your  alave  so  doli, 
To  iead  no  better  there  ? 

Hm  to  onrselyes  the  greatest  foes, 
Akhough  the  nymph  be  well  inclin'd ; 

For  want  of  ćoorage  to  propose, 
By  car  own  folly  nhe  'a  unkind. 


MR8.  CLAVERING\ 

81MGING. 

Wm  we  behołd  her  angel  face ; 

Or  whea  she  amgs  with  heavenry  grace, 

In  what  we  hear,  orwhat  we  see, 

So  larnhing  's  the  harmony, 
The  memng  soul,  m  rapture  lost, 
Knows  not  wfaieh  charm  enchants  it  most 

Soandj  that  madę  hills  and  rocks  rejoice, 
Amptóoo'i  lute,  the  Syrena'  Toice, 
Wonfers  with  pain  receiv'd  for  true, 
At  once  find  credit,  and  renew ; 

No  charms  like  Ćlavering*s  voice  surprize, 

fiuept  the  magie  of  her  eyes. 


SONO. 


once  were  wef 

1  lof*d  Mym,  Myra  me; 
Each  denrous  of  the  blessing, 
Nothing  wanting  but  posseanng  ; 

Ilofd  Myra,  Myra  me, 

The  hanpfest  mortals  once  were  we. 

Bot  smee  croel  fates  diaseirer, 

Tom  fam  Jore,  and  tom  for  erer, 

1  Atewudi  lady  Cowper. 


Tortures  end  me, 

Death  befriend  me ; 
Of  all  painś,  the  greatest  pain, 
Is  to  lorę,  and  love  in  vain. 


THE  WILD  BOAWS  DEFENCE. 

A  Boar  who  had  enjoy'd  a  happy  reign 
For  many  a  ycar,  and  fed  on  many  a  jnan, 
CalPd  to  account,  softening  his  savage  eyes, 
Thus  suppliant,  pleads  his  cause  before  be  dies. 

For  what  am  I  coudemn'd  ?  My  crime  's  no  morę 
To  eat  a  man,  than  yours  to  eat  a  boar : 
We  seek  not  you,  but  take  what  chance  provides. 
Naturę,  and  merę  necessity  our  guides. 
You  murder  us  in  sport,  then  dish  us  up* 
For  drunken  feasts,  a  relish  for  the  cup  i 
We  lengthen  not  our  meals ;  buf  you  must  feast, 
Gorge  till  your  beliies  burst — pray  who  's  the  beast  ? 
With  your  humanity  you  keep  a  tuss, 
But  are  in  truth  worse  brutes  than  all  of  u»  r 
We  prey  not  on  our  kind,  but  you,  dear  brother. 
Most  beastly  of  all  beasts,  derour  each  other : 
Kingsworry  kings,  neighbour  with  neighbourstriyes, 
Fathers  and  sons,  friends,  brothers,  husbands,  wwes, 
By  fraud  or  force,  by  poison,  sword,  or  gun, 
Destroy  each  other,  every  mothe^s  son. 


FOR  LIBERAUTT. 

Though  safe  thou  think'st  thy  treasure  lies, 

Hidden  in  chests  from  human  eyes, 

A  fire  may  come,  and  it  may  be 

BuryM,  my  friend,  as  far  from  thee. 

Thy  ressel  that  yon  ocean  stems, 

Loaded  with  golden  dust,  and  gema, 

Purchas'd  with  so  much  pains  and  cost, 

Yet  in  a  tempest  may  be  lost. 

Pimps,  whores,  and  bawds,  a  thankless  crew, 

Priests,  pickpockets,  and  lawyers  too, 

All  help  by  several  ways  to  drain, 

Thanking  themselves  for  what  they  gain : 

The  liberał  are  secure  alone, 

For  what  we  frankly  give,  for  ever  is  our  own. 


CORI^NA. 

Co rinna,  in  the  bloom  of  youth 

Was  coy  to  every  lover, 
Regardless  of  the  tenderest  truth, 

No  soft  complaint  could  move  her. 

Mankind  was  hers,  all  at  her  feet 

Lay  prostrate  and  adoring, 
The  witty,  handsome,  rich,  and  great, 

In  vain  alike  hnploring. 

But  now  grown  oki,  she  would  repair 
Her  loss  of  time,  and  pleasure ; 

With  willing  eyes,  and  wanton  air, 
Inviting  every  gazer. 

But  love  's  a  summer  flower,  that  dies 
With  the  first  weather's  changing, 

The  łover,  like  the  swallow,  flies 
From  sun  to  sun,  still  ranging. 
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Myra,  let  this  ezample  movc 
Your  foolish  heart  to  rcason ; 

Youth  is  the  proper  time  for  lovc, 
And  age  is  virtue's  seasou. 


LANSDOWN£'S  POEMS. 


CLOE. 

Bricht  as  the  day,  and,  like  the  morning,  fair, 
Such  Cloc  is— and  common  as  the  air. 


A  RECEJPT  FOR  FAPOURS. 

"  Wht  pines  my  dear  ?M  To  Fuhria  his  young  bride, 
Who  weeping  sat,  thus  aged  Coirnus  cry>d. 
"  Alas  !"  saki  she,  "  such  róions  break  my  rest, 
The  sttangest  thoughts  !  I  think  I  am  possest : 
My  symptoms  I  have  told  to  men  of  skill, 
And  if  I  would— they  say—I  might  be  well/' 

"  Take  their  advice,"  said  he,  "  my  poor  dear 
I'U  buy  at  any  ratę  thy  preckras  IHe."  [wife, 

Blushing,  she  would  escuse,  but  ail  in  vain, 
A  doctor  must  be  feteh'd  to  ease  her  pain. 
Kard  press'd,  she  yields :  from  Whittfs,  or  Will**, 

or  TonVs, 
Ko  matter  which,  he  's  suinmon'd,  and  he  comes. 
The  careful  husband,  with  a  kind  embraoe 
Sntreats  his  care :  then  bows,  and  quita  the  place : 
For  little  ailments  oft  attend  the  fair, 
Not  decent  for  a  lrasband's  eye,  or  ear. 
Something  the  damę  would  say :  the  ready  knight 
Prevents  her  speech-—"  tiere'8  that  shall  set  you 

right, 
Madam,"  said  he — with  that,  the  doors  madę  close, 
He  gives  deliciously  thfe  healing  dose. 
"  Alas !"  she  cries t  "  ah  me!  O  cruel  cure ! 
Did  erer  woman  yet  like  me  eodure  ?" 
The  work  perlbrmM,  up  rising  gay  and  light, 
OW  Cornus  is  call'd  in  to  see  the  sight ; 
A  sprightly  red  rermillion  's  all  her  face, 
And  her  eyes  languish  with  unusual  grace : 
With  tears  of  joy  fresh  gushmgfrom  his  eyes, 
"  O  womProus  power  of  art !"  old  Cornus  cries ; 
"  Amazing  change  !  astontshing  success  ! 
Thrice  happy  1 !  What  a  brave  Doctor  's  this  ! 
Maids,  wivcs,  and  widows,  with  such  whims  opprest, 
May  thus  find  certam  ease.— Probatum  est." 


ON  AN  ILL-FAVOURED  LORD. 

That  Macro*s  looks  are  good,  let  no  man  doubt, 
Which  I,  his  friend  and  serrant — thus  make  out. 
In  every  linc  of  his  perfidiou*  face, 
The  secret  malice  of  his  heart  we  tracę ; 
So  fair  the  warnmg,  and  so  plainly  writ, 
Let  nonę  condemn  the  light  that  show*  a  pit 
Cócles,  whose  face  finds  credit  for  his  heart, 
Who  can  escape  so  smooth  a  yilkhtfs  art  ? 
Adorn'd  with  erery  grace  that  can  perstiade, 
Seeing  we  trust,  though  surę  to  be  betrayd  ; 
His  k»ks  are  snares :  but  Macnft  ery  • «  Beware, 
Beliere  not,  though  ten  thousand  oaths  he  swear  j" 
lf  thou'rt  deceVd,  obsenring  well  this  role, 
Kot  Macro  is  the  knave,  but  thou  the  fooL 
In  this  one  point,  he  and  his  looks  agree, 
As  they  betray  their  master— so  did  he. 


CLOE. 

Cloe'i  the  wonder  of  her  sex, 
Tis  well  her  beart  is  tender, 

How  might  such  killing  eyes  perples, 
With  Virtue  to  defend  her? 

But  Naturę,  graciously  inclinM 
With  liberał  band  to  please  us, 

Has  to  her  bdundless  beauty  johVd 
A  boundless  bent  to  ease  us. 


ON  TRE  SAME. 


Or  injurM  famę,  aud  mighty  wroogs  rtceiytf, 
Cloe  complains,  and  wond,rously  's  aggrieVd : 
That  free,  and  lavish  of  a  beauteous  face, 
The  fairest,  and  the  foulest  of  her  race, 
She's  minę,  or  thine,  and,  strołling  up  and  down* 
Sucks  in  morę  filth,  than  any  sink  m  town, 
I  not  deoy :  This  I  have  said,  His  tnie ; 
What  wrong  !  to  gire  so  bright  a  nymph  her  <me> 


CORTNNA. 

So  well  Corińna  likes  the  joy, 
She  vows  she'11  never  morę  be  coy, 
She  drinks  eternal  draughts  ofpleasure  ; 
Etemal  draughts  do  not  suffice, 
"  O  !  give  me,  głve  me  morę,"  she  cries, 
"  Tis  all  too  little,  Kttle  measure:" 

Thus  wisely  she  makes  up  for  time 
Mispent,  while  youth  was  in  ks  prime : 
So  travellers,  who  waste  the  day, 
Careful  and  cauttoua  of  their  way, 
Noting  at  length  the  setting  Sun, 
They  mend  their  pace  as  night  comes  on, 
Double  their  speedto  reach  their  inń. 
And  whip  and  spurthrough  thick  asd  tafla. 


CLOE  PEKFUMMG  RERSELF. 

Bsliete  me,  Cloe,  those  peifumes  that  cost 
Such  sums  to  sweetem  thee,  is  treasure  lóst; 
Not  all  Arabia  would  sufficient  be, 
Thou  smell'st  not  of  thy  sweets,  they  stink  of  ttefc 


*i     In 


BBLiMifAm 


Beltmda's  pride  ys  ad  arrant  cheat 

A  foolish  artiftce  to  btind ; 
Some  honest  glańce,  that  scorns  deceit, 

Does  still  rereal  her  natiVe  mmd. 

With  look  demurev  and  forc'd  dSadain, 

She  kfly  acts  the  saint ; 
We  see  through  this  disguise  as  plain, 

As  we  distingulsh  paint 

So  have  I  seen  grare  fookdeaigift, 
With  fonnal  looks  to  pass  far  wiae; 

But  Naturę  is  -a  light  wift  shitoe,  - 
And  break  through  all  disguise. 


IMPROMPTU . .  •  *DftINKtNG  SONG. 


IMPROMPTU^ 

WI1TRH  UtrofcE  A  MCTOEB  OP  TH  I  CW11II  O* 
EAMDWICJl,  DEAWM  IM  MAM'S  BAElT. 

Wnui  Ssndwich  in  her  sex*s  garb  we  see, 

The  oaeen  of  beauty  then  she  seems  to  be  ; 

New  mir  Adonis  in  this  małe  disguise, 

Or  little  Cupid  with  his  mother^s  eyes. 

No  style  of  empire  chang'd  by  this  remore, 

Wto  seemM  tbe  goddess,  seems  the  god  of  love. 


TO  KT  PHfSMD 

MR.  JOHN  DUYDEN, 

•9  HIS  IETSJUL  BZCEŁŁlirt  TEANSŁATIOMS  OF  TUI 
ANCIENT  FOETS. 

As  flowers,  tranaplanted  from  a  southern  sky, 
Bot  hardly  bear,  or  in  the  raising  die, 
Msgmg  their  natrze*  sun,  at  best  retam 
Bot  a  faint  odour,  and  survive  with  pam : 
Thus  ancient  wit,  in  modern  numbers  taught, 
Wuting  tbe  wannth  with  which  its  author  wrote, 
h  a  dead  image,  and  a  sensetess  draught. 
WaUe  we  transfuse,  the  nimbie  spirit  flies, 
Escapes  onseen,  eraporates,  and  dies. 
Wbo  then  to  copy  Roman  wit  desire, 
Hast  inutato  with  Koman  fbroe  and  fire, 
In  degance  of  style,  and  phrase  the  same, 
And  in  the  sparkling  genhis,  and  the  flame; 
Whence  we  ooncrade  from  thy  translated  song, 
So  just,  so  smooth,  so  soft,  and  yet  so  strong  j 
Cekstial  poet !  sool  of  harmony ! 
Thst  every  genhis  was  renrM  in  thee. 
Thy  trampet  souods,  the  dead  are  rais'd  to  light,. 
Heter  to  die,  and  take  to  Hearea  their  flight ; 
Bectti  in  thy  vene,  as  clad  with  rays  they  shine, 
All  głorify  d,  immortal,  and  dirine. 

As  Brfeain  in  rich  sotl,  abounding  wide, 
PormshM  for  ose,  tor  kocury,  and  pride, 
Yet  spreads  her  wanton  saik  on  erery  shore 
Tor  foreign  weahh,  msatiate  still  of  morę, 
To  her  own  wooltbe  ńlks  of  Asia  joms, 
Aad  to  her  plenteous  harrests,  Indian  mines: 
So  Dryden,  not  contented  with  the  fam© 
Of  his  own  works,  though  an  immortal  name, 
To  Isads  ramotę,  sends  forth  his  learned  Muse, 
The  aobfest  seeds  of  foreign  wit  to  choose ; 
ftssting  our  sens*  so  many  various  ways, 
Sty,  m\  thy  boanty,  or  thy  thirst  of  praise  ? 
Thst  by  eouiparing  otbers,  all  might  see, 
Wko  post  escelPd,  are  yet  excełl'd  by  thee. 


MORNING  HYMN. 

10  THE  DOTCHEM  OF  HAMILTON. 

Awar,  bright  Hamilton,  anse, 
Goddess  of  love,  and  of  the  day  ; 

Awike,  disclose  thy  radiant  eyes, 
Aad  show  the  Son  a  brighter  ray.' 

Phoebos  in  ?am  calb  forth  the  bloshmg  moru,. 

He  bot  creates  the  day  which  you  aBorn. 

The  lark,  that  wont  with  warbling  thront 

Early  to  salute  the  skies, 
Or  gleepe,  or  dse  sospends  his  notę, 

Dadaiming  day  tiU  ytm  utire. 
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Goddess  awake,  thy  beams  display, 

Restnre  the  univeree  to  light, 
When  Hamilton  appears,  then  dawns  the  day  ; 

And  when  she  cusappears,  begins  the  night. 

Lorers,  who  watchful  vigils  keep,  *' 

(For  lovers  neyer,  nercr  sleep) 

Wart  for  the  risingr  of  the  fair, 

Ib  ofler  songs*  and  hymns  of  prayer  ; 

Łike  Persians  to  the  Son, 
Eren  life,  and  death,  and  fetę  are  there i 

For  in  the  rolls  of  ancient  destiny, 

Th'  ineyitable  book,  twas  noted  down, 
The  dying  shonld  rrme,  the  Imng  die, 
As  Hamilton  shali  amile,  as  Hamilton  snall  frowaj 

CH0IU8. 

Awake  bright  Hamilton,  sńse9 

Goddess  of  lo*e,  and  of  the  day, 
Awake,  disclose  thy  radiant  eyes, 
And  shew  the  Son  a  brighter  ray. 
Phcebus  in  Tam  calls  forth  the  blushing  mora, 
He  but  creates  the  day,  which  you  adom. 


DRINKINO  SONG  TO  SLEEP. 

Gieat  god  of  sleep,  sińce  it  most  be, 

That  we  must  give  sonie  hours  to  thee, 

Invade  me  not  while  the  free  bowl 

Glows  in  my  cheeks,  and  warms  my  aoul ; 

That  be  my  only  time  to  snore, 

When  I  can  laugh,  and  drink  no  morę  j 

Short,  very  short  be  then  thy  reign, 

For  Pm  ra  hastę  to  laugh  and  drink  agam. 

But  O  !  if,  melting  in  my  arms, 
In  some  soft  dream,  with  all  her  charms* 
The  nymph  belov'd  shonld  then  surprise, 
And  grant  what  waking  she  denies ; 
Then,  gentle  Slomber,  pr^ythee  stay, 
Slowly,  ah !  alowly  bring  the  day, 
Let  no  rude  noise  my  bliss  destroy, 
Such  sweet  delusion  's  real  joy. 


WEITTEN  UPON  A  DaiMKIKO  GŁASS  UNDEE 

MES.  HARB8  NAME. 

Tak  gods  of  winę,  and  wit,  and  lorę  prepare, 
With  chearful  bowls,  to  celebrate  the  fair : 
Love  is  enjoinM  to  name  his  favourite  toast, 
And  Hare^s  the  goddess  that  delights  him  most; 
Phcebos  approres,  and  bids  the  trumpet  sound, 
And  Baochus  m  a  bumper  sends  it  roond. 


UNDER  THE  DUTCHESS  OF  BOLTOfrS. 

Lote'8  keenest  darta  are  mdiant  BoHon's  care, 
Which  the  bright  goddess  poisons  with  despair  i 
The  god  of  winę  the  dire  effect  foresees, 
Aad  sends  the  jukę  that  gires  tbe  lover 


UNDER  THE  LADY  HAKPER% 

To  Harper,  sprightly,  yoang,  and  gmy, 
Sweet  as  the  rosy  mora  in  May, 
Fili  to  the  brim,  Tli  drink  it  up 
To  the  last  drop,  were  poison  in  the  cup* 
2) 


i* 


JbANSDOWNES  poems. 


cndei  tbb 
L^DF  MARY  riLUEWS  NAME. 
It  I  not  łovc  you,  Villiers,  morę 
Than  tver  mortal  lov'd  before, 
With  such  a  passion  fixt  and  surę, 
As  even  possession  could  not  cure, 
Ne  ver  to  cease  but  with  my  breath  j 
May  then  tbi*  bomper  be  my  death. 


CUPID  DISARMED. 

TO  THE   PR1NCESS   1>'aUVE*ONB. 

Cupid,  deiighting  to  be  near  her, 

Charm'd  \o  behold  ber,  charm'd  to  hear  her, 

As  he  stoód  gazing  on  her  face, 

Enchanted  with  each  matcbless  grace, 

Łost  in  the  trance,  he  drops  the  dart, 

Which  never  faiłs  to  reach  the  hemrt : 

She  seizes  it,  and  arms  her  band, 

4*  Tis  thiis  I  Love  himself  command ; 

Now  tremble,  crnel  boy,  she  said, 

For  all  the  mischief  you  have  madę." 

The  god,  rocovering  his  surprise,  • 
Trusts  to  his  wings,  away  he  flies, 
Swift  as  an  arrow  cuts  the  wind, 
And  leaves  his  whole  artillery  behind. 

Princess,  restore  the  boy  his  useless  darts, 
With  surer  charms  you  captivate  our  hearts  ; 
Lore'8  captives  oft  tbeir  liberty  regain, 
Death  only  can  lełease  us  from  your  chain. 


ttPLICATlO*  IW  FREKCR. 

CUPIDON  DESARMŁ 

% 

FABŁE   POUR   MADAME    LA   PHIHCSJS&  D'A0VEROKE. 

"Cu  pi  don,  prenant  plasir  de  se  trouver  toujours 
suipres  d'elle  j  charme  de  la  voir,  charme  de 
1'entcndre ;  comme  ii  admiroit  un  jour  ses  graces 
mimitablcs,  dans  cette  distraetkm  de  son  ame  &  de 
ses  sens,  ii  laissa  tomber  ce  dard  fatal  quj|  ne 
manqne  jamis  de  percer  les  coeurs.  File  le  ra- 
ma sse  soudain,  &  s'armant  la  belle  main, 

"  Cest  ainsi,"ditelle,  "quejemerendmaitresse 
de  l'A«nour,  tremblez,  enfant  malin,  je  veux 
vanger  tous  les  maux  que  tu  as  fait" 

Łe  dieu  ctonnó,  revenant  de  sa  stirprize,  se  fmnt 
a  seS  ailcs,  s*cchappe,  &  s'envole  vite  comme  une 
flcchfe  qui  fend  I'air,  &  lui  laisse  la  possession  de 
toute  son  artillerie. 

Princesse,  rendez  lui  ses  armes  qui  vous  sont 

inutiles : 
Jla  Naturę  rousadonnec  des  charmes  pluspuifsants : 
Lrs  captiresde  l'Amoursouvent  reoouvrent  la  liberte; 
U  n'y  «  que  la  Mort  seulc  qui  pwisse  aftranchir  les 

votres» 


BACCJWS  DISARMED. 

TO  MRS.  LAURA  DtLLOS,  KOW  LADY  FALKLAMD. 

Bacchus  to  arms !  the  enemy  's  at  hand, 
Laura  appears ;  stand  to  your  glasses,  stand, 


The  god  of  love,  the  god  of  wina  uenea, 
Behold  him  in  fuli  march,  in  Lanra's  eyet  f 
Baochas  to  arms !  and  to  resist  the  ^art, 
Each  with  a  faithral  brimmer  guard  his  heart* 
Fly,  Baccbus,  fly,  there'8  treason  in  the  cupf 
For  Love  ćomes  pouriug  in  with  every  drop ; 
I  feel  htm  in  my  heart,  my  blood,  my  bram* 
Fly,  Bacchus,  fly,  resistance  is  in  vain, 
Or  craring  quarter,  crown  a  friendly  bowl 
To  Laura'8  heałth*  and  givć  up  all  thy  souL 


TtlYRSlS  AND  DELIA* 

SONG  in  dialoccb;         > 

TKYRSISi 

Delia,  how  long  must  I  despaif. 

And  tax  you  with  disdain ; 
Still  to  my  tender  love  severe, 

Uotouch'd  when  I  complain  ? 

delia. 
When  men  of  equal  merit  lorę  us, 

j^nd  do  with  eimal  ardour  sue, 
Thyrsis,  you  know  but  one  must  move  us, 

Can  I  be  your^s  and  Strephon's  too? 

My  eyes  view  both  with  mighty  pleasure, 
Impartial  to  your  high  desert, 

To  both  alikre,  esteem  I  measure, 
To  one  alone  can  give  my  heart* 

THTRStS. 

MysteiiOus  guide  ol*  inćlinatiott, 

Tell  me,  tyrant,  why  am  I 
With  equal  merit,  equal  passion, 

Thos  the  victim  chosen  to  dic  t 
Why  am  I 

The  Tktim  Chosen  to  die  ? 

DELIA. 

On  Fate  alone  depends  success* 
And  Fancy,  Reason  over-rules, 

Or  why  should  Virtue  ever  miss 
Reward,  so  often  gfren  to  foots  }     • 

'Tis  not  the  raliant,  nor  the  wittyf 
Bat  who  alone  is  bora  to  please; 

Love  does  predestinatc  our  pity, 
We  cboose  but  whom  he  flrst 


A  LATIN  IKSCRIPTWN 

OM  A  MEDAL  FOR  LEWIS  XIV.  Of  FRANCŁ 

Proximub  3c  similis  regnas,  Ludorice,  tonanti, 
Vim  summam,  summa  cum  pietate,  geris, 

Magnus  es  expansis  alis,  sed  manmus  armis, 
Protegis  hinc  Anglos,  Teutones  inde  feris. 

Quin  coeant  toto  Titania  fcedera  Rheno, 
Ilia  aquilam  tantum,  Gallia  fulmen  habet- 


M*i 


ŁNCLISHED,    AXD    APPLIED    TO 

2UEEN  ANNĘ. 

Nett  to  the  Thunderer  let  Anna  stand, 
In  piety  supremę,  as  in  command  j 


PROLOGUES EPILOGUES. 


35 


>Wd  for  Yietorioui  ani  and  generous  aid, 
Young  An8tria*s  reroge,  and  fierce  Bourbon's  dread. 
Utanian  leagnes  iii  vain  shall  brave  the  Rhinev 
Wheo  Id  the  eagle,  you  the  thunder  join. 


--    ■ 


URG4NDA>S  PROPHECY. 

irona  by  wat  Op  epilocub  at  tri 

'     PIMt  EtmBJBJITATION  OP 

THE  BRIT1SH  ENCHANTERS. 

Ptorsenc  fury  rolb  within  roy  breast, 
Aad  at  at  Delphoa,  when  the  fbaming  priest 
Foli  of  his  god,  proclaims  the  dietant  doom 
Of  kmgi  antoni,  and  natkns  yet  to  eonie; 
My  Ubounng  miód  to  struggles  to  unfbld 
On  British  ground  a  futurę  age  of  gold ; 
But  fest  iacredulous  you  hear— behełd: 

Hertd  Kent  representin&lhe  qubbn,  and  tkeseveral 
trutmpkt  of  ker  majetty'*  reign. 

High  on  a  throne  appears  the  martlal  queen, 
With  grace  sublhne,  and  with  imperial  mień; 
SiifTeymg  round  her,  with  impartial  eyes, 
Whom  to  protect,  or  whom  the  shall  chastise. 
Ned  to  ner  side,  Ytctorious  Marlbro'  stands, 
Waitmg,  obserrant  of  her  dread  commands; 
The  qaeen  crdains,  and,  ltke  Alcides,  he 
Obeys,  and  ezecutes  her  high  deerce. 
h  etery  hne  of  her  auspicious  face 
Soft  Hercy  smiles,  adornM  with  every  grace ; 
60  angdt  look,  and  90  when  Heaven  decrees, 
They  scourge  the  worki  to  piety  and  peace. 

Eoiprett  and  conmitar,  hail !  thee  Fatea  ordain 
Cer  all  the  willing  world  sole  arbitress  to  reign ; 
To  do  one  people  are  thy  laws  confin'd, 
Grcat  Britaia'1  qneeo,  bot  guardian  of  mankind; 
Sue  hope  of  all  wbo  ćtire  oppression  bear, 
Por  att  th'  opprefi8'd  beoome  thy  'mutant  care. 
Nsbods  of  oonquett  proud,  thou  tam'st  to  free, 
Benoancmg  war,  presenting  liberty ; 
The  Yidor  to  the  vanqnish  d  yields  a  prtze, 
For  m  thy  trhimph  their  redemption  lies; 
f icedom  and  peace,  for  ravish'd  famę  you  give, 
fcnade  to  Mess,  and  conąuer  to  relieve. 
Sothe  Son  scorches,  and  revives  by  turns, 
Requiting  with  rich  metali  where  he  buras. 

Taaght  by  this  great  etample  to  be  jurt, 
Soeceeding  kings  thall  well  ful  fil  their  trust; 
Dócord,  and  war,  and  tyranny  shall  cease, 
Asdjarring  nations  be  compelVd  to  peace ; 
Prinoes  and  statea,  likc  tubjects  riiaU  agree 
Tb  trust  ber  power,  safe  in  her  piety. 


PROLOOUE 

TO 


THB  BRITISH  ENCHANTERS. 

PoEn  by  obaervation  find  it  true, 

Ta  harder  much  to  pleate  themselres  than  you ; 

To  wetrę  a  plot,  to  work  and  to  refme 

A  laboarM  tcene ;  to  polish  every  linę 

Jadfment  must  sweat,  and  feel  a  inother*s  pains : 

Vam  fooli !  thut  to  disturb  and  rack  their  brains, 

Wben  morę  mdulgent  ta  the  writer's  case, 

Y«i  art  too  good  to  be-ao  bard  to  jj.lease  ; 


No  fuch  conYulróe  pangs  it  wul  mraire, 
To  write  the  pretty  things  which  you  admire. 

Our  author  then,  to  plcase  you,  in  your  way, 
Presents  you  now  a  bauble  of  a  play ; 
In  jingling  rhyme,  well  fortify'd  and  stronę, 
He  fights  entrench'd  o*er  head  and  cars  in  song. 
If  here  and  there  some  evil-fated  Iine, 
Should  chance  through  inadrertency  to  shiue, 
Forgiye  him,  beaux,  hc  raeans  you  no  oiYouoc, 
But  begs  you  for  the  loro  of  song  and  dauce, 
To  pardon  all  the  poetry  and  sense. 


c 


ANOT7IER 

EPILOGUE, 

DMICNŁD   FOE  THB   SAMB, 

Wit  once,  like  Beauty,  without  art  or  dress, 

Naked,  and  unadornM,  could  fiud  succe*s, 

Till  by  frułrion,  novelty  destroyd, 

Tbe  nymph  must  find  new  charms  to  be  enjoyed. 

At  by  his  eouipage  the  man  you  prize, 

And  ladies  must  have  gems  beside  their  eyes : 

So  fares  it  too  with  plays ;  m  vain  we  writc, 

Unless  the  musie  and  the  dance  invite, 

Scarce  Hamlet  clears  the  charges  of  the  ni?ht. 

Would  you  but  fix  some  standard  bow  to  niove, 

We  would  transfbrm  to  any  thing  you  love  ; 

Judge  our  desire  by  our  cost  and  pains, 

Surę  the  cxpense,  uncertain  are  the  gain^. 

But  thoua-h  we  fetch  from  Italy  and  Franca 

Our  fopperiet  of  tune,  and  modę  of  dance, 

Our  sturdy  Britons  scorn  to  borrow  sense : 

Howe'er  to  fbreign  fashions  we  submit, 

Still  every  fbp  prefers  his  mother  wit. 

In  only  wit  this  constancy  it  shown, 

For  never  was  that  arrant  changeling  knrywn, 

Who  for  another'8  sense  would  quh  his  own. 

Our  author  would  eacuse  these  youthful  scenę*, 
Begotten  at  hb  entronce  in  his  teens : 
Some  childish  fencies  may  approre  the  tor, 
Some  like  the  Muse  the  morę  for  beiug  a  boy; 
And  ladies  should  be  pleas'd,  if  not  content, 
To  find  so  young  a  thing,  not  whofly  impotent. 
Our  Btage-reformers  too  he  would  disarm, 
Iń  charity  so  oold,  in  zeal  so  warm ; 
And  therefbre  to  atone  for  stage  abuses, 
And  gain  the  church-indulgence  for  the  Muses, 
He  gives  his  thirds— to  charitablc  uses. 


9 


PROLOGUE 


«• 


TO  MB.  BSYIŁ  HIGGON  S  EXCELLENT  TRAOKDY, 

CA L LED 

THE  GENEROUS  OONQUEROR. 

Youa  comic  writer  a  a  common  foe, 
Nonę  can  intrigue  in  peare,  or  be  a  beau, 
Nor  wanton  wife,  nor  widów  ean  be  sptd, 
Not  even  Russel  l  can  mter  the  dcad, 
But  straigbt  this  censor,  in  his  wiiim  of  wit, 
Strips,  and  presents  you  naked  to  the  pit. 

1  Russel,  a  famous  undertaker  for  funernU ;  al- 
luding  to  a  comedy  written  by  sir  Richard  Stoela, 
entitled  The  Funoral. 
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LANSDOWSfcS  * OEMS. 


,  Thus  critics  sbould,  like*  lh«se\  Vd  oranded  foet, 
Who  for  thc  poison  only  suck  tbe  rosę ; 
Snarling  and  carping,  without  wit  or  sense, 
Impeach  mistakes,  o'erlooking  escellence ', 
As  if  to  erery  fop  it  might  belong, 
Like  senators  to  censtfre,  right  ot  wrotag. 

But  generons  minds  have  morę  heroic  views, 
And  love  and  honour  are  the  themes  they  choose. 
From  yon  bright  Heaven  ł  our  author  fetchM  his 
And  paints  the  passions  that  your  eyes  inspire :  [fire, 
Fuli  of  that  flanie,  hi*  tender  scenę*  he  warms, 
And  frames  his  goddess  by  your  matchless  charms. 


PR0L0OUŹ 


EPILOGUB 

TO 

THE  JEW  OF  YENICE. 

Each  in  his  tum,  tbe  poet  *,  and  the  piiest 3, 
Have  view»d  the  stage,  but  like  false  propbets 
The  man  of  zeal,  in  his  religiom  ragę,        [guess'd. 
Would  silence  poeta,  and  reduce  the  stage ; 
The  poet,  rashly  to  get  elear,  retotts 
f>n  kings  the  scandal,  and  bespatters  courts. 
Both  enr :  for,  without  mincing,  to  be  plain, 
Thc  guilt's  your  own  of  every  odious  scenę : 
The  present  time  still  ghres  the  stage  its  mede, 
The  vices  that  you  practise,  we  explode ; 
We  hołd  the  glass,  and  but  reflect  your  shame, 
tike  Spartans,  by  exposing,  to  reckim. 
The  scribler,  pinch'd  with  hunger,  writes  to  dme, 
And  to  your  genius  must  confbrm  his  linę ; 
Not  lewd  by  choice,  but  merely  to  submit : 
Would  you  encourage  sense,  sense  would  be  wrlL 
Oood  plays  we  try,  which,  after  the  first  day, 
Unseen  we  act,  and'  to  baTe  benches  play ; 
Plain  sense,  which  pleas'd  your  stres  an  age  ago, 
U  lost,  without  the  garniture  of  show : 
At  vast  expeuse  we  laboiu*  to  our  ruin, 
And  court  your  fevour  with  our  own  undoing ; 
A  war  of  profit  mitłgates  the  evil,         j 
But  to  be  tax'd  and  beaten— is  the  de^il.  _ 
How.  was  tbe  scenę  forlorn,  and  how  detpisU, 
When  Timon,  without  musie,  moratiz'd  ? 
SRiakespeare's  sublime  in  vain  cntic'd  the  throng, 
Without  the  aid  of  Purcers  syren  song. 

lp  the  same  antiaue  loom  these  scenes  werc 

wrought, 
Embolłishd  with  good  morals,  and  just thonght ; 
Truć  Naturę  in  her  noblest  light  you  see, 
F.re  yet  debauchtt,  by  modern  gallantry, 
To  trifling  jests,  and  ftilsome  ribaldry. 
Wbat  rust  remains  upon  the  shining  mass, 
Antaquity  must  privi1ege  to  pass. 
Tis  Shakespeare'8  play,  and  if  these  scenes  mis- 

carry, 
•fnet  Gormon  *  take  the  stage—or  Lady  Mary  *. 


TO 


THE  SHE-GALLAOT** 
o* 

ON  CS  A  ŁOYBft  AMD  ALWAY8  A  LOTE*V 

As  quiet  monarchs  that  on  peaceful  thrones 
In  sports  and  revels  long  had  reign'd  like  dronea; 
Rouzing  at  length,  reflect  with  gutlt  and  shame; 
That  not  one  stroke  had  yet  been  given  for  mmej' 
Wars  they  denounce,  and  to  redeem  the  past, 
To  bold  attempfcs,  and  rugged  labours  hastę  i 
Our  poet  so,  with  like  conoern  reviews 
The  youthful  follies  of  a  lore-sick  Muse ; 
To  amourous  toils,  and  to  the  silent  grove, 
To  Beautyto  anares,  and  to  deceitrul  Loww 
He  bids  farewel ;  his  shield  and  lance  prepares, 
And  mounts  the  stage,  to  bid  immortal  wara, 

Vice,  like  some  monster,  sufPnng  nonę  tfescape^ 
Has  seiz'd  the  town,  and  varies  still  her  shape: 
Herę,  like  some  generał,  she  struta  in  stałe, 
While  crouds  in  red  and  blue  her  orders  wakj 
There,  like  some  pensive  statesman  treads  demon} 
And  snułeś  and  hugs,  to  make  destruction  sura : 
Now  under  high  oommodes,  with  looks  erect,- 
Barefac'd  derours,  in  gaudy  coloun  deck'd; 
Then  m  a  vizard,  to  avoid  grimace, 
Allows  all  freedom,  but  to  see  the  face. 
In  pulpits  and  at  bar  she  wears  a  gown, 
In  camps  a  sword,  in  palaces  a  crown. 
ResolT'd  to  combat  with  this  motley  beast 
Our  poet  comes  to  strike  one  stroke  at  leasL 

His  glass  he  means  not  for  this  jilt  or  bean, 
Some  features  of  you  all  he  means  to  show, 
On  ćhosen  heads,  nor  lets  the  thunder  fali, 
But  scatters  his  artillery— at  all. 

Yet  to  the  fair  he  fain  would  quarter  show* 
Hb  tender  heart  recoils  at  every  hlow; 
If  unawares  he  gives  too  smart  a  stroke, 
He  means  but  to  correct,  and  not  proroke. 


ODR 


OM  TUB 


»Tothe  Ladies. 

«  Mr.  Drydenłs  Prolotcue  to  the  Pilgrim. 

»  Mr.  Collierłs  View  of  the  Stage. 

4  A  fampus  prite-fighter. 

*  A famou$  rope-dancer  socalled. 


PRESENT  CORRUPTION  Ot  MANKIN1X 

INICMBED  TO  TRB  LORD  PALKŁAHD. 

O  pai  klakd  !  oflspring  of  a  generons  race, 
|Lenown'd  for  arms  and  arts,  in  war  and  peace, 
My  kinsman,   and  my  friend!  firom  whenoe  thif 

curse 
EntailM  on  man,  Stall  to  grow  worse  and  worse? 

Each  age,  industrious  to  invent  new  critnes, 
Stńves  to  outdo  in  guilt  preoedmg  times ; 
But  now  weta  so  improv*d  in  all  thafs  bad, 
We  shall  leave  nothing  for  our  sous  to  add. 

That  idol,  Oold,  posąesses  every  heart, 
To  cheat,  defraud,  and  undermine,  is  artj, 
Virtue  is  folly ;  conscience  is  a  jest ; 
Religion  gain,  or  priestcrafŁ  at  the  best. 

Friendship's  a  cloak  to  hide  some  treacherom  end, 
Your  greatest  foe,  is  your  profetsuig  friend  f 


EPIGRAMS......PEUEUS  AND  THETI3. 
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U*  fool  resignM,  onguarded,  and  aecare, 

The  woond  «  deepest,  and  the  stroke  most  sura, 

Jtatice « bonght  and  sold;  the  bench,  the  bar 
Pietd  and  decide;.  but  GokPs  th'  interpreter. 
Pernckras  metal I  thrice  accurst  be  he 
Who  fcond  thee  fh-tt;  all  erils  spring  from  thee. 

Sra  adl  tbeir  tona,  and  sona  thełr  sirea  betray : 
iod  senates  rotę,  aa  anniea  fight,  for  pay  g 
Tbe  wife  no  tonger  it  restrainM  by  shame, 
Bat  bat  the  hoaband'*  leare  to  pUy  the  gamę* 

DissasM,  decrepH,  from  tbe  miat  embraoe 
flucceaóa,  of  spnnoas  mold,  a  punjr  race; 
From  such  detenders  what  can  Bntara  hope? 
ind  where,  O  Liberty !  U  now  thy  prop  ? 

Not  soch  tbe  men  who  bent  the  atnbborn  bowf 
ind  łearnt  m  rugged  sports  to  dare  a  me : 
Not  soch  the  men  who  fill'd  with  heapa  of  slaia 
FamM  Agincourt  andOeBsy'*  Uoody  plain. 


Hangbty  BrHannia then,  mur'd.to toil, 
tyran1 far and  near  the terrorns  of  her  isle  j 
Trat  toheradf,  and  to  the  public  weal, 
NoGalBc  gold  oould  błunt  the  British  steel. 


Not  much  unfake,  when  thou  in  arna  wer*t  seen, 
Bager  for  glory  on  th'  embattled  green, 
WhenStanhope  lad  thee  through  theheata  of  Spain, 
To  die  in  purple  Almanara's  plain. 

The  rescn'd  empire,  and  the  Gani  aubduM, 
la  Araja'8  reifcn,  our  ancient  fiune  renew'd : 
What  Bńtona  eould,  when  justly  rou*'d  to  war, 
IA  Hennom  apeak,  and  witneas  Oibraltar. 


ss 


FORTUNE. 


BFIOBAM. 


Wata  Fortone  enema  to  amile,  Hia  then  I  Jba* 
Some  lurking  ill,  and  hidden  miachief  near : 
Wd  to  her  frowna,  I  stand  opon  my  guard, 
ind  ana'd  in  rirtue,  keep  my  soul  preparM^ 
Fwaleand  fiuse  to  othera  aha  may  be, 
I  eaa  complain, . . . .  but  of  ber  constąncy^ 

, .  •  .  .  Yirtntem  a  me, 
Fortonam  ex  aliia ,  , , . , 


CBARACTER  OF  MB.  WYCHERIĘY  *. 

Op  al)  onr  modern  wita,  nonę  aeeme  to  ma 
Oace  to  ha*e  tonch'd  npon  true  comedy, 
Bot  haaty  Shadweil,  and  slow  Wyoherley, 


i  This  character,  however  joat  m  other  parli- 
eabrt,  yet  is  injorioua  in  one ;  Mr.  Wycheriey  be- 
iag  represented  aa  a  laborious  writer,  which  erery 
man  who  bas  the  leaat  peraonal  knowledge  of  him 
can 


Thoaa  indeed,  who  form  thełr  jndgment  only 
fam  his  writings,  may  ta  ant  to  imagom  fO  many 


ShadwelTs  nnfinfetfd  works  do  yet  unpart 
Great  proofś  of  Nature's  force,  though  nonę  of  Alt  j 
Bot  Wycheriey  earns  bard  whate'er  he  gatas, 
He  wants  no  judginent,  ąnd  he  spares  no  paina,  &c. 

Lord  Rochester'*  Poema, 


YERSES 

WarTTBN   IR   A   LBAF  O?  TSTE  A0THOa'S  FOEMŁ, 
FBBSBNTBD  TO  THB  OJJBBN. 

THE  MU8J&8  LAST  DYĘKQ  SONG. 
A  musb  espiring,  who,  with  earlieat  wice, 
Madę  kingą  and  queens,  and  Beauty's  jcharm*  bar 

cnotce;  , 

Now  on  her  death-bed,  this  last  homage  pays, 
O  Oueen  !  to  thee :  aecept  her  dying  lays. 
So,  at  th'  approach  of  Death,  the  sygnet  trias 
To  warble  one  notę  morę — and  sraging  diea, 
Hail,  mighty  oueen !  whoac  powerful  smile  alona 
Commands  subjection,  and  secores  the  throue : 
Contending  partie*,  and  plebeian  ragev 
Had  puzzled  Loyalty  for  hajf  an  age  : 
Gonquering  our  bearts,  yon  end  the  long  dispute, 
All,  who  have'eyes,  cońfess  you  abaolute. 
To  Tory  doctrinea,  eren  Whigs  resign, 
And  in  your  person  own  a  right  divinc. 
Thus  sang  the  Muae,  in  her  last  moment*  fir'd 
With  Carołina'8  praiae— and  then  ejcpir'd. 


W1* 


-WBITTBN  IN  A   I.BAF  OF  THB   SAMB   PO&Mtj 
PKBSBNTBO  TO  THB  MU  N  CE  W  BOYAL. 

Whbm  we'd  ezalt  some  heavenly  fair. 

To  some  brigfat  goddess  we  compąre : 

Minervay  wiadom ;  Juno,  grace ; 

And  Venus  famishes  the  lice : 

In  royal  Anne'8  bright  form  is  seen, 

What  comprehends  them  all — The  que en. 


WBITTBN  ON   A  WINDOW  I2f  TBE  TOWER,    WIICBE  SOT 
BOBBBT  WAL  POLE  HAD  BEEN  CONFINi;i>. 

Good  uneapected,  cvii  unforeseen, 
Appcar  by  turns,  as  Fortune  shifts  the  scenc : 
Some,  raiśM  aloft,  come  tumbling  down  amaioA 
Ąnd  fali  aa  hard^  they  boiuid  and  rise  again. 


PELEUS  AND  THETtS. 

A   MASQVE,    SET  TO   MU1IC. 

THE   ARGUMENT. 

Meut,  In.  lorę  with  Thetis,  by  the  assistancaof 
Proteoa  obtajną  her  mvonr;  but  Jupiter  inter- 

admirable  teAectiona,  auch  drrersity  of  images  aurl 
characters,  supb,  striot  inquiries  into  naturę,  suci* 
cloae  obaerrations  on  the  aeveral  humours,  raanners, 
and  affectiona  of  all  ranka  and  dcgrees  of  men,  and, 
as  it  were,  sq  tnie  an4  so  perfoct  a  dissection  ał 
anmankind,  delWered  with  so  much  pointcd  wit 
and  force  of  eacpression,  could  be  no  other  than  the 
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posing,  Peleus  in  despair  consults  Prometheus, 
łamous  for  his  fikill  in  astrology ;  upon  whose 
propheoy;  that  the  son  born  of  Thetis  should 
prove  greater  than  his  fether.  Jupiter  desiste. 
The  prophery  was  afterwards  veruled  in  the 
birth  of  Achilles,  the  son  of  Peleus. 

PERSONS  IN  THE  MASQUE. 


jupiteh.  pkomftheus. 

Peleus.  Thetis. 

Tke  Sceae  repretenŁs  mount  Caucasus;  Prometheus 
apprars  choin* d  to  a  rock,  a  vultftre  gnatcing  his  ', 
breast.    Peleus  enters  addreutng  himetf  to  Pro-    Cease,  crael  rultnre,  to  dewour, 


fkometheps. 
Cease,  cruel  Tulture,  to  derrour, 

PELEUS. 

Cease,  cruel  Thetis,  to  disdain. 

Thetis  tntering,  they  repeat  tog€th*rm 
Cease,  cruel  vutture,  to  derour, 
Cease,  cruel  Thetis,  to  disdain. 

THETIS. 

i  Peleus,  unjustly  you  complain. 

PROMSTRB0S  «»rf  PSLEUf. 


•  metheus. 

PELEUS. 

Cosi>emn*d  on  Caucasus  to  lie, 

Still  to  be  dying,  not  to  die, 

With  cert  iin  pain,  unccrtain  of  relief, 

True  emblem  of  a  wretched  lorert  grief ! 

To  whose  inspecting  eye  'tis  given 
To  view  the  planctary  way, 
To  penetrate  etemal  day, 

And  to  revolve  the  starry  hearen, 

To  thee,  Prometheus,  I  complain, 

And  bring  a  heart  as  fuli  of  pain. 

PBOMETHBUS. 

From  Jupiter  spring  all  our  woes, 

Thetis  is  Jove's,  who  once  was  thine  : 
Tb  vain,  O  Peleus,  to  oppose 

Thy  torturer,  and  minę. 
Contented  with  despair, 
Resign  the  fair, 
Re<:sni,  resign, 
Or  wretchud  man,  prepare 
For  changu  of  torments,  great  as  minę. 

PELEUS. 

In  change  of  torment  would  be  ease ; 

Could  you  divine  what  l»vers  bear, 
Eren  you,  Prometheus,  would  confess 

There  is  no  vulture  like  despair. 

work  of  extraordinary  dillgence  and  application : 
whercas  otłiers,  who  have  the  happiness  to  be  ac- 
quainted  mith  the  author,  aswell  as  his  writings, 
atr  able  to  nffirm  thc*e  happy  performances  were 
due  to  his  infinite  genius  and  natural  penetratkrn. 
W*  owe  the  pleasure  and  adrantage  of  haring  been 
fo  well  entertained  and  mstructed  by  bim  to  his 
ficiiity  of  doing  it ;  for,  if  I  mistake  him  not  ex- 
trcłr.cly,  had  it  been  a  trouble  to  him  to  write,  he 
v  mi  Id  have  spared  himself  that  trouble,  What  he 
ha*  performed  would  indeed  have  been  difficiilt  for 
:u:«»th^r;  but  the  club  which  a  man  of  ordinary 
n/o  omld  not  lift,  was  but  a  walking-stkk  for 
Hcr.**łles. 

Mr.  Wycherley,  in  his  writings,  has  been  the 
sd.nrpcst  satiridt  of  liis  time ;  but,  in  his  naturę,  he 
1  .i<  all  the  sofaicss  uf  the  tenderest  dispositions : 
in  nis  writimrs  he  is  severe;  bold,  undertaking  ;  in 
I1:-  i:iture,  gentle,  modest,  iooflfensive;  he  makes 
hm-  •  f  !iis  satire  asam.in  truły  brave  of  his  courage, 
«  niy  upon  public  otvaslons  and  for  publi^good. 
).«•  com iu  -ionatps  tho  r.ounds  hc  is  under  a  ne- 
iv«*ity  t»  p^»Se.  or,  l".kc  a  rood-natnrcd  conąuerer, 
jrrk-i-c-  it  t:te  occasions  that  prwoke  him  tu  make 
bu«*'i  ha-ock. 

Therc  are  whoobjcctto  his  vcrsiiicat:on  \  but  a 


Cease,  cruel  Thetis,  to 


THETIS. 


Peleus,  unjustly  you  complain. 

The  gods,  alas !  no  reruge  nad 
From  ills  resisUess  Fates  ordain : 

I  still  am  true    sad  would  be  kind. 


FSŁBUS. 

To  lorę  and  to  languish 
To  sigh  and  complain, 
How  cruel  łs  the  anguishl 
How  tormenting  's  the  psia! 
Suing, 
Pursuing, 
Flying, 
Denying, 
O  the  curse  of  disdain, 
Uow  tormenting  *s  the  pain  \ 
Tą  lorę,  fcc. 

THETIS. 

Accursed  Jealoosy ! 
Thou  jaundice  in  the  lorers  eye* 
Throogh  which  all  objects  false  we 

Accursed  jeałousy ! 
Thy  rival,  Peleus,  rules  the  skjr, 

Yet  I  so  prize  thy  love, 
With  Peleus  I  would  chcose  to  die, 
Rather  than  reign  with  Jore. 


diamond  Is  not  less  a  diamond  for  not  being  pelith- 
od.  Versification  is  in  poctry  what  oolouring  is  in 
painting,  a  beautiful  ornament ;  hut  if  the  propor- 
tions  are  just,  the  posturę  true,  the  figurę  bold, 
and  the  resemblance  according  to  naturę,  thougi} 
the  colours  should  happen  to  be  rough,  or  care- 
lessly  laid  on,  yet  may  the  piece  be  of  mestimable 
value ;  whereas  the  finest  and  the  nicest  włouring 
art  can  inrent,  is  but  labour  in  vain,  where  the  rest 
is  wanting.  Our  present  writers  indeed,  for  the 
most  part,  seem  to  lay  the  whole  stress  of  their  en- 
deavours  upon  the  harmonyof  words;  butthen, 
like  eunucha,  they  sacrince  their  manhood  for  a 
voicc,  and  reduce  onr  poetry  to  be  like  echo,  no- 
thing  bot  sound. 

In  Mr.  Wycherley,  erery  thing  is  masculmej 
his  Muse  is  not  led  forth  as  to  a  review,  but  as  to 
a  battle ;  not  adorned  for  paradę,  but  execution ; 
he  woidd  be  tried  by  the  sharpness  of  his  blade, 
and  not  by  the  finery ;  like  your  heroes  of  anti- 
quity,  he  oharges  in  iron,  and  seems  to  despise  all 
ornament  but  intrimic  merit ;  and  like  those  be- 
ro<s has  therefore  added  another  name  to  his  own. 
ajidby  the  unanimous  consent  of  his  cotempora- 
ries,  is  distinfnii&hed  by  the  just  appellation  o( 
Manly  Wycherley,  IASSDOWNIZ 


PELEUS  AND  THETtS. 


» 


'4  clap  of  thunder;  Jupiter  appears,   descending 
upon  his  eagle. 

JJut  see,  the  mighty  thunderer  '8  here ; 

tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly ; 
Tbc  thunderer !  the  mighty  thunderer  { 

Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

Ą  fuli  donu  ąf  ooketand  instrument*  tu  Jupiter 

u  descending, 

CHOBUS. 

Bot  see,  the  mighty  thunderer  łs  here ; 

Tremble  Peleus,  tremble,  fly ; 
The  thunderer !  the  mighty  thunderer ! 

Tremble,  Peleus,  tremble,  fly. 

Jupiter  being  descended, 

JUPITER. 

Presumptnous  slare,  rrral  to  Jore, 

How  dar'st  thou,  mortal,  thus  defy 
A  goddess  with  audacious  love, 
And  irritate  a  god  with  jealousy  ? 
Presumptuous  mortal — hence— ■ 
Tremble  at  ooinipotence. 

PELEUS. 

Arm'd  with  lorę,  and  Thetis  by, 

Ifear  no  odds 

Of  men  or  gods, 
But  Jove  himself  defy. 
Jore,  lay  thy  thunder  down j 

Arm'd  with  love,  and  Thetis  by, 
There  is  morę  terrpur  in  her  frown, 
And  fiercer  lighfning  in  her  eye ; 

I  fear  no  odds 

Ofmenor  gods, 
But  Jove  himself  defy. 

JU  PITEK. 

Bring  me  lighfning,  give  me  thunder, 
Hastę,  ye  Cyclops,  with  your  forked  rods, 
This  rebel  Love  braves  ąll  the  gods. 

Bring  me  lighfning,  give  me  thunder. 

Peleus  and  Thetis,  holding  f osi  by  onę 

Joce  may  kiU,  but  ne'er  ahall  sunder.    [another. 

JUPITER. 

Bring  me  lighfniDg,  give  me  thunder. 

PBLBUS  and  THETIS. 

Jore  may  kiil,  but  ne'er  shall  sunder, 

THBT1S   tO  JUPITER, 

Thy  lorę  still  arrnM  with  fetę, 
]s  dreadful  as  thy  hale : 
O  naght  it  prove  to  me, 
So  gentle  Peleus  were  but  free ; 
O  might  it  prove  to  me 
M  fctal  as  to  lost  oonsuming  Semele  ! 
Thy  love  still  arm'd  with  fate, 
Is  dreadful  as  thy  hate. 

PI  OMETBBUS  to  JUPITER. 

Son  of  Saturn,  take  advice 
From  one  whom  thy  serere  decree 

Has  rarnish'd  leśiure  to  grow  wiae : 
Thou  raPst  the  gods,  but  Fate  rules  thee« 

[the  pbophbcy.] 
Whoe'er  th*  immortal  maid  compressing, 
'  ChaUtaste  joy,  and  reap  the  blessing 


Thus  th'  uperring  staTS  achrise  i 
From  that  auspicious  uight  an  heir  shall  dsay 

Paternal  glories  to  efface 

The  most  Hsnstrious  of  his  race, 
Tho'  sprang  from  him  who  rules  the  skiet, 

jupiter    £ApartJ] 

Shall  then  the  son  of  Saturn  be  nndona^ 

Iike  Saturn,  by  an  impious  son  ? 

Justły  th'  impartial  Fates  conspire, 

Dooming  that  son  to  be  the  sire 
Of  such  another  son. 

Conscious  of  ilis  that  l  ha ve  done, 

My  fears  to  j>rudence  shall  achrise ;. 
And  guilt  that  raade  me  great,  shall  make  me  wiitv 

The  fotal  blessing  I  resign ; 
Peleus,  take  the  maid  cuYme : 

[Gwing  het  to  Peleus. 

Jove  consenting  she  !s  thine  j 
The  fatal  blessing  I  resign. 

[Joins  their  kaniu 

PBLEU9. 

Heav'n  had  been  lost,  had  I  been  Jove. 
There  i*  no  Heav'n,  there  is  no  Heav'n  but  love. 

pblbus  and  thetis,  togełher, 

There  is  no  Heav'n  but  love, 

No,  no,  no, 
There  is  no  Heavn but  love. 

JUPITER  tO  PROMETHEUS, 

And  thou,  the  stars  interpreter, 

Tis  just  I  set  thee  free, 

Who  gw'«t  me  liberty : 
Arise,  and  be  thy  self  a  star. 

Tis  just  I  set  thee  freeą 

Who  giv'st  me  liberty. 

[Thą  vulture  drops  dead  at  the  feet  of  ?ror 
metheus,  Am  chains  drof  off  and  ke  is  borne 
up  to  Heaven  xcith  Jupiter  to  a  loud  fiou» 
ruh  of  all  the  instrument** 

(Peleus  aM  thetis  run  itfjo  ««f  A  oihtn  ams* 

PELEUS. 

fly,  fly  to  my  arms,  to  my  arnny 
Goddess  of  immortal  charms  ! 
To  my  arms,  to  my  arms,  fly,  fly^ 
Goddess  of  transporting  joy  ! 

But  to  gazę 

On  thy  face, 
Thy  gentle  hand  thus  pressiiur, 
Is  heav'nly,  heav'nly  blessing. 

O  my  sool ! 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying  ? 
Lost  in  sweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  soul ! 

thetis. 
You  tremble,  Peleusr-rSo  do  I— » 
Ah  atay  i  and  weMl  together  die. 
Immortal,  and  of  race  divine, 
My  soul  shall  take  its  flightwith  thine: 
Life  disspWing  in  delight, 
Heaving  breasts,  and  swimmmg  sight, 
Falfring  speech,  and  gasping  breath, 
Symptoms  of  delicious  dcath, 
Life  dissolving-  in  delight, 
My  soul  is  ready  for  thę  ftight. 
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Omysouf, 
Whither,  whither  art  tfaan  flying  > 
Lost  in  sweet  tumufoious  dying, 
Whither,  whitber  art  thou  flying, 

Omysoul! 

Pełbus  and  Tilbtis  JofA  tagtfker  rtpeat 

O  my  soul ! 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying? 
Lost  in  sweet  tumultuous  dying, 
Whither,  whither  art  thou  flying, 

O  my  soul ! 

Choib*  of  all  the  voket  and  instrununit,  ttnpng 

and  dancing, 

When  the  storm  is  blown  over, 

How  blest  is  the  swain* 
Who  begins  to  discover 

An  eod  of  his  pain ! 
When  the  storm,  &c. 

[Tke  masi  eancłudet  mik  a  varwty  of  dances.'] 


ths 

BRITISH  ENCHANTERS; 

on, 

NO  MAGIC  LIKE  L0VE, 

A 

Dramatic  Poem, 

WITH 
SCETCII,  MACHINES,  MDtlC,  ANS  DBCOftATlONS. 

^    THE  PREFACE. 

Of  all  public  spectacles,  that  which  should  pro- 
perly  be  called  an  Opera,  is  calculatcd  to  give  the 
highest  d"light  There  is  hardly  any  art  but  what 
is  required  to  furnish  towards  the  entertainment ; 
and  there  is  somcthing  or  other  to  be  prorided  that 
may  touch  every  sense,  and  please  every  palate. 

The  poet  has  a  two-fold  task  upon  his  hands  in 
the  dramatic,  and  the  lyric:  the  architect,  the 
painter,  the  composer,  the  actor,  the  singer,  the 
dancer,  &c.  have  each  of  thera  their  several  employ- 
ments  in  the  preparation,  and  in  the  ezecution. 

The  same  materials  indeed,  in  dinerent  hands, 
will  have  dinerent  success;  all  depends  upon  a  skil- 
ful  mixture  of  the  various  ingredients:  a  bad  artist 
will  make  but  a  meer  hodge-podge  with  the  same 
materials  that  one  of  a  good  taste  shall  prepare  an 
ezcellent  olio. 


The  seasoning  must  be  sense ;  unless  there  is 
wherewithal  to  please  the  understanding,  the  eye 
and  the  ear  will  soon  grow  tired. 

The  French  opera  is  perfect  in  the  decorationt, 
the  dancing,  and  inagiuficence;  the  Itałian  excels 
in  the  musie  and  ▼oioesj  but  the  drama  fells  short 
in  both. 

An  English  stomach  reowres  something  solid  and 
substantial,  and  will  rise  hungry  from  a  regale  of 
nothing  but  sweet-meats. 

An  opera  is  a  kind  of  ambigu :  the  table  is  finely 
illuminated,  adorned  with  fiowers  and  fruits,  and 
•fary  thing  that  the  season  afibrds  fragrant  or  de- 


Ughtful  to  the  eye  or  theodenr ;  but  unless  there  if 
something  too  for  the  appetitey  >tis  odds  but  the 
guests  break  up  dissatisned. 

It  is  incumbent  upon  the  poet  alone  to  pcuride 
for  that,  in  the  choice  of  his  fable,  the  conduct  of 
his  plot,  the  harmony  of  his  numbers,  the  elevatkm 
of  his  sentiments,  and  the  justness  of  his  characters. 
In  this  oansists  the  solid  and  the  suhstaotiaL 

The  naturę  of  this  entertainment  requires  the  plot 
to  be  fbrmed  upon  some  story  in  which  enchanters 
and  magicians  bave  a  principal  part :  in  our  modern 
heroic  poems,  tliey  supply  the  place  of  the  gods 
with  the  ancients,  and  make  a  much  morę  natura! 
appearance  by  being  mortals,  with  the  difFerence 
only  of  being  endowed  with  supernaturał  power. 

The  characters  should  be  greatand  illustrtons; 
the  figurę  the  actor  makes  upon  the  stage  is  one 
part  of  the  ornament  j  by  conseouence  the  senti- 
ments must  be  suitable  to  the  characters  in  which, 
lorę  and  honour  will  have  the  principal  share.     v 

The  dialogue,  which  in  the  French  and  Italian  is 
set  to  notes,  and  sung,  I  would  have  pronounced ; 
if  the  numbers  are  of  themselres  harmonious,  there 
will  be  no  need  of  musie  to  set  them  off ;  a  good 
verse,  well  pronounced,  is  in  itself  musical ;  and 
speech  is  certainly  morę  naturai  for  discourse,  than 
singing. 

Can  any  thing  be  morę  preposterons  than  to  be- 
hold  Cato,  Julius  Cssar,  and  Alexander  the  Grcat, 
strutting  upon  the  stage  in  the  figurę  of  songsters, 
personated  by  eunuchs  ? 

The  singing  therefore  should  be  wbolly  applied 
to  the  lyrical  part  of  the  entertainment,  which,  by 
being  freed  from  a  tiresome,  unnatural  recitatfre, 
must  certainly  administer  morę  reasonable  pleasure, 

The  seyeral  parts  of  the  entertainment  should  be 
so  suited  to  reliere  one  another,  as  to  be  tedious  iq 
nonę ;  and  the  connection  should  be  such,  that  not 
one  should  be  able  to  subsist  without  the  other  ;  like 
embroidery,  so  fixt  and  wrought  into  the  substance, 
that  no  part  of  the  ornament  could  be  remored; 
without  tearing  the  stufF. 

To  introduce  singing  and  dancing,  by  head  an4 
shoulders,  no  way  relatire  to  the  action,  does  not 
turn  a  play  into  an  opera ;  though  that  title  is  now. 
promiscuously  given  to  every  farce  sprinkled  here 
and  there  with  a  song  and  a  dance. 

The  richest  lace,  ridiculously  set  on,  will  make 
but  a  fool's  coat. 

I  will  not  take  upon  me  to  criticise  what  has  ap- 
peared  of  this  kind  on  the  English  stage  :  we  have 
seyeral  poems  under  the  name  of  Dramatic  Operas 
by  the  best  hands ;  but  m  my  opmion  the  subjeets 
for  the  most  part  have  been  improperly  chosen; 
Mr.  Addison's  Rosamond,  and  Mr.  Congreve's  Se-' 
mele,  tbough  eacellent  in  their  kind,  are  rather 
masąues,  than  operas. 

As  I  cannot  help  being  conoemed  for  the  hooour 
of  my  country,  even  in  the  minutest  things,  I  ąm 
for  endeavouring  to  out-do  our  neighbouES  in  per- 
formances  of  all  kinds. 

TLos  if  the  splendour  of  the  French  opera,  and 
the  harmony  of  the  Italian,  were  so  skilfbJly  intern 
woven  with  the  charms  of  poetry,  upon  a  regular 
dramatio  bpttom,  u  to  instruct,  as  well  as  delii^1 
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toiniprowtheimnd,  as  well  as  ravish  the  sense, 
tfaere  can  be  no  doubt  but  such  an  addition  would 
entitle  our  Engtish  opera  to  the  preference  of  all 
other*.  The  thhd  part  of  the  enouuragement,  of 
waich  we  have  been  so  liberał  to  fbreigners  for  a 
coacert  of  musie  only,  mis-calTd  an  opera,  would 
morę  than  eflfect  h. 

In  the  coostruetion  of  the  foUowing  poem,  the 
author  nas  end<>avuured  to  set  an  esample  to  his 
raks;  precepts are best  explained  by  emmples;  an 
abfer  hand  migbt  have  esecuted  it  better.  How- 
ever,  itmay  serre  for  a  model  to  be  hnprored  opon, 
what  we  grow  weaiyof  scenes  of  Iow  life,  and  retnrn 
to  a  taste  of  morę  generous  pleasure*. 

We  are  reproached  by  fbreigners  with  such  un- 
natural  irregularities  in  our  dramatic  pieces,  a*  are 
shocking  to  all  other  nations ;  even  a  Swiss  bas 
played  the  critk  upon  os,  with  jut  consklering  they 
are  as  littJe  appnwed  by  the  judicious  in  our  own. 
A  stranger  wbo  is  ignorant  of  the  language,  and  in- 
capabłe  uf  judging  of  the  sentiments,  condemns  by 
the  cyc,  and  conciudes  what  he  hcars  to  be  as  ex- 
ttaragant  as  what  he  sees.  When  (Edipus  breaks 
his  ntek  out  of  a  balcony,  and  Jocasta  appears  in 
her  bed,  murdering  herself  and  her  children,  instead 
of  numng  terrour,  or  compaasion,  such  spectacles 
only  fili  the  spectator  with  horrour :  no  wonder  if 
strangcTi  are  shocked  at  puch  sights,  and  conclude 
«  a  nation  hardly  yet  civiłized,  that  can  seem  to 
defight  in  them.  To  remove  this  reproach,  it  is 
maco  to  be  wished  our  scenes  were  less  bloody,  and 
the  tword  and  dagger  morę  out  of  fashion.  To 
make  tome  amends  for  this  eaclusion,  I  would  be 
less  serere  as  to  the  rigour  of  some  other  laws 
eoactad  by  the  caasters,  thotigb  it  is  ahrays  ad- 
▼iseable  to  ktep  as  close  to  them  as  poańble  ; 
bot  leformations  are  not  to  be  brought  about  all  at 
ooce. 

U  may  happen ,  that  the  naturę  of  certain  subjects 
proper  for  moving  the  passions  may  reąuire  a  little 
morę  latitude,  and  then,  without  offeńce  to  the  critics, 
sore  tbere  may  be  room  for  a  saving  in  equity  f rom 
the  screrity  of  the  comnion  law  of  Parnassus,  as 
well  as  of  the  King'*  Bench.  To  sacrifice  a  princi- 
palbeauty,  upon  which  the  success  of  £he  whole  may 
depend,  is  being  too  strictly  tied  down ;  in  such  a 
fiaie,  summum  jus  may  be  summa  injuria. 

Corneiłle  himself  complains  of  finding  his  genius 
often  cramped  by  his  own  rules :  "  There  is  infinite 
Ćinercocc  (says  hej  between  speculation  and  prac- 
tice :  let  the  severxst  critic  make  the  tria],  he  will 
be  coDvinced  by  his  own  experience,  that  upon  cer- 
tain occasions  toostrict  an  adherence  to  the  letter 
of  the  law  shall  esclude  a  bright  opportunłty  of 
sbmińg,  ortouebing  the  passions*  Where  the  breach 
is  of  IHtle  moment,  or  can  be  oontrived  to  be  as  it 
W«e  imperceptible  in  the  representation,  a  gentle 
d&pematioa  might  be  allowed."  To  4hose  little 
freedoms  he  attributes  the  success  of  his  Ckł :  but 
the  rigid  legislators  of  the  academy  handled  him  so 
roogbly  for  it,  thathe  neverdurat  make  the  venture 
•gain,  nor  nonę  wbo  have  followed  him.  Thus 
pnooed,  the  French  Muse  must  ajways  flutter,  like 
a  bind  with  the  wmgs  out,  incapable  of  a  lofty 

The  dialogne  of  thehr  tragedies  is  under  the  same 
MUHWL  as  the  constnietfoni  not  a  ćucourse,  but 
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an  oration;  notspeakrag,  but  declaiming ;  not  free, 
natural,  and  easy,  as  conversation  should  be,  but 
precise,  set,  formal  argumenting,  pro  and  eon,  like 
disputants  in  a  schooL  In  writing,  like  dress,  is  it 
not  possible  to  be  too  exact,  too  starched,  and  too 
formal  ?  Pleasing  negligence  I  have  seen :  who 
ever  saw  pleasing  fbrmality  r 

In  a  word,  all  extremes  are  to  be  avoided.  To 
be  a  French  puritan  in  the  drama,  or  an  English 
latitudinarian,  is  takjng  diffcrent  patbs  to  be  both 
out  of  the  road.  IF  the  British  Muse  is  too  unruly, 
the  French  is  too  tamę  ;  one  wants  a  curb,  the  other 
a  spur. 

By  pleadiag  lor  some  little  relaxation  from  the 
utmost  severity  of  the  rules,  where  the  subject  may 
seem  to  reąuire  it,  I  am  not  b°speatóng  any  such 
indnlgence  for  the  present  p<  furmance :  though 
theancients  have  left  us  no  pattern  to  follow  of 
this  species  of  tragedy,  I  perceire,  upon  exami- 
nation,  that  I  have  been  attentive  to  their  strictest 
lessons. 

The  unities  are  religiously  observed :  the  place 
is  tbe  same,  varied  only  into  different  prospects  by 
the  power  of  enchantment :  all  tbe  incidents  faU 
naturally  within  tbe  very  time  of  representation  T 
the  plot  is  one  principal  action,  and  of  that  kind 
which  introduces  variety  of  turns  and  changes,  all 
tending  to  the  same  point :  the  ornaments  and  de- 
corations  are  of  a  piece  with  it,  so  that  one  could 
not  well  subsist  without  the  other :  every  act  con- 
ciudes with  some  unexpected  revolution :  and  in  the 
end,  vice  is  pumshed,  virtue  rewarded,  and  the 
morał  is  instructive. 

Rhyme,  which  I  would  by  no  means  admit  into 
the  dialogue  of  grarer  tragedy,  seems  to  me  the 
most  proper  style  for  representations  of  this  heroio 
romantic  kind,  and  best  adapted  to  aecompany 
musie.  The  solemn  language  of  a  haughty  tyrant 
will  by  no  means  become  a  passionate  lover,  and 
tender  sentiments  reąuire  the  softest  coloiiring. 

The  theme  must  govero  the  style;  every  thought, 
every  character,  evcry  subject  ofa  different  naturę, 
must  speak  a  difierent  language.  An  bumble  lover'a 
gentle  address  to  his  mistress  would  rumbie  strange- 
ly  in  the  Miltonie  dialect ;  and  the  soft  harmony  of 
Mr.  Waller^s  numbers  "would  as  ill  become  the 
mouths  of  Lucifer  and  Beelzebub.  The  terrible,' 
and  the  tender,  must  be  set  to  different  notes  of 
musie* 

To  conclude.  This  dramatic  attctnpt  was  the 
first  essay  of  a  very  inftnt  Muse,  rather  as  a  task 
at  such  hours  as  werc  free  from  other  exercises,  tban 
any  way  meant  for  public  entertainment :  but  Mc. 
Betterton,  haring  had  a  casual  sight  of  it  many 
years  after  it  was  written,  begged  it  for  the  stage, 
where  it  found  so  favourable  a  reception,  as  to  havef 
an  uninterrupted  run  of  at  least  forty  days.  The 
separation  of  the  principal  actors,  which  soon  fol- 
lowed, and  the  introduction  of  the  Italiau  opera, 
put  a  stop  to  its  farther  appearance. 

Had  it  been  composed  at  a  riper  time  of  life,  the 
faults  might  have  been  fewer :  however,  upon  re- 
vising  it  now,  at  so  great  a  distance  of  time,  with 
a  cooler  judgment  than  the  first  conceptions  of 
youth  will  allowj  I  cąnuot  absolutely  say,  scripsisss> 
pudet 
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LANSDOWNES  POEMS. 


TERSONS  NAMES. 
MEN. 


Cbmcs,  a  British  king,  father  to  Oriana. 

Comstantius,  a  Roman  emperor,  designed  for  mar- 

riage  ivith  Oriana. 
Amadis  of  Gavl,cl  famous  knight  adoenturęr,  in 

lcve  with  Oriana.  • 

his    companion,  in  lace  tcith  Cori- 

sanda. 

a  teicked  enchanter,  enemy  to  Amadis. 

a  Roman  of  the  cmperor's  train. 

WOMEN. 

in  looe  ttiih  Amadis,   but  gfoen  in 

marriage  to  Constantius.. 
betrothed  to  Florestan. 
goud  enchantress,  friend  to  Amadis. 
sister  to  Arcalaus. 
en  attendant  to  Urganda, 

Troops  of  magicians  attending  the  several  enchan- 
Uru  Knights  and  ladiei,  captwcs.  Men  and 
women  attending  the  British  court.  Priests,  or 
Druid*.  Romans  attending  Constantius.  Singers, 
dancers,  #c. 

te***  the  king1*  palące,  and  parts  adjacent,  in- 
habiUd  by  the  different  enchanteru 


ł)ŁO*ESTAN, 
AftCALADS, 

Ldcius, 


Omana, 

CofttSAKDA, 

UftCANDA, 

AaCABON, 

Delia, 


ACT  I.      SCENĘ  I. 

The  eurtain  rises  to  a  symphony  of  all  sorts  of  in- 
struments  of  musie.  The  scenę  represents  an  en- 
fhanied  gwoe,  adorned  and  beauł\fied  with  foun- 
tains,  statues,  #c. 

Urganda  and  Delia  performing  some  solemn  ce- 
remony  of  enchantment. 

A  fuli  siage  of  singers  and  dancers, 

iracAX0A. 

SomtD,  sound,  je  winds,  the  rended  cloads  diride, 
Friglit  back  the  priest,  and  save  a  trembling  bride, 
Assist  an  injur'd  lover's  faithful  Iovc : 
An  injur'd  lover's  cause  is  worthy  Jove. 

D&LIA. 

Successfal  is  our  charm  :  the  tempie  thakes, 
The  altar  nods,  th'  astontsh<d  priest  foreakes  [side, 
The  hałlow'd  shrine,  starta  frotn  the  bridegroom's 
Breaks  off  the  rites,  and  leaves  the  knot  untyU 

UftCAKDA. 

Ye  sweet  musicians  of  the  sky, 
Hither,  hither,  hither,  fly,  fly, 
And  with  enchanting  notes  all  magie  else  supply. 

[Urganda  and  Delia  rtlire  dotsn  the  scenę,  teating 
their  enchanted  rods,  as  continuing  the  ceremony. 

Fuli  chorus  of  instruments  and  wices. 

Sound  the  trumpe(,  touch  the  lute, 
Strike  the  lyre,  inspire  the  flute  ; 
In  harrnony, 
Celestial  harrnony, 
All  magie  ćharms  are  found  ;  * 
Sound  the  trumpet,  sound. 

[llere  the  statues  leapfrom  their  pedestals,  and  form 

varicty  of  danceu 


Chorus  ofsingert  ą/ter  the  danca*    . 

Musie  so  charms,  and  does  so  sweetly  woand, 
That  eT'ry  sense  is  ravish'd  wig)  Uje  sąund, 

A  single  voiceę 

When  nymphs  are  coy, 

And  fly  frotn  joy, 
The  shepherd  takes  his  reed  j 

He  plays  a  tune, 

She  stops  as  soon, 
And  straight  they  are  agreed, 

The  battle  near, 

When  oowards  foar, 
The  drum  and  trumpet  sounds  j 

Their  courage  warms, 

They  rush  to  arms, 
And  brave  a.thousand  wounds* 

chom/s. 

By  harrnony  our  souls  are  swayM  ; 
By  harrnony  the  world  was  madę. 

A  second  donce.— Singers  agam  ądooneę^ 

A  single  voice, 

When  with  adoring  looks  we  gazę 
On  bright  Oriana's  hearenly  fiice, 
Zn  ev'ry  glance,  and  ev'ry  grace, 
What  is  it  that  we  see, 

But  harrnony, 
Celestial  harrnony ! 
Our  ravish'd  hearts  leap  up  to  meet 

The  musie  of  her  eyes, 

The  musie  of  her  eyes, 

And  dance  around  her  feeL 

Fuli  chorus  of  wńces  and  instruments,  ot  at  firsi* 

Sound  the  trumpet,  touch  the  lute. 
Strtke  the  lyre,  inspire  the  flute  j 
In  harrnony, 
Celestial  harrnony, 
All  magie  charms  are  {bund  ; 
Sound  the  trumpet;  sound. 

A  third  dance, 
Urganda  and  Delia  come  forward* 

URGANDA. 

This  care  for  Amadis>  ye  gods,  approre, 
For  what^s  a  soldier's  recompence  but  lqve  ? 
When  forr'd  frotn  Britain,  calPd  to  distant  wąr, 
His  vanquish'd  heart  remain'd  a  capbve  here  | 
Oriana's  eyes  that  głorious  conąuest  madę, 
Nor  was  his  lorę  ungratefully  repaid. 

DELIA. 

By  Arcabon,  like  hostile  Juno,  crost, 
And,  like  /Eneas,  driv'n  from  ooast  to  coast, 
Tlie  wandVing  hero  wou'd  return  too  Ute, 
Charg'd  by  Oriana  with  the  crimes  of  Fate  ; 
W  ho  aiurious  of  neglect,  suspecting  cbange, 
Consulte  her  pride,  and  meditates  revenge, 

I7KGAKDA. 

Just  in  the  moment,  when  resentment  fires, 
A  charming  rival  tempts,  a  rugged  king  reąuires  ą 
Love  yields  at  last,  thus  combated  by  pride, 
And  she  cubmits  to  be  the  Romano  bnde. 

DBŁIA. 

,  Did  not  your  art  with  timely  charms  proride* 
Oriana  were  his  wife,  and  not  his  bride. 
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WRGAKDA. 


In  aneient  times,  ere  chivalry  was  known 
The  infant  worki  with  monstera  overgrown, 
Centaur*  aod  giants,  nurst  with  human  blood, 
And  dire  megidans,  an  infernal  brood, 
Yetfd  men  and  gods :  but  most  the  fair  oomplain 
Of  rólated  lores,  and  lovers  slain. 
To  shelter  innocence,  and  mjurM  right, 
The  aations  all  dect  sorne  patron-knight, 
fiworn  to  be  tnie  to  lorę,  and  slaves  to  famę, 
ind  many  a  valiant  chief  enrotts  his  name ; 
By  sbining  marka  distmguishM  they  appear, 
And  rarious  orden  vartous  ensigns  wear. 
Brand  by  strict  oaths,  to  senre  the  brightest  eyea, 
Not  morę  they  strhre  for  glory,  than  the  prize ; 
Wh3e  to  uwite  the  toil,  the  fairest  damę 
Of  Britain  k  the  boJdest  champion'!  claim. 

DBLIA. 

OfaH  who  in  this  race  of  famę  delight, 
Bnwe  Amadis  is  ownM  the  hardy'st  knighL 
Kor  Tbeseus,  nor  Alcides,  venturłd  morę, 
Korne  bo  fam'd,  who,  bathM  in  monstera  gore, 
Upoa  bis  crested  hełm  the  trampled  dragon  borę. 

URGANDA. 

Aidan,  that  black  enchanter,  whoae  dire  arts 
FJMlaT'd  onrknightB,  and  broke  oor  virgins'  hearts, 
Met  spear  to  spear,  his  great  delhrering  band 
Siew  the  dertroyer,  and  redeem'd  the  land  j 
Itr  from  thy  breast  all  care  and  grief  remore, 
Ońana'*  thine,  by  conąuest  as  by  love. 

DELIA. 

Bot  haughty  Arcabon,  of  Ardan's  blood, 
And  Arcaiaus,  foes  aUke  to  good, 
Glnttons  in  morder,  wantom  to  destroy, 
Tbeir  latał  arts  as  impiously  employ : 
Hdrs  to  their  brother'8  mischiefś,  and  sworn  foes 
To  Amadis,  their  magie  they  oppose 
irainst  his  kwe  and  life. 

URCANDA. 

With  equal  care, 
Tbeir  Yengeance  to  prerent,  we  tbus  prepare, 
Beaoldthe  time,  when  tender  love  shall  be 
Kor  Toct  with  doubt,  nor  prest  with  tyranny. 
Hm  lore-sick  bero  shall  from  camps  remove, 
To  reap  reward :  the  hcro's  pay  is  love. 
The  tasks  of  glory  parami  are,  and  hard, 
Bot  ah !  how  blest,  bow  sweet  is  the  reward  ! 

A  the  retires,  chorus  of  all  the  wńcet  and  inttru- 
mentt  repeat, 

gound  the  trumpet,  tonch  the  lute, 
fitrike  the  lyre,  inspirc  the  flute  ; 
In  harmony, 
Celestial  harmony, 
jftl  magie  charms  are  found  ; 
Soond  the  trempet,  soupd. 


SCENĘ   II. 


Th  Scenę  changes  to  the  inside  of  a  magn[ficent 
tempie.  King  Celius,  and  the  British  cohtL 
Men  and  teomen  magnificcntly  dressed  inpainted 
habiu,  ąfter  the  aneient  manner.  The  priestt  and 
druid*  ia  their  soletnnitiet,  sermng  in  co  nf  mion, 
fefiaang  their  idois,  and  seiting  their  altan  in 


order*     Thunder  and  lightening.      In  the  mean, 
time,  Constantius,  Ońana,  and  Corisanda,  comi 
forward. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Lotces  consult  not  stara,  nor  search  the  skies, 
But  seek  their  sentence  in  tbeir  charmert  eyes. 
Careless  of  thunder  from  the  cloud«  that  break. 
My  oniy  omens  from  your  looks  I  take ; 
When  my  Oriana  smiles,  from  thence  I  datę 
My  futurę  hope ;  and  when  she  frowns,  my  fate. 

ORIANA. 

Cease,  prince,  the  anger  of  the  gods  to  morę, 
TSs  now  become  a  crime  to  mention  lorę. 
Oor  holy  men  interpceting  the  voice 
Of  Heaven  in  wrath,  forewarn  th*  ill-omen'd  choice. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Strange  rales  for  constancy  your  priests  derce, 
If  love  and  hate  must  vary  with  your  skies, 
From  such  vile  semtnde  set  reason  free  ; 
The  gods  in  erery  circumstance  agrae 
To  suit  our  union,  pointing  out  to  me ; 
In  this  right  hand  the  sceptre  that  they  place, 
For  me  to  guide,  was  meant  for  you  to  grace. 
Thou  best  and  fairest  of  the  beauteous  kind, 
Accept  that  empire  which  the  gods  design'd. 
And  be  the  charming  mjstress  of  ""»nkiniL 

CORISANDA. 

Nuptlals  of  form,  of  interest,  ot  of  state, 
Those  seeds  of  pride,  are  fruitrui  in  debatę; 
Let  happy  men  for  generous  love  declare, 
And  choose  the  gentle  virgin,  chaste,  and  fair; 
Let  women  to  superior  fortunę  bora, 
For  naked  virtue,  all  temptations  scorn ; 
The  charm  >s  immortal  to  a  gallant  mind, 
If  gratitude  cement  whom  love  has  join'd. 
And  Providence,  not  niggardly,  but  wise, 
Herę  larishly  bestows,  and  there  denies, 
That  by  each  otherf8  virtue  we  may  rise. 
Weak  the  bare  tie  of  man  and  wife  we  **Ąt 
But  friend  and  benefisetor  always  bind. 

The  King  adoancet,  foUowęd  by  priestt  and  trahu 

Kisec. 

Our  priests  recover :  Twa*  a  holy  cheat^ 
Lead  back  the  bride,  the  ceremonies  wait. 

ORIANA. 

Wbat  Heaveq  forbids 


KING. 

Twas  ignnrance  of  my  will, 
Our  priests  are  better  taught :  what  now  is  ill, 
ShaU,  when  I  please,  be  good;  and  nonę  shall  dara 
Preach  or  espound,  but  what  their  king  wouldhear. 

[Priests  bow  profoundljf  Iow* 
Ere  they  interpret,  let  'em  mark  my  nod, 
My  voice  their  thunder,  this  right  arm  their  god. 

[Looking  tternly  ot  'em,  they  bow  agam  ot  before. 
Prince  take  your  bride, 

ORIANA. 

Twere  impious  now  to  sufler  him  my  hand. 

[Refusing  her  hnnd> 

KINO. 

How  dar'st  thou  disobey,  when  I  command  ? 
Mind,  mind  her  not,  nor  be  disturb'4  ąt  tears, 
A  counterfated  c^ualm  of  bridsJ  foart; 
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You'óSse€,  could  you  her  inward  motions  watcb, 
Feigning  delay,  sbe  wishes  for  dispatch ; 
Into  a  woman's  uieaning  would  you  look, 
Then  read  her  backward,  likc  a  wizard's  book. 
PriesU,  to  your  charge — back  to  your  office  go. 

[Spońen  tcitk  a  stern,  imperiotts  air.     PriesU 
retire,  obsequiously  boicing,  as  before. 

ORIANA. 

Th*  obecUence  that  is  due,  and  which  I  owe, 
Dread  sir,  shall  ever  be  obserYM  by  me  ; 
Jt  is  not  to  dispute  your  high  decree 
That  thus  I  kneel,  bot  humbly  to  implore 
One  momenfs  sbort  suspence ;    I  own  your  power, 
And  1  submit.     Grant  but  this  smali  delay, 
And  as  the  prince  decides,  Oriana  ahall  obey. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

I  have  no  will  but  what  your  eyes  ordain, 
Destiu'd  to  love,  as  they  are  doom'd  to  reign. 

king.     [Aside. 

Into  what  hands,  ye  gods  !  have  ye  resignM 
Your  world  ?  Are  these  the  masters  of  mankind  ? 
These  supple  Romans  teach  onr  women  scorn ; 
I  thank  ye,  gods,  that  I  'm  a  Briton  bora. 
[To  łhem.]  Agree  these  trifles  in  a  short  debatę. 
Ko  morę  dclays;  1  am  not  us'd  to  wait. 

[King  Celius  retires  back  into  the  tempie, 

Oriana,  Constantius,  and  Corisanda;  ąfter  a 
short  pause, 

obiata. 

Your  stars  and  minę  have  chosen  you,  to  prore 
The  noblebt  way  how  generous  men  should  love ; 
AU  boast  their  flames,  but  yet  no  woman  found 
A  passion,  where  self-kwe  was  not  the  ground. 
Slaves  we  are  madę,  by  false  pretences  caught, 
The  Briton  in  my  soul  disdains  the  thought. 

-  CONSTANTIUS. 

So  much,  m>  tenderly  your  a1ave  adores, 
He  bas  no  thought  of  happiness,  trat  yours. 

oriana. 

Vows  may  be  feignM,  norshall  merę  woidsprerail, 
I  must  have  proofs,  but  proofs  that  cannot  nul, 
By  arms,  by  honour,  and  by  all  that  't  dear 
To  heroes,  or  expecting  lovers,  swear. 

CONSTANTIUS, 

Needs  there  an  oath  >  and  can  Oriana  say, 
Thus  I  command,  and  doubt  if  I  '11  obcy  ? 

ORIANA. 

Preparc  then,  prince,  to  hear  a  sceret  told. 
Which  shame  would  shun,  and  blusbing  1  unfojd, 
But  dangers  pressing,  cowards  viii  grow  bold ; 
Know — then— I  Ioyc 

cpNSTANTfus.      [Eagerfy. 

Can  you  command  despałr,  yet  love  confcss? 
And  curse  with  the  same  breath  with  which  you  bless? 

oriana.   [Dudainfully  put&ig  kim  off. 

Mistake  me  not — that  I  do  love,  is  true, 
Bot  flatter  not  yourself,  it  is  not  you* 

constantius*      [Starting. 

ForbW  H,  gods !  recall  the  latał  breath 
Which  spokc  tjiat  word,  the  sound  ii  instant  death. 


ORIANA. 

Too  late  to  be  recalTd,  or  to  deny, 
I  own  the  fatal  truth — if  one  must  die, 
You  are  the  judge  j  say,  is  it  you— or  I  ? 

A  Messenger  from  the  tempie, 

NESSBNGER. 

The  king  is  much  displeasM  at  this  delay. 

CONSTANTIUS,  WaUitUg  ubotU  UB  U 

And  let  him  wait,  while  'tis  my  will  to  stay. 

ORIANA. 

Bear  back  a  genttar  antwer  i  we  'U  obey. 

[Esił 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Hencę  erery  sound  that  's  either  soft,  or  kmdj 

0  for  a  war  tike  that  within  my  mind ! 
Say,  flatterer,  say,  ah !  fair  dełuder,  RPtak, 
Answer  me  this,  ere  yet  my  heart  stall  break  ; 
Since  thus  engag'd,  you  never  could  intend 
Your  love,  why  was  I  flatterM  with  your  band) 

ORIANA. 

To  what  a  father  and  a  king  thinks  fitf 
A  daughter  and  a  subject  must  submit. 
Tnink  not  from  tyranny  that  lorę  can  grow; 

1  am  a  slave,  and  you  have  madę  me  so. 
Those  chains  which  duty  hath  put  on,  remww| 
Slaves  may  obey,  but  they  can  nerer  lorę. 

CONSTANTIUS. 

Cruel  Oriana,  much  you  wrong  my  flame. 
To  tbink  that  I  could  lay  so  harah  a  claim. 
Love  is  a  subject  to  himsełf  alone, 
And  knows  no  other  empire  but  his  own; 
No  ties  can  bind,  which  from  constraint  ariie» 
Where  either  's  fbrc'd,  all  obligation  dies. 

0  latał  law  !  reąuiring  to  resign 

The  object  lov'd  ;  or  hated,  keep  her  minę. 

oriana.     [Soothingty. 

Accuse  me  not  of  hate ;  with  etraal  eyea 

1  judge  your  merit,  and  your  virtue  prize : 
Friendship,  csteem,  be  yours ;  bereft  before 
Of  all  my  love,  what  can  I  offer  morę  ? 
Your  rJTaI'5  image  in  your  worth  I  yiew, 
And  what  I  lov'd  iu  him,  esteem  in  you ; 

Had  your  complaint  been  first,  H.  might  hare  mcVd| 
He  then  had  been  esteem'd,  and  you  belovM: 
Then  blame  me  not,  sińce  what  decides  your  fata, 
Is  that  you  pleaded  last,  and  came  too  late. 

CORISANBA. 

Hard  fate  of  merit !  Fortune  bokłs  the  scalę, 
And  still  throws  in  the  weight  that  must  prerail  I 
Your  rival  is  not  of  morę  oharms  possest, 
A  grain  of  better  łuck  has  madę  him  blest. 

constantius.     [Aside, 

To  lorę,  and  have  the  power  to  pusseas, 
And  yet  resign,  can  Naturę  yield  to  tbk : 
Shall  Naturę,  erring  from  her  $rst  commanó% 
Self-preservation,  fali  by  her  own  band  ? 
By  her  own  act,  the  springs  of  lijfe  desjtroy,  < 
TĆe  principles,  and  bęmg  of  her  joy  ? 
Tormenting  thought  1  Can  Naturę  then  aporore 
Blessings  ofatainM,  by  cursing  those  we  love» 
Possessing,  she  is  lost— renouncing— I—  [die, 

Where. 's  then  ttye  doubt  \^JMs  &e>  ConsUatius, 
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Honoor,  and  Łore,  ye  tyrants,  1  obey, 
Wbeie-^er  your  cruel  cali  directs  my  way ; 
To  tkanie,  to  chaina,  or  to  a  certain  grave, 
L»d  on,  onpitying  guides— behold  your  slare. 

ORIANA. 

Thongfa  lorę  be  wanting  to  reHeve  your  care, 
Cflory  may  make  amends,  with  fanie  in  war  3 
Honoor  *i  the  noblest  chace,  pursue  that  gamę, 
And  lecompense  the  loat  of  love  with  famę ; 
If  stall  against  soch  aids  your  )ove  prevaUs, 
Yet  abtence  is  a  cure  that  seldom  feils. 

CONtTANTIUS. 

Tjnanóc  Honoor !  what  amends  canst  thou 
E*er  make  my  łteart,  by  flattering  my  brow  ? 
Yam  race  ofiarne,  unleas  the  conquest  prore 
hi  learch  of  beaury,  to  conclude  in  lorę. 
fnil  hope  of  aids !  for  time  or  chance  to  giro, 
That  loro,  whicb,  spite  of  craelty,  can  live ! 
From  your  diadain,  sińce  no  relief  I  find, 
I  mnt  lorę  absent,  whom  I  love  unkind  ; 
liuugh  seas  dftide  na,  and  though  lnountams  part, 
That  fatal  ferm  will  ever  haiint  my  heart, 
0  <fire  nwerse  of  hope,  which  I  endure, 
Prom  aurę  posaeosion,  to  despair  as  surę ! 
rarewel,  Oriana- — yet,  ere  1  reroove, 
Can  yoa  refuse  one  tear  to  bleeding  Iove  ? 
'Ab !  no,  take  heed — tum,  turn  those  eyes  away, 
Thecharm  »s  so  strong,  I  ahall  for  erer  stay. 
Princes,  rejowe — for  your  nezt  news  ahall  be, 
(Wanto  dica    to  set  Oriana  free. 

[Eseunt  seterally. 


ACT  II.       SCENĘ  Ł 

ftc  Scenę,  a  łhkk  wooded  forett,  the  ireet  loaded 
mtk  mditary  eniigns  and  trophies.  A  ńch  pa- 
ct/raa  stałe*  the  point  of  view  ot  tkefurłher  end, 

Arcalaus  and  Arcabon. 

ARCALAUS. 

fcatANiasM,  aay— -*whenoe  soch  replies  as  theae  ? 
fboa  answertt  k>ve,  I  speak  of  Amadia. 

ARCABON.1 

Swiftły  be  passM,  and,  as  in  sport  pursu'd 
The  s*?age  herd,  and  scowerM  through  the  wood ; 
T^ers  and  wolres  in  vain  his  stroke  withstand. 
Ort  down,  like  poppies,  by  the  reaper^s  hand  ; 
like  Mars  he  look'd,  as  terrible  and  strong ; 
like  Jorc,  majestic ;  like  Apollo,  young, 
Whfa  aD  their  attributes  drrinely  grac'd, 
And  sore  their  thdnder  in  his  arm  was  placM. 


ARCALAUS. 

%ho  pass'd  }  Who  look'd  ? 

AHCABOK. 

Ah!  there  >s  the  fatal  werand, 
Which  tears  my  heart-strtngs— but  he  sball  be 
Y»,  yt  mfernals,  if  there  *s  power  m  art,  [found ; 
The*  arms  shall  hołd  him,  as  he  grasps  my  heart, 
Sball  I,  who  can  draw  down  the  Moon,  -and  keej> 
Tbe  stan  coonn'd,  enchant  the  boisfroas  deep, 
"Kd  Boreas  balt,  make  ŁdUs  and  farests  morę. 
SfaUI 


ARCALAUS. 

Be  madę  a  whming  fool  to  We  ? 
Suspend  these  follies,  and  let  ragę  surmount, 
A  brotheWs  death  requires  a  strict  account; 
To  day,  to  day,  perhaps  this  vcry  hour, 
This  moment,  now,  the  murdYer  's  in  our  pow'n 
I>eave  Lorę  in  cottages  and  cclls  to  reign, 
With  nymphs  obscure,  and  with  the  lowly  swain ; 
Who  waste  their  days  and  strength  in  such,  short 
Are  fools,  who  barter  life  and  fenie  for  toys.    [joyi 

ARCABON. 

Tliey're  fools  whopreach  we  waste  our  days  and 
streiHrth, 
What  is  a  life,  whose  only  charm  is  length  ; 
Give  me  a  life  thatfs  short,  aud  wing'd  with  joy, 
A  life  of  love,  whose  minutes  never  cloy : 
What  is  an  age  in  duli  renown  dmdg'd  ołer  ; 
One  little  single  hour  of  love  is  morę. 

An  aitendant  entert  hastily,  and  nkispert  Arcalaus. 

ARCALAUS. 

See  it  perform'd— and  thou  shalt  be, 
Black  minister  of  Heli— a  god  to  me. 

[  Aitendant  flies  away  through  the  air. 
He  comea,  he  oomes,  just  ready  to  be  caught, 
Herę  Ardan  foli,  berę,  on  this  fatal  spot 
Our  brother  dy»d  j  herc  nWd  that  precious  gore# 
The  purple  flood,  which  criesaloud  for  morę : 
Think  on  that  image,  see  him  on  tiie  ground, 
His  life  and  feme  both  bury'd  in  one  wound  : 
Think  on  the  murtherer,  with  insulting  pride 
Tearmg  the  weapon  from  his  bleedinz  side  2 
Oh  think——  * 

ARCABOW. 

What  need  these  bloody  images  to  morę  ? 
Rerenge  I  will,  and  would  secure  my  love : 
W^y  should  I  of  a  frailty  shameful  be, 
From  which  no  mortal  yet  was  ever  free  ? 
Not  nerce  Medea,  mistress  of  our  art, 
Nor  arce,  nor  Calypso  'seap>d  the  smart 
If  Heli  bas  power,  both  passkms  I  will  please, 
My  rengeance  and  my  love  shall  both  have  ease. 
Lńd  on,  magician,  make  revenge  secure, 
My  hand  »s  as  ready,  and  shall  strike  as  surę. 

[Thcy  go  of. 

Oriana  and  Cotisand*  entering  from  the  iorter  part 

of  the  scenę. 

on  u  NA. 

Thrice  happy  they,  who  thus  in  sileni  grows, 
From  courts  retir'd,  possess  their  peaceful  lovcs. 
Of  royal  maids,  bow  wretched  is  the  fetę, 
Bom  only  to  be  victims  of  the  state ; 
Our  hopes,  our  wishes,  all  our  passions  tj-łd 
For  public  use ;  the  slaves  of  others  pride. 
Herę  let  us  wait  th*  evcnt ,  on  which  aJoae 
Depends  my  peace,  1  tremble  tai  'Us  known. 

CORI3ANDA. 

So  generoas  this  emperor'8  lorę  does  seem, 
'Twould  justify  a  change,  to  change  for  hini, 

ORIAKA. 

Alas !  thou know'8t not  men,  their  oaths,  ani  arts 
Of  feigning  trotli,  with  treason  in  their  heart*. 
Who  now's  ador'd,  may  the  next  hour  displea9e, 
At  first  their  oure,  and  after  their  diseasc 

[Flouńsh  of  musie  ag  in  thefaresk 
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CtfatSANnA. 

Oft  w*  have  heard  nich  alry  sounds  as  tbese 
Balute  umm  pasa. 

JEa/tr  seteral  of  Arcaum*9  mogicians  singing  and 
dancing,  representing  shepherds,  shepherdesscs, 
*nd  paitan* 

A.  shephtrdf  stngbig. 

Follow  ye  nymphs  and  shepherds  all, 
Come  celebrate  the  fintral, 
And  merrily  sing,  and  sport,  and  pUy, 
Por  tis  Oriana'*  nuptial  day. 

wf  dance  of  shepherds  and  shepherdesscs,      Then  a 
shepherdess,  addressing  to  Oriana,  tings, 

Queen  of  Britam,  and  of  lorę, 
Be  happy  as  the  tyest  above ; 
Oraoes  numberless  attend  thee, 
The  gods  as  many  blessingg  seńd  thee : 
Be  happy  as  the  blest  abore, 
Queen  of  Britain,  and  of  love. 

A  rur  al  dance  ofpdisans. 

[Exeunt  dancing. 

oriana. 

Preposterous  uuptials  !  that  fili  every  breast 
With  joy,  but  only  her»s  who  shou'd  be  blest. 

CORISANDA. 

Surę  some  magician  keeps  his  revels  here : 
Princess  retire,  there  may  be  danger  near. 

[Flourish  of  soft  musie  al  a  distance. 

ORIAJfA. 

What  danger  in  such  gentle  notes  oan  be  ? 
Thou  friend  to  love,  thrice  powerful  harmony, 
Pil  follow  thee,  play  on-  . 

Musie  's  the*  balm  of  Iove,  to  charm  desnair. 


Suspends  the  smart,  and  softem  every  care. 

[Exeuni  down  the  scenę,  following  the  musie, 

Arcalaus  enters  with  on  attendant,  obseroing  them 
as  they  utatk  down  inio  tkeforesi* 

ARCALAUS. 

Fmish  the  rest,  and  then  be  free  as  air : 
My  eyes  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  form  so  fair. 
Happy  beyond  my  wish,  I  go  to  proye 
At  once,  the  joys  of  sweet  revenge  and  lorę. 

[fValis  down  the  scenę  a/ter  them. 

Entcr  Amadia  and  Florestan. 

AMADIS. 

Mistake  me  not— 00— Amadis  shall  die, 
If  sbe  is  pleasM,  but  not  disturb  ber  joy ; 
Nicc  honour  still  engages  to  reąuite 
False  mistresses,  and  friends,  with  slight  for  slight: 
But  if,  like  minę,  the  stubborn  heart  retain 
A  wilful  tenderness,  the  brave  must  feign, 
Iq  privnte  grief,  but  with  a  careless  scorn 
In  public,  seem  to  triumph,  not  to  mourn. 

FLORESTAN. 

Hard  is  the  task,  in  love  or  grief,  to  feign  ; 
When  passion  is  sincere,  it  will  complain : 
Doubtswbićhfromrumour  rise,  you  should  suspend j 
From  evil  tongues  what  virtuc  can  defend  ? 
In  Iove,  who  injures  by  a  rash  distrust, 
I*  the  aggressor,  and  the  first  unjust 


AHADIfc 

If  sbe  is  tnie,  why  all  th»  nuptial  noistV 
Still  echoing  as  we  pass  her  guilty  joys  ? 
Who  to  a  woman  trustu  his  peace  of  mind, 
Truste  a  frail  bark,  with  a  tempestuous  wind. 
Thus  to  Utysses,  on  the  Stygian  coast 
His  mte  inquiring,  spake  ĄtrioW  ghost ; 
"  Of  all  the  plagues  with  wbich  the  worid  is  cant, 
Of  erery  ill,  a  woman  is  the  worst ; 
Trust  not  a  woman."— Weil  migbt  be  adrise, 
Who  perisłM  by  his  whVs  adulteriea, 

FL0RZSTA5. 

Thus  in  despair,  what  most  we  kwe,  we  wrong, 
Not  Hearea  escapes  the  impious  atheistfs  tongu*.  \ 

AMADIS. 

Enticrag  crocodiles,  whose  tears  are  death, 
Syrens,  who  murder  with  enchanting  breath : 
Like  Ęgypfs  temples,  dazzling  to  the  sight, 
Pompously  deck'd,  all  gaudy,  gay,  and  bright ; 
With  głittering  gold,  and  sparklmg  gems  they  sbiiK> 
But  apes  and  monkie*  are  the  gods  witbtn. 

FLORESTAN. 

My  lorę  attends  with  psin,  while  you  pursns> 
This  angry  theme  j— I  have  a  nństress  too  : 
The  faultless  form  no  secret  stains  disgrace, 
A  beauteous  mind  unhlemiąh'd  as  her  mce± 
Not  painted  and  adorn'd  to  ▼arnish  sin, 
Without  all  angel,  all  divine  withtn; 
By  truth  maintaining  what  by  love  she  got ; 
A  heavcn  without  a  cloud,  a  sun  without  a  spot. 

amadis.      [Embracutg  hinu 

Forgive  the  visions  of  my  frantick  brain, 
Far  from  the  man  I  lorę  be  all  such  nain  r 
By  the  immortal  gods  I  swear,  my  friend, 
The  Fates  to  me  no  greater  joy  couM  send, 
Tban  that  your  labours  meet  a  prosperous  end» 
After  so  many  glorioos  toiłs,  that  you 
Have  fbund  a  mistress  beautiful  and  true. 

okiama  and  corisanda.     [Withoun 
Help,  help,  oh !  Hearens,  help 

AMADIS. 

What  cries  are  thete* 

FŁORESTAN. 

It  seemM  the  cali  of  Beauty  in  dtstress. 
Of  savase  baasts  and  men.  a  mousUocu  brood 
Poasess  this  land— 

oriana  and  COaiSANDA. 

Help,  help 

AMAMS. 

Again  the  ery  "s  renew'«L 
Draw  both  ouf  swords,  and  fly  with  speed  to  men  ; 
Th'  oppress'd  bave  a  suro  remge  in  the  brave. 

[Ezeunt,  drawing  their  swords. 

Oriana  and  Corisanda  cross  the  stage,  purstted  by  a 
party  of  Arcalaus'  magician** 

oriana  and  COaiSAMDA. 

Help,  help— — 

PARTT. 

Pursue,  pursue-^— 

Fłorestan  crosses  the  stage  following  the  pursuił. 
Arcalaus  fghting  and  retreating  before  Amadis* 
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AlCALAUS. 

tnttu  rm^flt  upon  thy  fate :  mortal  forbear, 
A  norę  than  mortal  rules  the  regions  here. 

AMAD13. 

think  not  my  sword  afaall  gire  the  kast  reprieve, 
T*ere  craelty  to  iet  such  monstera  live. 

florestan  re-enter*  retreating  before  another  party, 
.  i*  tehed,  ditarmed,  and  catried  off* 

ARCALAUS. 

Yet  pause,  and  be  advis'd ;  avoid  thy  fate ; 
Without  thy  IHe,  my  rengeance  is  complete : 
Behold  thy  friend  borne  to  eternal  chains, 
Remember  Ardan  now,  and  count  thy  gains. 

AMADIg. 

Łike  Ardan's  be  thy  fate,  unpitied  mil : 
Taus  I  'II  at  once  rerenge,  and  free  them  alL 

Ftgkł,  Arcalaus  still  retnating.  A  'tudde*  tound 
»/  instrument*  exprtssing  temmr  and  korrour,  wiih 
thtnder  ot  tka  warna  time*  Monster s  and  demon* 
fuefrom  underthe  stage,  tchile  others  fiy  down 
fromabotecrotsing  to  and  fro  in  conftuion,  during 
*kkk  tka  staga  is  darkened.  On  a  sudden  a 
fiotruh  of  contrary  musie  rucceedi  ;  the  sku  elear*  f 
ttjuf  Ute  wkoU  mene  changoi  tomdeligktful  vaU, 
Amadis  appear  ing  leaning  on  kit  sword,  surround- 
ed  by  skepherds  and  shepherdesses,  wko  witk  song*, 
mutk  and  dane  es,  perform  thefoUowing  enckant- 
'went. 

To  Ba  gung  in  fuli  choru** 

Lore,  creator  Lorę,  appear, 

Attend  and  hear  ; 
Appear,  appear,  appear. 

A  single  wice. 

Loro,  creator  Lorę, 
Parent  of  Heayen  and  Barth, 

Delight  of  gods  abore  ; 
To  thee  all  naturę  owes  ber  birtfa  $ 

Love,  creator  Love. 

Another  single  toice. 

V 

Ali  tbat  in  ambient  air  does  move, 

Or  teems  on  fertile  fields  below, 
Dr  gparkles  in  the  skies  above, 

Or  does  in  rolling  waters  flow, 
Spring  from  the  seeds  which  thou  dost 

Lorę,  creator  Lorę. 

CHORU8. 

Better  in  love  a  shnre  to  be, 
Than  whh  thewidest  empire  free. 

DA>'C£. 
ODE  TO  DISCORD, 

A  single  wice* 

Wken  Lorełs  away  tben  Discord  reigns, 
The  Furies  he  unchains, 

Bids  £olus  nnbind 

Thenortbern  wind, 

That  fctter'd  lay  m  caves, 
And  root  up  trees,  and  pkwgh  the  plains : 

Old  Ocean  freta  and  raves, 
Jrom  tbeh-  deep  roots  the  rocka  be  W  w 

Wbole  ddoges  lets  fly,    • 

That  dash  againsl  the  sky, 
And  seem  to  drowa  the  stan; 


Th*  assaulted  clouds  return  the  shock, 
Blue  lightfnings  singe  the  wayes, 
And  thunder  rends  the  rock. 

Then  Jore  usurps  his  father's  crown, 

Instructlng  mortals  to  aspire ; 
The  father  would  destroy  the  son, 

The  son  dethrones  the  sire. 
Tlie  Titans,  to  regain  their  right, 
Prepare  to  try  a  second  Fight, 
Briareus  arms  his  hnńdred  hands, 
And  marches  forth  the  bold  gigantic  banda, 

Pelion  upon  Ossa  thrown, 
Steep  Olympus  they  inrade, 

Gods  and  giants  tumbie  downf 
And  Mars  is  foiPd  by  Encelade. 

Horror,  ćonfusion,  dreadrul  ire, 
Daggers,  poison,  sword  and  fire, 
To  esectite  the  destra'd  wrath  conspirg. 
The  Furies  loose  their  snaky  rods. 
And  lashboth  men  and  gods« 

Gronu  repeot  tka  last  stanza. 

'    Tken  Symphony  for  iove* 

A  single  toice* 

But  wheti  Love  bids  Discord  cease, 
The  jarring  seeds  unitę  in  peace  ; 
O  the  pleasures  past  expresstng  ! 
O  the  rapture  of  possessing ! 
Melting,  dying,  heavenly  blessing, 
O  the  rapture  of  possessing ! 
Hail  to  Lorę,  and  welcome  joy ! 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy  I 

In  Cyprus  fint  the  god  was  known, 
Then  wandering,  wandering  o*er  themaio, 
He  in  Britaimia  fix'd  his  reignł 

And  in  Oriana'8  eyes  his  throne. 

A  fuli  choru** 

Hail  to  Lorę,  and  welcome  joy  ? 
Hail  to  the  delicious  boy  ! 
See  the  Sun  from  Love  retnrning, 
Love  's  the  flame  in  which  he  fs  burning. 
Hail  to  love,  the  softest  pleasure ; 
Love  and  Beauty  reign  for  ever. 

PANCB. 

Then  to  he  sung  bu   a    thepherdes*  addressing  het- 
*elf  to  Amadis. 

Now  mortal  prepare, 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand ; 
Now  mortal  prepare, 
And  surrender. 

For  Ix>ve  shall  arise. 

Whom  no  power  can  withstand, 
Who  rules  from  the  skies 
To  the  centrę. 

Now  mortal  prepare, 

For  thy  fate  is  at  hand ; 
Now  mortal  prepare, 
And  surrender, 
Chorus  repeatt 
Now  mortal  preparo,  &c. 

During  tka  chorus,  Oriana  appear*  rising  from  im- 
der  the  *taget  rebosed  upon  a  machinę  repretent- 
ing  a  bed  of  foxers.  7nc  choru*  ęndtjd,  skę 
ri*es,  and  comes  farutard. 
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OfcIAtfA. 

In  wbat  enćhanted  regions  am  I  lost 
Am  I  alive  ?  Or  wander  here  a  ghost ? 
Art  thou  too  dead  ? — [Starts  cl  thtsight  ąf  Amadis. 


AMADIS. 

Where-^er  you  are,  the  realms  of  blin must  be; 
I  see  my  goddess,  and  *tis  heaven  to  see. 

[Tkrowing  aicay  kit  sword,  it  seized  andbound. 
Stand  off,  and  give  me  way— 

ORIANA. 

No,  keep  him  there, 
Th'  ungrateful  traitor,  let  him  not  come  mar : 
Convey  the  wretch  where  Sityphus  atones 
For  crimes  enormous,  and  where  Tityus  groans, 
With  robbers,  and  with  murd'rers  let  him  prove 
Immortal  paios— for  he  bas  murdertt  lorę. 


Have  I  done  this  ?■ 


AMADIS. 


OftlAMA. 


Base  and  perfidfoos  man ! 
Let  me  be  heard,  and  answer  if  you  can. 
Was  it  your  love,  when  trembling  by  your  ade 
I  wept,  and  I  implorM,  and  almost  dyM, 
Urging  your  stay :  Was  it  yonr  lorę  tbat  bom 
Your  faithless  vessel  from  the  British  sbore  ) 
What  said  I  not,  upon  the  fatal  night 
When  you  avow'd  yonr  meditated  flight  ? 
Was  it  your  love  that  prompted  you  to  part, 
To  leave  me  dying,  and  to  break  my  heart  ? 
See  whom  you  fled,  inhoman  and  ingrfcte. 
Repent  your  folly— but  repent  too  late. 

AMADI8. 

Mistaken  princess ;  by  the  stars  above, 
The  powers  below,  and  by  immortal  Jovc 
CnwUling  and  compelPd 

OSIANA. 

Unwilling  and  compelVd  !  vain,  vain  pretence 
For  base  neglećt,  and  cold  mdifFerence 
Was  it  your  love,  when  by  those  stars  above, 
Those  powers  below,  and  that  immortal  Jove, 
You  vowłd,  before  the  first  revolving  Moon, 
You  would  return  ?— Did  you  return  ?— The  Sun 
Thrice  round  the  circled  globe  was  seen  to  move, 
You  neither  came,  nor  sent — was  this,  your  love  r 

AMADIS. 

Thrice  has  that  Sun  beheld  me  on  your  coast, 
By  tempest  beaten,  and  in  shipwreeks  lost 

OftlAKA. 

And  yet  you  ehose  those  perils  of  Che  sea, 
Of  rocks,  and  storms— or  any  thlng — but  me. 
The  raging  ocean,  and  the  winter  wind, 
Touch'd  at  my  passkm,  with  my  wishes  joinM, 
No  image,  but  of  certain  feta,  appearil, 
Less  I  your  absenoe,  than  your  danger,  fearM; 
In  vain  they  threaten'd,  and  I  sued  in  vam, 
Morę  deaf  than  storms,  morę  aniel  than  the  main  ; 
No  prayer,  nor  gentle  message  could -prevail 
To  wait  a  calmer  sky,  dr  softer  gale ; 
You  brav'd  the  danger,  and  despisM  the  lorę, 
Nor  death  could  terrify,  nor  passion  move» 

AMADIS. 

Of  our  past  tiyes,  the  pleasnre,  and  the  pata, 
Fix'd  in  my  soul,  for  ever  shall  remem, 


Recall  morę  gently  my  tttHiAppy  state^ 
And  charge  my  crime,  not  on  my  choice,  but 
In  mortai  breast,  surę,  hononr  never  wagtt  ' 
So  dire  a  war,  nor  lorę  morę  flercely  rag*d : 
You  saw  my  torment,  and  you  knew  my  heart, 
Twas  infamy  to  stay,  twa*  death  to  part. 

ORIANA. 

In  vain  you  'd  cover,  with  the  thirst  of  fam*, 
And  honour's  cali,  an  odious  traitort  name : 
Could  honour  such  vile  perfidy  approve  ? 
Is  it  no  honour  to  be  true  to  love  t 
O  Yenus !  parent  of  the  Trojan  race, 
In  Britain  too,  some  remnants  found  a  place  ; 
From  Brute  desoanding  m  a  linę  direct, 
Within  these  veins  thy  favourite  blood  respect j 
Mother  of  Love,  by  men  and  gods  rewerM, 
Confirm  these  vows,  and  let  this  prayer  be  heard, 
The  Briton  to  the  Gani  henceforth  shall  bear 
Immortal  hatred,  and  eternal  war; 
Nor  leagne,  nor  commeree,  let  the  aationa  know* 
But  seeds  of  ererlasting  discord  grow  j 
With  nVe  and  sword  the  faithless  race  porsne, 
This  Tengeanoe  to  my  injur*d  lorę  is  due : 
Rite  from  our  ashet  some  avenging  band, 
To  óurb  their  tyrants,  and  inrade  their  land  ; 
Wares  flgbt  wfeh  wavas,  and  sbores  withahoreaen- 
And  Jot  our  sona  mherit  the  same  ragę.         [gage, 

AMADIS. 

Might  I  be  heard  one  word  in  my  defence— 

OaiAMA. 

No,  not  a  word.    What  specious  forc^d  pretoncw 
Would  you  inrent,  to  gild  a  weak  defence  ? 
To  false  ASneas,  when  twas  giv'n  by  Fate 
To  tread  the  paths  of  death^nd  view  the  Sty gian  State. 
Forsaken  Dido  was  the  first  tbat  stood 
To  strike  bis  eye,  her  boeom  bałh*d  in  blood 
Fresh  from  her  wdund :  pale  horrouT  and  af&igfat 
Seiz'd  the  fake  man,  eonfoonded  at  the  sight, 
Trembling  he  gaz'd,  and  some  ftunt  worda  he*apoke, 
Some  tears  he  shed,  which,  wkh  disdainful  look, 
Unmov'd  she  heard,  and  saw,  nor  heeded  morę 
Than  the  firm  rock,  when  faithless  tempests  roar, 
With  one  last  look,  his  fabeness  she  upbraids, 
Then  sullenly  retires,  and  seeks  eternal  shades. 
Lead  me,  O  lead  me  where  the  błeeding  queen9 
With  just  reproaches  loads  perfidious  men, 
Banish'd  from  joy,  from  empire,  and  from  light, 
In  death  involve  me,  and  In  endless  night. 
But  keep— that  obious  objeot*— from  my  sight. 

Enter  Arcalaus. 

AlCAUto*.    ' 

With  her  last  words,  she  sign^d  his  dying  breatb, 
Convey  him  straight  to  tertures,  and  to  death. 

AMADIS. 

Let  me  nćt-perish  with  a  trattc***  nama, 
Naked,  nnarmM,  and  single  as  I  am  ; 
Loose  this  right  hind    ■ 

ASCAŁAtM. 

Henoe  \o his  sato  the  valiant  boaster  bear. 

[Shth  tmaVr  the  ttttge  triłh  Aas> 

Fot  him,  let  our  mfernal  priest  nrepare 
Their  knhres,  their  coruł,  and  aftars— but  for  her 
Soft  beds,  and  flowery  banka,  and  fragrant  Docrer% 
Musie,  and  songs^^and  alt  those  toejting  powe*m 
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Wtt*ijchLovesteals  on  hearts,  and  tanes  themmd 

Ta  teadetness  and  yielding—*— 

superior  charmi,  enchant-us  to  be  kmd.        [£xt/. 

7&t  acz  conciudet  with  dancing. 


i  rore  the  dear  mań,  wbom  most  my  soul  adores, 
J.ove  should  in  vain  defend  him  with  his  dart, 
Through  all  his  charms  I  M  stab  him  to  the  taear. 

\Exeunt 


ACT  IIL    SCENĘ  I. 
Al  Ciii  ui  and  Arcabon,  sueJmg . 

AECAIAUS. 

Wiłcomb  *s  after  darkness  chearful  tight, 
Orto  the  weary  wandeier  downy  night: 
Smilc,  snile  my  Arcabon,  for  erer  amile, 
And  with  thy  ^ryest  looks  reward  my  toil, 
That  mOen  air  but  Ul  becomes  thee  now, 
Seat  thou  not  glorious  oonqnest  on  my  brow } 


ABCAMOH. 

Dead,  or  in  chains  ?  be  qmck  in  thy  reply. 

AftCALAUfl. 

He  fires,  my  Arcabon,  but  lives  to  die. 
Thegnawing  rufoire,  and  the  restless  wheel, 
ftsll  be  dehght,  to  what  the  wretch  shall  foeL 

A1CABO*. 

Goddess  of  dire  rerenge,  Eriimys,  rise, 
With  pleasnre  grace  thy  lipę,  with  joy  thy  eyes ; 
3mfle  kke  the  qneen  of  Lorę,  and  strip  the  rocka 
Ofpeark  and  gema,  to  deck  thy  jetty  locks; 
Wkh  chearful  tanes  dbguise  thy  hoUow  throat, 
ABdenmlate  the  lark  and  lioaefs  notę, 
Łet  Ehryt  sałf  rejoice,  Despair  be  gay, 
f»  Ragę  and  Murder  shall  triumph  to  day.  m 

aacAŁAUt.  w 

Arbę,  O  Ardan,  from  the  hoOow  womb 
Of  Barta,  arise,  bunt  lirom  thy  brazen  tomb, 
Bear  whaesi  to  the  ▼engance  we  prepare, 
Bejotce,  and  rest  lor  ever  roki  of  care. 


SCENĘ  IL 


AECABON. 


Ploto,  anse,  infernal  king,  release 
Thy  tortur'd  siałeś,  and  let  the  damn'd  hare  peace, 
lat  double  all  their  pain*  on  Amadii. 


AfcCALAUf. 


Hoarn  aD  ye  Hearens,  above  yon  azure  plain 
Let  grief  aaound,  and  Uunentation  reign, 
Tae  thimderer  with  tears  bedew  his  sky, 
For  Amadb,  his  champion  's  doom'd  to  die. 

A1CABON. 

Decth  be  my  care ;  for  to  compleat  his  woe, 
The  ibre  shall  perish  by  a  woman'8  blow ; 
Thnseach  by  tnrns  shall  his  dire  row  fulfil, 
Twts  thineto  ranqmsh,  and  łtis  minę  to  kÓl« 

AtCALAVS. 

9o  look'd  Medea,  when  her  mai  bride, 
Upoa  her  nnptial  day,  consummg  dyM : 
O  aster  morę  let  lorę  dtsgnise  a  face 
By  isge  adoreM  with  snch  trtumphant 


ABCABOMk 

m  swad  rerenge  mfsrior  joys  ara  lost, 
ind  Lose  Ges  skipwrackM  on  the  stormy  - 

a  raks  all  other  passions  in  my  breaat, 
twsUmgliksatorrent,dn>wnstherest. 
Sbonld  miscmyd  wretch,  whom  most  my  - 
VOLXŁ 


[bors, 
ab- 


Enter  CeKus,  Constantius,  Lucius  a  Roman,  and 
a  numerou*  attendance  o/Britona. 

KIKO.      ' 

From  contracts  sign'd,  and  articles  agraed, 
With  British  faith  it  suita  not  to  recede  : 
How  may  the  world  interpret  such  neglect, 
And  on  her  beauty,  or  her  famę,  reflect  ? 
Roman,  cowkłer  well  what  coorse  you  run, 
Resolre  to  be  my  prisoner,  or  my  son. 
If  this  sounds  rude,  then  know,  we  Britons  slight 
Those  supple  arts  which  foreigners  delight, 
Nor  stand  on  forms  to  vindicate  our  right. 

[Exit  King  and  atteniants. 

ŁDCIUS. 

Happy  extremity !  now,  prince,  be  blest, 
Of  all  you  love,  and  all' you  wiah  possest ; 
No  censure  you  incur,  cons£rain'd  to  choóse, 
Possest  at  once  of  pleasure,  and  eacuse.   - 

cokstaktujs. 

If  for  myself  alone  I  would  possess, 
.Twere  sensual  joy,  and  brutal  happtness. 
When  most  we  lorę,  embraciog  and  embracM, 
The  particie  sublime  of  bliss  is  p!ac'd 
In  raptures,  that  we  feel  the  ravish'd  charmertaste. 
Oriana,  no— though  certain  death  it  be, 
I  '11  keep  my  word — 1 11  die,  or  set  thee  free. 
Hastę,  Lucius,  hastę,  sound  loud  our  trumpets,  cali 
Our  guard  to  arms,  thougb  fow,  they  're  Romans 
Now  tremble,  savage  king,  a  Roman  hand        [all.  , 
Shall  ne'er  be  bound,  that  can  a  swoni  command. 

At  they  go  of,  re-cnter  king   Celiut,  ałtendtd  at 

KINO. 

Not  to  be  found  !  she  must,  she  shall  be  found ; 
Disperse  out  parties,  search  our  kingdoms  round } 
Follow  Constantius,  seize  him,  torturę,  kill ; 
Traitor !  what  vengeance  I  can  have,  I  will. 
Well  hare  thy  gods,  O  Romę !  secur^d  thy  peace, 
Planted  bebind  ao  many  lands  and  seas, 
Or  thou  shouldst  feel  me,  city;  in  thy  fali, 
Morę  dreadful  than  the  Samnite,  or  the  Oaul. 
But  to  supply  and  recompence  this  want, 
Hear,  O  ye  guardians  of  our  isle,  and  grant 
That  wrath  may  rise,  and  strife  immortal  come 
Betwist  the  gods  of  Britain,  and  of  Borne, 

[Eztunl. 


SCENĘ  IIL 


The  Scena  changu  to  a  tcene  of  tomki  ttnddungćont, 
men  and  women  ckained  in  rorat t  obpotiie  to  one 
another.  In  the  front  of  the  ceptnet,  Florestan 
and  Corisanda.  A  magnificent  monument  erected 
to  the  memory  of  Ardan,  with  thit  bueripóen  ra 
large  letteit  ąf  gold : 

aaraMos  is  tow'd,  hjlst  «uirr,  oentłe  shads, 
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A  guard  of  demom.    PUunthe  musie. 

'To  be  sung  by  a  copthe  king, 

Look  down,  ya  powers,  look  down, 
'  And  cast  a  pitying  eye 
Upon  a  monarch's  mitery. 
Look  down,  look  down. 
Arange,  arange,  avenge 
Afironted  majesty. 
1,  who  but  now  on  thrones  of  gold, 
Gave  lawi  to  kingdotns  uncontrouTd, 
To  empire  bora, 
From  empire  torn, 
A  wretched  slave, 
A  wretched  slave, 
Am  now  of  slares  the  coora. 
Alas !  the  smiles  of  Fortune  prawe 
Ab  variahłe,  u  women,s  lorę. 

By  a  eapthe  lover* 

The  happiest  mortals  once  were  we, 

I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  mej 

Each  desirous  of  the  Messing, 

Nothing  wanting  but  posseseing ; 

I  lov'd  Myra,  Myra  me, 

The  happtest  mortals  once  were  we. 

But  lince  cruel  Fatet  dJssevoi, 

Tom  from  lorę,  and  tom  for  ever, 
Tortures  end  me,    , 
Death  befriend  me : 
Of  all  pains,  the  greatest  pain, 
Is  to  Jove,  and  lorę  in  vain. 

By  a  eeptne  liber tine. 

Plague  ut  not  with  kile  stories, 
Whmmg  kwes,  and  senseless  gtories ; 
What  are  loven,  what  ara  kingi  ? 
What  at  beat  but  starań  thinga. 

Free  I  liv'd,  as  Natura  madę  me, 
No  proud  beauty  durst  inTade  me, 
No  rebellious  słałeś  betraytt  me, 
Free  I  hVd,  as  Naturę  madę  me. 

Each  by  tnrns,  as  sense  itisptr'd  me, 
Bacchus,  Ceres,  Venus,  fir'd  me  ; 
I  alone  have  lost  trne  pleasnre ; 
Freedom  is  the  only  treasure. 

Chorus  of  demom. 

Cease,  ye  siares,  your  fruitless  griering, 
No,  no, 

The  powers-below 

No  pity  know  ; 
Cease,  ye  slaves,  your  fruitless  griering. 

A  danee  ąf  demom  intulting  the  prisonert. 

rLoauTAN  to  Corisanda. 

To  taste  of  pain,  and  yet  to  gazę  on  thee, 
To  meet,  and  yet  to  mourn,  but  Ul  agree. 
Weil  may  the  brav*  contend,  the  wńe  contrive, 
In  Tain  against  their  stan  the  destin'd  strhre. 

COftlfANDA. 

So  to  th*  appointed  grove  the  featherM  pair 
Fly  chirping  on,  unmindful  of  the  snare, 
Purauing  love,  and  wing'd  with  araorous  thought, 
The  wanton  couple  in  one  toil  are  caught, 
In  the  same  cage  in  mournful  notes  complain 
Of  the  same  fetę,  and  curae  perfidious  man. 

A  CAPTIYB. 

O  Heatens,  take  pity  of  our  pains, 
Death  is  a  milder  fale  than  chaina, 


A  fionrish  of  tmtmmenss  ej  horrowr.  Arcnbon  ele* 
tcends  ta  a  chariot  drawn  tkrough  the  air  by  dra- 
gom, guarded  by  infernoi  tpirite.  SheaUghts  ani 
comes  forward,  armad  with  a  dagger  in  kor 
hond. 

A1CASOK. 

Your  vowa  nawe  reach'd  the  gods,  your  cham* 
Hare  the  same  datę  [and  breath 

Prepare  for  freedom,  for  I  bring  yon  death. 
He  who  sooft  nas  'scaptt  thł  assaults  of  heli, 
Whomyet  no  charms  could  bind,  no  foroe  conli 
By  whom  to  many  bosi  enchanters  foli,        [qnełl, 
Amadis,  Amadis,  this  joyral  day, 
Your  guardian  deky  *s  himself  our  prey. 
From  all  their  dungeons  let  out  capCfoei  come, 
Idle  spectatort  of  their  hero»s  doom. 

Flowish  ąf  loud  tmtruments  of  śnert  sorts,  Othłr 
dungeons  opon,  and  discooer  morę  eepHoeu  Ama- 
dis ehomea  to  on  altar,  infemal  priests  on  aaeh 
tide  of  kim  with  knio.es  up-ltfUd  remdy  for  the 
saajfice.  Arcabon,  adoancing  hastUy  to  stok  kim, 
starte  and  stopi, 

AaCASON. 

Tbou  dyst— What  strange  and  what  rcsiaUesi 
With  secret  foroe,  arrests  my  lifted  arm  ?  [oharm, 
What  art  tbou,  who  with  morę  than  magie  art, 
Dost  make  my  band  unnutbful  to  my  heart  r 

AMADIS. 

One,  who,  disdammg mercy,  suet  to  die; 
I  ask  not  Ufo,  for  life  were  cruelty. 
Of  all  the  wretched,  tearch  the  worki  around, 
A  morę  unhappy  nerer  can  be  found ; 
Let  kwse  thy  ragę,  like  an  arenging  god, 
Fain  would  my  soul,  encumberłd,  cast  her  load. 

AaCABOK.     [Aside. 

In  erery  linę  and  ieature  of  that  foce, 
The  dear  enchanter  of  my  sonl  I  traoe : 
My  brother !  had  my  fother  too  been  slain, 
The  blood  of  my  whóle  race  should  plead  in  Tam. 
The  ties  of  naturę  do  but  weakly  morę, 
The  strongest  tie  of  naturę,  is  in  love. 

amadis. 

O  Florestan !  I  see  those  chains  with  shame, 
Which  I  could  not  prevent— O  stara  to  Famę  f 
O  Honour  lost  for  erer !  Tbeseus  feU, 
But  Hercules  remain'd  unconquer'd  still, 
And  freed  his  friend— What  man  could  do— I  did, 
Nor  was  I  overpoweTd,  but  betray'<L 
O  my  lov'd  friend !  with  better  grace  we  stood 
In  arms  repellmg  Death,  wading  in  blood 
Torictories;  the  manly  limb  that  trod 
Firm  and  erect,  beneath  a  trenie  load 
Of  ponderous  mail,  these  shameful  boads  disditna, 
And  sinks  beneath  th'  inglorious  weis^it  of  chama. 

PŁOatSTAM. 

Were  shall  tne  brare  and  good  for  refage  ra% 
When  to  be  virtnous,  is  to  be  undone }    . 

ASCASOir. 

He  spoke— and  every  accent  to  my  heart 
Gave  a  fresh  wonnd,  and  was  another  dart : 
Heweepa!  but  redoening  at  the  tearrthat  fail^ 
Is  it  for  these  ?  Be  quick,  and  free  tham  afl. 
Let  every  eaptrra  be  releas»d  from  chains  : 
How  is  H  that  I  lorę,  if  he  complams  l 
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Hance  etery  grief,  and  erery  amóous  care, 
)sjx  with  the  sees  and  winda,  breed  tempests  thete : 
StrikeaH  your  strings,  to  joyful  measures  move, 
Ind  «vcry  Toiee  sound  Iiberty  rad  Lote. 

Ikmrishof  oUthemutk;    the  chabts  at  once  fali 
eg  from  aU  theeapthee.    Arcabon  fimt  Amadis 

SJSfSay* 

Chana  ofaU  the  eepHoet. 
Utarty!  Iiberty! 

A  single  wnee. 

Ani|  arm,  the  ganerons  Britont  ery, 
Łet  u  Uve  ftee,  or  lei  us  die  ; 
Irunapots  sounding,  banners  flying, 
BraTing  tyraotg,  chains  defying, 
Aro,  surm,  tbe  generous  Britons  ery, 
Let  os  Ifre  firce,  or  let  us  diej 
Iiberty!  Liberty! 

Chorus  repeat, 
Liberty!  Iiberty! 

Another  single  wnet* 

Hejppy  »k,  aft  joy*  possessing, 

Cnme  resembłing  Heaven  above, 
Freedom  *tis  tbat  crown*  thy  blessing, 

Land  of  Liberty  and  Love ! 
Wben  thy  nymphs,  to  cure  complaiaing, 

Set  themsefoes  and  lovers  free, 
in  the  bkssing  of  obtaining, 

Ah  !  how  sweet  is  Liberty ! 

Demce  ofcapthes,  expressing  joy  for  Iiberty, 

iieabon  haoing  freed  Amadis,  they  come  forward 
together  ;  the  rest  standmg  in  rows  on  each  side 
qftke  theatre,  boyńng  as  they  aduance. 

ARCABON. 

Wben  ragę,  tikemme,  makes  such  a  sudden  psute, 
Methmlra  *twere  easy  to  dirine  tbe  cause : 
Tbe  dnlkst  warńor,  in  a  ladyłs  face, 
Tbe  Kcret  meaning  of  a  blush  may  tracę, 
Wben  k&ort~breath'd  rigbs,  and  catching  glances, 
Rom  dying  eyes,  rereal  the  kind  intent.  [aent 

Let  Gkry  share,  but  not  possees  you  whole, 
Lave  k  the  darlmg  transport  of  tbe  soul. 

AMADIS. 

The  karda  of  Fate,  who,  ail  our  lots  decree, 
Haie  destm'd  Famę,  no  otber  chance  for  me  ; 
My  mlten  stan  in  tbat  rougb  eircle  move  ; 
Tbe  happy  osriy  are  resenrtł  for  lorę. 

ARCABON. 

The  stais  which  you  reproach,  my  att  can  furce, 
I  caudnect  them  to  a  kmder  course  j 
Trust  to  my  charms,  the  present  time  knprore, 
Sełsct  and  ptcdoua  are  the  hours  of  lorę. 
Pnguarded  sea  the  virgm  treasure  stand; 
CBad  of  the  theft,  to  comt  me  robbert  band  ; 
Bauoar,  hit  wonted  wateh  no  kmgetkeeps, 
Sose  ąukkly,  soldier,  while  the  dragon  sleeps. 

AMADIS. 

Enchantingare  your  looks,  less  magie  lies 
In  your  nsysterions  art,  than  in  your  eyes  $ 
9nchmestżng  łanguage  clakas  a  soft  return, 
Fity  the  hopeless  fKames  in  which  I  buro  $ 
list  bound  ałready,  and  not  free  to  choose, 
Iprae  the  Mmiing  mttd  to  refasc. 


arcabon.    [Aside. 

Those  fbrmal  Iovers  be  for  ever  curst, 
Wbo  fetterM  free-born  Love  with  Honour  first, 
Who  through  fantastic  laws  are  virtue,s  fools. 
And  against  naturę  will  be  slares  to  rules. 
[To  hm.]  Your  captrre  frienus  jbave  freedom  from 

this  hour, 
Rejoice  for  them,  but  for  thyself  much  morę: 
Sublimer  blessings  are  reserv'd  for  thee, 
Wbom  Lows  mvites  to  be  poasessM  of  me. 
Tbe  shipwreck'd  Greekr,  cast  on  jBaWs  sfaore, 
With  trembUng  steps  the  dubious  coast  explore, 
Who  first  arriye,  in  vain  for  pity  plead, 
TranafbrmM  to  beasu,  a  vile  and  monstrous  breed; 
But  wben  Ulysses  with  superior  mein  [queen, 

ApproacbM  the  throne  where  sat  th'  enchantress 
Plea^d  with  a  presence  that  invades  ber  channs, 
She  takes  the  bold  advetrt,rer  in  ber  arms, 
Up  to  ber  bed  she  leads  the  cooqu'ror  on, 
Where  be  enjoys  the  daughter  of  the  Son. 

8ke  leads  Amadis  out.  ftorestan  and  Gorisanda, 
and  the  released  captives  only  remain.  Florestan 
and  Corisanda  run  into  each  other3*  arms.    . 

PŁOBsrrAn. 

In  this  enchanting  eircle  let  me  be, 
For  ever  and  for  erer  bound  to  thee. 

CORISANDA. 

Soul  of  my  soul,  and  charmer  of  my  heart, 
From  these  embraces  let  us  never  part 

FLORBSTAN. 

Never,  O  never—  In  some  safe  retreat, 
Far  from  the  noise  and  tumults  of  the  great, 
Secure  and  happy  on  each  othert  breast, 
WHhin  each  othert  arms  we  '11  erer  restj 
Those  eyes  shall  make  my  days  serene  and  bright, 
These  arms,  tfaus  cireling  round  me,  bkss  the  night 

\Exeunt  Flor.  and  Cor. 

The  remaimng  captwes  espress  their  joy  for  Iiberty 
oy  singmg  and  dancing. 

Chorus  ofall  the  captioes  together. 

To  Fortune  give  immortal  praise, 
Fortune  deposes,  and  can  raise, 
Fortune  the  capoVes  chains  does  break, 
And  brings  despairing  esiles  back  i 
However  Iow  this  hour  we  fali, 
One  lucky  moment  may  mend  all. 

The  aet  conchtdes  with  oariety  ofdances. 


ACT  IV.    SCENĘ  L 
Aicabon  and  Arcalaua, 

ARCAŁAUS. 

Or  women  tyrants  'tis  the  common  dooiB^ 
Each  haughtily  sets  out  in  beauty's  bloom, 
HU,  late  repenting,  to  redeem  the  past, 
You  tura  abanóWd  prostitutes  at  last 

•   ARCAIOK. 

Who  hate  declares,  issiireof  hateagain; 
Ragę  begets  ragę,  dwdam  profokes  dkdain  : 
Why,  why  alas  1  should  lora  less  nmtnąl  prorsa? 
Why  is  not  lorę  returnM  with  eaual  lo?e> 


st 
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AJtCALAtJI. 

ffletsings  wben  cheap,  or  certain,  we  despise; 
From  surę  posseesion  what  desire  can  rise  ? 
Love,  like  ambition,  diet  as  ytis  enjoy'd, 
By  doubt  provok'd,  by  certainty  destroyM. 

ABCABON. 

To  govern  lorę,  alas  l  what  woman  can  ? 
Yet  ti  aa  eaay  prorinoe  for  a  man. 
Why  am  I  then  of  bope  abaneWd  qnlto? 
There  is  a  oure— I  *d  ask  fo—if  I  might. 
Forghre  me,  brother,  if  I  pry  too  far, 
I  **e  lenrntmy  mai «  your  pró*ner  berę; 
If  that  be  tnie    ■■       * 

,   ABCALAUt. 

.  What  thence  would  you  infer  ?  [Sfcrtf/y . 

AaCĄBOM. 

What  bot  Ker  death — Wben  Amadis  is  free 
From  bopes  of  her— there  may  be  bope  for  me. 

ARCALAUf. 

Thou  cloud  to  his  bright  Jono  -Fbol    shall  be 
Who  bat  lor'd  ber,  ever  deseeod  to  thee  ł 

ABCABO*. 

Much  ▼ainer  fbol  art  thou*— — where  are  tbose 
charms 
That  are  to  tempt  a  princess  to  tby  armi  ? 
Tbou  YuJcan  to  Oriana's  Mars 

ABCALAU&. 

But  yet 
Tbis  Vulcan  bas  that  Mars  wfthin  his  net 
Your  boonsel  comes  too  late,  for  tis  decreed, 
To  make  the  woman  surę,  the  man  shall  Meed. 

[Exit  surlily, 

ABCABOtl. 

First perish  thon;  earth,  air,  and  seas,  and  sky, 
Confounded  in  one  heap  of  chaos  lie, 
And  erery  other.living  creature  die. 
I  burn,  I  buta ;  the  storm  that  's  in  my  mind 
Kindles  my  heart,  like  fires  provok'd  by  wind: 
Love  and  resentment,  wishes  and  disdain, 
Blow  all  at  once,  like  winds  that  plough  the  inalh. 
Furiest  Alecto!  aid  my  jost  design : 
Bot  if,  aver*e  to  mercy,  you  decfine 
The  pious  task,  assist  me,  powers  dhine ; 
Just  gods,  and  thou  tbeir  king,  imperial  Jove, 
Strike  whom  you  please,  but  save  the  man  I  lorę. 

[Evit. 


SCENĘ    II. 


Th*  Scenę  ehanges  to  the  representation  of  a  fint 
rarden ;  Oriana  sitting  penshely  in  a  pleatant 
bower  towards  the  tower  end  of  the  scenę.  Soft 
musie  playing.  Ajcalans  enters,  addressingAmsetf 
respeetfuUjf  to  her,  She  rises;  they  adwtnce  slowty 
towards  the  front  of  the  ttage,  seeming  in  mute 
ttUtke        ' 


Arolauf  acnd  Oriana* 


ABCALAUI. 


Of  freedom  lost,  unjustry  you  complain, 
Bom  io  command,  where-e^er  you  come  you  reign ; 
Vq  fetters  here  you  wear,  but  others  bind, 
And  not  a  prison,  bot  an  empire  find. 


OfttAMA. 

Death  I  ejcpect,  and  I  desire  it  to*> 
Tis  all  the  mercy  to  be  wjah'd  from  you. 
To  die,  is  to  be  free:  Ob  let  me  find 
A  speedy  death— that  freedom  would  be  kmd. 

ABCAŁA9S. 

Too  crael  to  sttspect  such  usage  meatit, 
Here  is  no  death,  but  what  your  eyes  presentt 
O  may  they  reign,  tbose  arbtors  of  Fate, 
Immortal,  as  the  Lores  wbich  they  create. 
We  know  the  cause  of  tbis  preposterous  grief, 
And  we  should  pity,  were  there  no  relief: 
One  Wer  lost,  here  you  not  mUUons  morę  ? 
Can  you  complain  of  want,  whom  all  adore  ? 
All  nearts  are  yours;  eren  minę,  that,  nerce  and  free, 
Ranging  at  large,  djsdainM  captrrity, 
Geught  by  your  charms,  the  savage  trembling  bet, 
And.  prostrate  in  his  chara,  for  mercy  dies . 

OBIAtfA. 

Bespect  is  limitod  to  power  alone, 
Beauty  distress'd,  like  lungs  from  empire  thrown, 
Each  insoleat  invades 

How  art  tbou  cbangM !  ah,  wretched  princess !  now, 
Wben  erery  slave  that  lores,  daret  tell  tbee  sor. 

ABCAŁAI7S. 

If  I  do  lorę,  the  fault  is  in  your  eyes, 
Blamethemwnowound,  and  not  your  slare  wtodies: 
If  we  may  lorę,  theh  surę  we  may  declare; 
If  we  may  not,  ab !  why  are  you  so  fahr  ? 
Who  can  unmov'd  bebold  that  heaTenly  foce. 
Tbose  radiant  eyes,  and  that  resistles*  grace  ł 

OBtAMA* 

Pluck  out  these  eyes,  rerenge  thee  on  my  foce, 
Tear  offmy  cheeks,  and  root  up  erery  grace, 
Disfigure,  kill  me,  kill  me  instantly : 
Thus  may*8t  thou  free  thyself  at  once.  and  me. 

ABĆAŁAtl. 

•    Soch  strange  rommands  *twere  impious  to  obey. 
I  would  rerenge  myself  a  gentler  way. 

[Ofering  to  tahe  her  hand,  she  snatekes  it 
avcay  disdainfully. 

*  ORIANA. 

Some  wbirlwind  bear  me  from  this  odious  place. 
Earth  open  wide,  and  bury  my  disgrace ; 
Sarę  me,  ye  powers,  from  riolence  and  shame, 
Assist  my  Tirtue,  and  protect  my  famę. 

arcalaos.      [Aside, 

Love,  with  submission,  first  begins  in  course^ 
But  wben  that  falls,  a  surę  reserve  b  forcer 
The  njeest  dames  who  our  embraces  shun, 
Wait  only  a  pretence    and  force  Is  one : 
She  who  througb  frailty  yields,  disnonom*  galns. 
But  she  that  's  forc^d,  her  hmocenoe  setains : 
Debtors  and  aiates  for  fatours  they  bestow, 
Invading,  we  are  free,  and  nothing  owe. 
No  ties  of  love  or  gratitułe  oonstram. 
But  as  we  like,  we  leave— or  come  agam. 

It  shall  be  so. r- 

[To  her.]  Since  softer  arguments hateproydsoTtią, 
Fotce  is  the  last,  resist  it  if  you  can. 

[He  seizes  her,  she  breolsfrm  km. 

OaiAMA* 

Help— help— ye  GodjJ 
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Who  with  such  courage  can  resist  desire, 
•Witb  what  a  ragę  ahe  Ml,  Icroe  when  raptures  fire ! 
BehoM  m  chains  your  Yanqnish'd  minion  lies, 
And  if  for  notbing  bat  this  scorn,  he  diet. 

Amadis  &seovered  in  cham.  Ąrcalaus  adoancing 
to  stab  him,  Arcabon  enters  in  tke  instant  and 
efers  to  stab  Oriana. 

arcabon. 

Strike  boklly,  munTrcr,  strike  him  to  the  ground, 
While  thos  my  dagger  answers  evcry  wound. 
By  what  new  magie  is  thy  vengeance  charm'd  ? 
Trembles  thy  hand  before  a  man  unarm'd  ? 

ORIANA. 

Strike,  my  deUrerer,  tka  rnendly  stroke, 
I  saun  thee  not,  but  rather  would  protoke: 
Doath  to  the  wretebed  is  ao  end  of  care, 
Bot  yet,  methinks,  he  might  that  victim,  spare. 

[Pointing  to  Amadis, 

•  AMADIf.- 

Barst,  burst  these  chains :  justgods,  can  you  look 
down, 
Od  socŁ  distress,  like  idle  lookers-on  ? 
My  toni,  tfll  now,  no  dangers  could  affright, 
Bot  trembles  like  a  cowardl,  at  this  sight. 

ARCABON. 

So  passymate  !  but  I  'U  rerenge  it  berę- 

ĄRCALAUS. 

HoW,  Fury— -or  I  strike  a9  bom* — forbeai 

Arcabon  offering  to  stab  Oriana,  Ąrcalaus  does  tka 
same  ta  Amadia ;  both  -xrth-kold  tłieir  blow. 

Tmmpets,  kettle-drums,  and  warHke  instruments  of 
ąii  kinds,  resound  from  «//  parts  of  tke  theatre. 
Urganda  enters  hastily  tcith  a  numerom  train. 
Aicaiaos  and  Arcabon  surprised,  retire  to  tke  oppo- 
iite  side  of  the  stage.  • 

URGANDA. 

Toarms,  to  arms,  ye  spirits  of  the  air, 
Ye  guardiaos  of  the  brave,  and  of  tbe  fair, 
letre  your  bright  mansions,  and  in  anns  appear. 

Warlike  musie  soundj  a  charge  i  Spirits  descend*in 
■  eiouds  i  sjnnię  continue  in  the  air  płaying  upon  in- 
strument* of  icar,  others  remain  ranged  tn  order 
efbattle  ;  others  descend  upon  the  stuge,  ranging 
tkemsekes  by  Amadis,  tekom  Urganda  frees,  gbting 
Jam  a  mord.     Oriana  likewise  itfreed. 

ARCAJOtf. 

fty  <saick,  ye  demons,  finom  your  Maofc  abodes, 
And  try  another  oombat  with  tbe  gods ; 
Hue  fires,  and  pestflentiaJ  fumes  anse, 
Aad  flaming  fountains  spont  againtt  the  skies ; 
Prom  tbeir  broad  roots  these  oaks  and  .cedars  tear, 
Barn  like  my  love,  and  ragę  like  my  despair. 

Tntmpets  sound  on  Arcabon1!  side,  u-hich*  are  em- 
swered  on  UrgandV«.  Tke  grooe  appeart  in  an 
imtant  ail  ma  famę  z  fountains  ftom  helów  cast 
upfre  as  in  spouts  ;  a  rain  cf  fire  from  abwe  : 
tke  sin  darkened ;  demons  ranga  themsehes  on 
tke  stage  bu  Ąrcalaus  and  Arcabon ;  other  de- 
monsface  Urganda ;  spirits  m  the  air  ;  martial 
nstrumentesoundmg  from  aU parte  of  thetheafre; 
Aicalata  advanees  before  hu  party,  tsitk  hk  sword 
dresm,  to  Amadis. 


Lei  Heaven  and  Heli  stand  neuter,  while  we  try, 
On  equal  terms,  which  of  us  two  shall  die. 

Ąrcalaus  and  Amadis  engage  at  tke  head  of  tkeir 
partie s  ;  a  Jigkt  at  tke  same  time  in  tke  air,  and 
rtpon  the  stage;  all  sorts  of  loutf  instrument*  sound- 
ing  ;  Ąrcalaus  falls  ;  the  demons,  somefiy  ateau 
tkrough  tke  airM  others  sini  under-ground,  vqith_ 
korrible  cries, 

URGANDA. 

Sound  tunes  of  triumph,  al!  ye  winds,  and  bear 
Your  notes  aloft,  that  Heaven  and  Earth  may  beat ; 
And  thou,  O  Sun  *  shine  out  serene  and  gayt 
And  bright,  as  when  the  giadts  lost  the  day. 

.  •         * 

Tunes  of  triumph ;  the  tka  clears  ;  thegfooe  rehtms 

.  to  itsfirst  prospecL    A  iarge  balloffre  refruenU 

ing  the  figurę  of  the  Sun  descends  gradueM*  to  the 

stage ;  Ąmadis  approaching  Oriana  respectfuliy  ; 

Arcabon  stands  tuuen  and  obseroing. 

AKA3>u\      [To  Oriana* 

While  Amadis  Oriantfs  love  possest, 
Secure  of  empire  in  that  beauteous  breast, 
Not  Jove,  the  king  of  gods,  like  Amadis  was  blest. 

ORIANA. 

While  to  Oriana  Amadis  was  twe, 
Nor  wandering  flames  to  distant  climates  drew, 
No  hearen,  but  oniy  lovc,  the  pleasM  Oriana  knew. 

AM  A  DiS. 

That  heaven  of  lorę,  alas !  is  mirtę  no  morę, 
Rraving  those  powers  by  whom  she  falsely  swore^ 
She  to  Constantius  would  those  charms  resign, 
If  oaths  could  bind,  that  should  be  only  mme. 

ORIANA, 

With  a  feign'd  falsehood  you  'd  evade  your  pa^t 
Of  guilt,  andrax  a  tender  faithful  heart : 
While  by  such  ways  you  'd  hidc  a  conscious  ffamt, 
The  only  virtue  you  have  leit,  is  shame. 

[Turning  disdainfuUy  from  kim, 

amadis.      [Approaching  tenderhf. 

But  should  this  injur^d  vassal  you  suspect 
Prove  true — Ab  !  what  return  might  he  expect 

oriana.  [Returning  to  khn  with 
an  air  of  tenderness, 

Though  brave  Constanaus  charms  with  erery  art, 
That  can  entioe  a  tender  virgin's  heart, 
Whether  he  shines  fur  glory,  or  delight, 
To  tempt  ambition,  or  enchanjt  the  sight, 
Werę  Amadis  restor'd  to  my  esteem, 
I  would  reject  a  deity — for  him,  • 

AMADIS. 

.  Though  folse  as  walery  bubbles  blownby 
Fixt  in  my  soul,  and  rooted  in  my  mind, 
I  love  Oriai»a,  ćai^hless  and  unkind. 
O  were  she  kind,  and  faithfo),  as  sbe  *s  fair ! 
For  ber  alone  I  M  live— and  die  for  ner. 


UROAHDA. 


ufl 


Utl 

Adjoum  these  murmurs  of  returaing  lorę, 
And  from  this  scenę  of  ragę  and  fiste  remc*e. 

[Tb  Arcabon, 
Thy  empire,  Arcabon,  concludes  this  hour, 
hort  is  the  datc  of  mil  flsgitious  power : 
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Spar'd  be  thy  life,  that  thou  mayte  lmng  bear 
The  torments  of  the  damnM  in  thy  despair. 

[To  Oriana  and  Amadia, 
Where  zephyrs  only  breathe  m  myrtle  gro*ej, 
There  will  I  lead  you  to  debatę  your  lores. 

The  machinę  representhtg  the  figurę  of  the  Sun 
opent  and  appears  to  be  a  ckariot  refulgent  with 
Taysy  magn{ficentlu  gilt  and  adetned,  ttiłk  convc~ 
nient  teats,  to  whick  Urganda  eondueU  Oriana ; 
Amadisfollowing,  Arcabon  ttopt  kim  by  the  robę* 


aucaion. 


smile, 


What,  not  one  look  ?  not  one 
To  thank  me  for  your  life  ?  or  to  beguile 
Despair  ?  Cold  and  ungraterol  as  thou  art, 
Hence  from  my  sight  for  ever,  and  my  heart. 

[Letting  go  her  hołd  with  on  ąhr  ofcontempU 

Back.  soldier,  to  the  camp,  thy  proper  sphere, 
Stick  to  thy  trade,  duli  hero,  follow  war; 
Useless,  to  women— thou  merę  image,  meant 
To  raise  desire— and  then  to  disappoint. 

Amadis  taket  hit  place  in  Urganda'/  chariot,  which 
rises  gradually  in  the  air,  not  guUe  disappearing 
till  the  close  qf  Arcabon'*  speech, 

80  ready  to  be  gone— — Barbarian,  stay. 

He  's  gone,  and  love  return*,  and  pride  gires  way. 

0  stay,  come  back Horrour  and  Heli  f  I  bura ! 

1  ragę !  I  rave !  I  die  ! Return,  return ! 

Eternal  racks  my  toiturM  basom  tear, 
Vultures  with  endless  pangs  are  gnawjng  there  ; 
Fury  I  Distraction— — I  am  all  despair. 
Burning  with  love,  may'st  thou  ne'er  aim  at  Miss, 
But  thunder  shake  thy  limbs,  and  lightening  Wast 

thy  kiss; 
While  pale,  aghast,  a  spectre  I  stand  by, 
Pleas'd  at  the  terrours  that  distract  thy  joy ! 
Plague  of  my  life  !  thy  impotence  shall  be 
A  curse  to  her,  worse  than  thy  scorn  to  me. 

[EriŁ 

cHoaus. 

First  wice. 

The  battle'8  done, 
Our  wars  are  over, 
.,  The  battie  's  done, 

Łet  laurels  crown 
Whom  rugged  steel  did  corer. 

Second  wice. 

Łet  myrtles  too 

Bring  peace  for  ever, 

Let  myrtles  too 

Adom  the  brow, 

That  bent  beneafh  the  warlike  besver. 

A  fuli  choru*  of  all  the  vokes  and  hutruments. 

Łet  tnimpets  and  tymbals, 
Łet  atabals  and  cymbals, 
Łet  druns  and  hautboys  ghre  o*er  ; 
But  let  fiutes, 
And  let  lutes 
Out  passions  excite 
1Y>  gentter  deligfat, 
And  ereiy  Mars  be  a  lorer. 

Dances,  with  which  the  act  concludes. 


ACT  V.      SCENĘ  L 

Scenę,  Urganda'*  enchanted  palące. 

The  eeenes  are  adomed  and  dvoers\fied  with  the  seve- 
ral  representations  of  the  adoenturee  and  erploils 
ofheroe*  and  heroines :  a  lar ge  piece  facing  the 
fronty  representing  their  apotheoró,  or  recepthm 

Amadis  and  Oriana. 

OftIANA. 

Ik  my  esteem  he  well  deserrec  a  part, 

He  shares  my  praise,  but  you  have  all  my  heart : 

When  eaual  virtues  m  the  scales  are  try'd, 

And  justice  against  neither  can  decide  j 

When  judgment  thus  perptacM,  suspends  the  choicey 

Fancy  must  speak*  and  give  the  casting  Yoiee : 

Much  to  his  love,  mach'  to  his  merifsdoe, 

But  powerful  mclmation  waa  for  you. 

AMADIS. 

Thou  hast  no  eąual,  a  superior  ray 
UnrivaTd  as  the  light  that  raks  the  day. 
Sbould  Famę  soucit  me  with  all  her  charms, 
Not  Mooming  laurels  nor  ▼ictorious  arms 
Sbould  purchase  but  a  grain  of  the  delight, 
A  moment  from  the  raptures  of  this  mght* 

OmiAMA. 

Wrong  not  my  ▼irtue,  to  suppose  mat  I 
Can  grant  to  love,  what  duty  must  deny  ; 
A  taner**  will  is  wanting,  and  my  breast 
Is  ruPd  by  Olory,  tbough  by  Love  possest : 
Ęatherthan  be  anotber'*,  1  would  die  ; 
Nor  can  be  yourt,  till  duty  shall  comply. 

AMADIS. 

,  Hard  rules,  which  thus  the  noblest  Iowa*  eogafe. 
To  wait  the  peeróh  humours  of  old  age  1 
Think  not  the  lawfulness  of  loroe  consists 
In  parents  wilk,  or  in  the  forma  of  priest*$ 
Sucb  are  but  ucens'd  rapes,  which  ▼engeance  draw 
From  Heav'n,  howe'er-approv'd  by  human  law. 
Marriage  tbe  happiest  bond  of  loro  mipht  be, 
If  hands  were  only  jom'd,  when  hearts  agree. 

Enter  Urganda,  Corisanda,  Fiorestan,  and  atiend- 
anls  to  Urganda. 

C1GANDA. 

Herę  faitbful  lover«  to  surę  joys  remore, 
The  soft  retreat  of  Glory  and  of  Love,    , 
By  Fate  prepa^d,  to  crown  the  happy  hours 
Of  mighty  kings,  and  famous  conquerors  ; 
Herę,  gallant  prince,  let  all  your  labours  end  ; 
Before,  I  gave  a  mistresj ;  now,  a  friend  j 
The  greatest  blessings  which  the  gods  oaa  send. 

,    [Presenting 

AMADIS. 

O  Fiorestan !  there  was  but  thus  to  meet» 
Thus  to  embrace,  to  make  my  joys  compteal ; 
The  sight  of  thee  does  such  vast  transporU  breed, 
As  scarce  the  ecstacies  of  love  eaoeed. 

fŁOEBSTAK. 

If  beyond  Iove  or  glory  is  a  taste 
Of  pleasure,  it  is  surę  in  friendship  plac^d. 

oaiAKA. 
My  Corisanda  too !  [Embraang  her. 

Not  fiorestan  could  fly  with  greater  baste 
To  take  thee  in  his  arms   .0  weloomt  tomy  breast, 
As  to  thy  krre^s— 
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«omuAm>A.x 
Q  joy  comptatt  f 

*a*dayl 

Wharem  so  many  frienda  and  kwas  meet. 

FLOanSTAlt. 

Ifce  storat  bfown  orcr,  so  tbe  wanton  doves 
flhske  from  their  plumes  the  rain,  and  seek  tfaa 

grotes, 
Fair  theń-  glad  mates,  and  ooo  eternal  Iwet. 

OFIorestanl  błest  as  thou  dost  deserve, 
lbtfceeme  Fates  are  land,  without  reserve. 
My  joys  are  not  so  fuli ;  thougfa  Łove  woukł  yield, 
Pie«»HonourrtaiidBhi8grouał,awikeep8thenekl; 
Naturo  withni  seducM,  in  main  bernends, 
Wktts  Hononr,  with  his  guard  of  Pride,  defends ; 

0  Natan  !  fani,  and  fiudty  in  thy  rrame, 
*Mn^«*j^g  wishes,  Honour  most  oondemn  $ 
OrOI  too  rigid  Hononr,  thns  to  bind,. 

Wbea  Naturę  prompts,  and  wben  Desire  is  kind. 

Bader  AacASOM  amducłmg  Co*stahtivs,  ker  gar- 
mentt  iome,  and  kar  diskeoelled,  seeming  Jrantic. 
CoMTAirrrut  ta  deep  mourmng, 

arcabon. 

llnlUanaiHMthe  place:  fis  magie  ground, 
Hid  by  encbantment,  by  enchantment  fbund. 
Behokf  them  at  our  view  dissofre  in  fear, 
Two  armies,  are  two  torers  in  despeir ; 
Proeeed,  be  boki,  and,  aoorning  to  entreat, 
ThmkaUherrtragglin^fWgTiM,hercrie8deceit; 
K3I  han,  and  raróh  ber— lor  so  would  I, 
Were  I  a  man— or  ratber  lat  both  die. 
The  rape  may  ptease— — 
Bach  was  disaanVd ;  to  equal  ragę  resign 
Thy  heart*  and  łet  i»  bnna-  and  Was*  iifce  nńna 
lii  sweet  to  kwre.  bot  when  with  scorn  we  meet, 
KtSfiugn  snpjpttef  %hte  loss  with  joys  as  great. 

A  ckaritś  doceni*  iwtflkf,  btfo  wkich  ehe  entert  at 
tke  Jelłommg  linae. 

Cp  to  th'  etherial  Heavens,  where  gods  reside, 
lo !  thus  I  fly,  to  thundei  on  thy  side. 

Adaptf  tkunder.    Tke  ckaridt  mannit  in  tke  <wrt 
and  wmiskes  wHk  ker* ' 

COHSTAMTIUS. 

fły  where  thou  wiłt,  bot  not  to  btest  abodes, 
Far  sare,  where-eY  thoo  art,  there  are  no  gods. 
[Addressmg  tumeetyto  Oriana. 

1  come  not  here  an  object  to  affińght,' 
Or  to  makat,  bot  add  to  your  dehght 
Behold  a  prince  eorptring  in  yonr  Tiew, 
Whose  Bet**  a  burthen  to  hhnself,  and  yon. 
Fste  aad  th*  king  all  other  means  ćjeny 

Td  set  you  ftea,  bot  that  Gonstantias  die, 
A  Roman  ann  hnd  play*d  a  Roman  part, 
Bat  tis  preyented  by  my  breaking  heart ; 
I  thsnk  ye,  godaj  nw  think  my  doom  sereiw, 
ieagmog  tife,  on  any  terma,  for  han 

UftCANBlA. 

_         t 

W%at  cryel  destmy  on  Beanty  waim, 
Wheń  otf  one  face  dependa  so  many  mtes  I 

cowtTAirnus. 

smke  room,  ye  Decii,  whose  desoted  breath 
Secafd  your  country'*  happmeat  by  death  \ 


I  oome  a  saerifice  no  less  renownU, 
The  canse  as  glorious,  and  as  surę  the  wound. 
OLorel  withall  tby  Bweetslet-herbeblest, 
Thy  reign  be  gentle  in  that  beameoos  breast 
Though  thy  malignant  beams,  with  deadly  fórce, 
Have  8Corch'd  my  joys,  and  in  their  banefbi  coorse 
WitherM  each  plant,  and  dry'd  up  every  soorce; 
Ah!  to  Oriana  shine  less  fttal  brigbt, 
Cherish  ber  heart,  and  nonrish  her  delight, 
Restrain  each  cruel  mflnence  that  destroys, 
Bless  all  her  days,  and  ripen  all  het  joys* 

Oriana  weept,  andsJtewsconcern-,  Am&titaddresting 
fdnue\f  to  Constantitts. 

AMADIS. 

Were  Fortune  us*d  to  smile  upon  desart, 
Love  had  been  yours,  todiehadbeenmy  part: 
Thns  Fiata  divides  the  prize;  thongh  Beautyłs  minę, 
Yet  Famę,  our  other  mistress,  is  mora  thme. 

[Gonstantras  lociting  tternfy  upon  kim. 
Diadain  not,  gallant  prince,  a  rival'8  praise, 
Whom  yonr  high  worth  thus  humbles  to  confess 
In  every  thing  but  love,  he  merita  lem. 

COMSTAMTIUS. 

Art  thon  that  rWalthen?  O  killing  shame  ! 
And  has  he  viewfd  me  thus,  so  weak,  so  tamę? 
Like  a  scorn'd  captiye  prostrate  at  his  side, 
To  grace  his  triumph,  and  delight  his  pride  ? 
O  'tis  too  much !  and  Naturę  in  diadain 
Turns  back  from  death,  and,  flring  every  vein, 
Rcddens  with  ragę,  and  kindles  life  again. 
Be,  firm  my  soul,  qaick  from  this  scenę  remore, 
Or  madness  else  may  be  too  strong  ibr  love. 
Spent  as  I  am,  and  wearied  with  the  weight 
Of  burthening  life— I  could  revene  my  fetę. 
Thus  planted— stand  thy  eyerlasting  bar 

Sietes  atm,  holding  a  dagger  at  his  breast;  Ama- 
dis  does  tke  same,  each  holding  a  dagger  ready  to 
strike. 

But  ibr  Oriana'8  sake  tis  better  here. 

Stabs  himself;  Amadis  łhrotcs  away  his  dagger,  ano* 
supports  kim:  thcf  mil  kelp. 

ORIANA. 

Live,  generous  prince,  suchtfrtuene>er8houlddie. 

constajitius* 

I  've  liv'd  enough,  of  all  I  wish,  possest, 
If  dying— I  may  leave  Oriana  blest 
The  last  warm  drop  forsakes  my  bleeding  heart ; 
O  ljove  1  how  surę  a  murderer  thou  art.       [Dies. 

obiaha.       [Weeping. 

There  breaks  the  noblest  heart  that  *  ver  bnrn'd 
In  flames  of  love,  for  ever  to  be  mournM. 

AMADIS. 

Lavish  to  him,  you  wrong  an  eonal  flame ; 
Had  he*been  lov'd,  my  heart  had  done  the  same. 

słorsstak. 

O  emperor !  all  ages  must  ągree, 
Such,  but  morę  happy,  should  all  lovers  be. 

uroakda.      [To  Oriana* 

No  foyer  now  throughont  the  worki  remaina, 
But  Amadis,  deseiring  of  yonr  chains. 
Remore  that  moarnrol  object  from  thesigfat 

[Carry  eff  tke  body 
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Era  yon  bright  beams  art  shadow>d  o'er  with  night, 
The  stubborniking  shall  ticense  your  dełigfct ; 
The  toreb,  already  bright  with  nuptial  fire, 
Shall  bring  you  to  the  bridegrootn  yon  desire ; 
And  Honour,  whieh  so  long  has  kept  in  doubt, 
Be  better  pleasU  to  yieki,  tban  to  hołd  out 

Flourish  of  all  the  muńe.  The  ttage  fili*  with 
singera  and  dmncert,  in  the  habit*  ąf  heroet  and 
heroinę*. 

Urganda  eondnete  Amadis,  Oriana,  bKc.  to  a  tent 
during  thefoltowing  entertainment. 

Fint  cofce. 

Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room ; 

Sound  the  trumpet  and  dram ; 
A  mirer  than  Venus  prepares 
To  encounter  a  greater  than  Mars. 
The  gods,  of  desire,  take  part  hi  the  fray, 
And  Loro  sita  like  Jore  to  decide  the  great  day. 
Make  room  for  the  combat,  make  room ; 
>    Sonnd  the  trumpet  and  drum. 

Second  wice. 

Give  tbe  word  to  begin, 

Let  tbe  oombatants  m, 
The  challenger  enten  all  gloriom; 

But  Lorę  has  decreed 

Thoogh  Beauty  may  bleed, 
Yet  Beauty  shall  stiU  be  Yictorious. 

CHOKUS. 

Make  room  for  the  combat*  make  room; 
Sound  the  trumpet  and  drom. 

» 

Berę  two  partie*  enier  front  the  oppotite  tides  of  the 
theatre,  armtd  at  all  point*,  marching  in  warlihę 
order.  And  then  dance  teteral  Pyrric  or  martial 
dtrntes,  with  twords  and  buekler* ;  whieh  ended, 
the  tingert  again  adoance. 

To  be  tung. 

Help !  help !  th'  unpractis'd  conqu'ror  cries ; 
Hefaints,  hefalls;  help!  help!  Ahme!  he  diet: 

Gently  she  trles  to  raise  his  head 

And  weeps,  alas !  tothink  him  dead. 

Sound,  sound  a  charge— tb  war  again ; 

Again  he  fights,  again  is  slain ;  • 

Again,  again,  help  !  help  !  sbe  cries 
He  mmts,  he  nlls,  help !  help !  Ah  me !  he  dies. 

Dance  of  heroet  and  heroinę*. 

Then  tingert  again  comefbrward. 
To  be  tung. 

Happy  pair, 

Free  from  care,  N 

Enjoy  the  blessing 
Of  sweet  possessingi 

Free  from  care* 

Happy  pair. 
•Łofe  ńmting, 
Soulsuniting; 
.  Destring, 

Espiring; 
Enjoy  the  blessing 
Of  sweet  ponseosiug  j 

Free  from  care, 

Happy  pair. 


Anoiher  dance  of  herdet  and  heroinie. 
Then  a   fuli  cboros  of  all  the   voieet  and  bu 

ttrumentu 

Be  trne,  all  ye  lovers,  whate>er  yon  endure ; 
Thougb  crael  the  pain  is,  how  sweet  is  the  cure! 

In  the  houf  of  posseasing, 

So  divine  is  the  blessing, 

That  one  momentfs  obtaining, 

Pays  an  age  of  cumplaioing. 
Be  tnie,  all  ye  lorers,  whate'er  yon  endare ; 
Though  crael  the  pain  is,  how  sweet  is  tbe  cure  l 

Herę  foltowt  tarieły  of  dance*,  with  whieh  the  en- 
tertainment  conduding,  Amadis,  Oriana,  #c.  rip 
and  comeforward. 

AMADIS. 

So  Pbosbus  mounts  triomphaat  m  the  shiat, 
The  clouds  disperse,  and  s^óomy  horrourfltes;     ' 
Darkness  git  es  place  to  the  rictorioos  hght, 
And  all  around  is  gay,  and  all  around  is  bright 

Ol  UH  A. 

uvx  piesenc  joys  are  sweecer  for  pas* 
To  Law  and  Hea*an,  by  anflering  we 

UlGANDA. 

Whate'er  tbe  ▼irtuous  and  the  jnat 
Slow  the  reward  may  be,  bot  ałways 


A  triumphant  fiouruh  of  all  the  intłrumSĘŚtg 
whieh  the  plan  canfludau 


EPILOCWE, 

•Y  THB 


tiOHT  notrowmABŁa  jonttt  abdisok,  asa; 


Whbm  Orpheus  tvn'd  his  pipę         .  . 
Rirers  forgot  to  run,  and  wind*  to  Mow ; 
While  list^smg  Ibresm  oovfjr*e%  as  he  pm/4, 
Tbe  soft  mnsiciaa  in  a  moring  shade. 
That  this  night*s  strains  the  same  anccei 
The  force  of  magie  b  to  beauty  jom'd : 
Where  soundmg  strings,  and  artful  toioai  M, 
The  charming  rod,  and  mutta^d  apells  preniL 
Let  sagę  Uecakaa  wave  the  circling  wand 
On  barren  mountaiiw,  or  a  waste  of  smnd, 
The  desert  smOes,  the  woods  begin  to  grow, 
The  birds  to  warhle,  and  the  springi  to  Ho** 

The  same  duli  sights  m  the  same  landakip  sjuss, 
Scenes  of  still  life,  and  pointa  for  erer  mrt, 
A  tedious  pleasjare  on  the  mind  bestow,  • 
And  pall  the  sense  with  one  conthraed  show: 
But  as  our  two  magicians  try  their  akOl, 
Tbe  Tision  varies,  tbo'  the  place  stands  still; 
While  the  same  spot  its  gandy  form  renews, 
Shifting  the  prospect  to  a  thonaand  viewa. 
Thus  (without  unity  of  place  transgiess^d) 
Hi'  enchanter  turni  tbe  critic  to  a  jest. 

But  howsoe'er  to  please  3^our  wanó?rmg  eyts, 
Bright  objects  djsappear,  and  brighter  rise : 
There*8  nonę  can  make  amends  for  lost  a^łjght, 
WhOe  from  that  ciretó  »  we  divert  jónilBght. 

i  Thcladief. 


END  OF  LANSDOWKFS  POEM8L 
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LIFE  OF  YALDEN, 


BY  D£.  JOHNSON. 


1  hoMas  Yalden,  tbe  rixtfa  sod  of  Mr.  John  Yalden,  of  Sussex,  was  bora  ip 
thc  city  of  Eseter  in  1671.  Having  been  educated  in  thc  grammar-scbool  beloqging 
to  Magdalen  CoUege  in  Oxford,  he  was  in  1690,  at  tbe  age  of  nioeteen,  admitted  com- 
mooer  of  Magdalen  Hall,  under  tbe  tuition  of  Josiah  Pullen,  a  man  whose  nawe.,  js 
•bil  remembered  in  tbe  nniyersity,  He  became  next  year  one  of  tbe  scholara  qf  Mag- 
dalen College,  where  he  was  distinguished  by  a  lucky  aocident 

It  was  his  tum,  one  day,  to  pronounce  a  declamation ;  and  Dr.  Hough,  tbe  pr$sjdefl|, 
happening  to  attend,  thought  the  composition  too  good  to  be  tbe  speakert.  Some 
thne  after,  the  doctor  finding  him  a  little  irregularly  busy  in  the  library,  set  bim  pn,*?- 
ercise  for  punishment;  and,  that  he  migbt  not  be  decewed  by  any  artifice,  locked  tbe 
door.  Yalden,  as  it  happened,  had  been  lately  reading  on  the  subject.given,*and  pro- 
duced  with  little  difficulty  a  composition  whicb  so  pleased  the  president,  that  he  toM 
him  his  former  snspicions,  and  promised  to  favonr  him. 

Among  his  contemporaries  in  the  college  were  Addison  and  Sacbeverell,  men  wbo 
were  in  those  times  friends,  and  who  both  adopted  Yalden  to  thcir  intimacy.  Yalden 
continued,  throughout  his  life,  to  think  as  probably  he  thought  at  first,  yet  clid  not  for* 
feit  the  friendship  of  Addison. 

When  Namur  was  taken  by  king  William,  Yalden  madę  an  ode.  There  never  was 
any  reign  morę  eelebrated  by  the  poets  than  that  of  William,  who  had  very  little  re- 
gard  for  song  himself,  but  happened  to  employ  ministers,  who  pleased  themseives  with 
the  praise  of  patronage. 

Of  this  ode  mention  is  madę  in  a  humouroos  poem  of  that  time,  caljed  The  Oxford 
Laureat;  iń  whicb,  after  many  claims  had  been  madę  and  rejected,  Yalden  is  repre* 
seated  as  demanding  the  lanrel,  and  as  being  called  to  his  trial,  instead  of  receiving  a 
jewud. 

His  crime  was  for  being  a  felon  in  vene, 

And  presentmg  his  theft  to  the  king ; 
-  The  fint  was  a  trick  not  uncommon  or  watce, 

But  the  last  wu  an  impudetit  thńog :  * 
Yet  what  he  had  stoPn  was  to  little  worth  stfealing, 
-  Tbey  forgara  him  the  damage  and  oost; 
Had  he  ta'en  the  wtote  ode,  as  he  took  łt  piede-BMafiag, 

They  had  fin'd  him  but  ten-pence  at  most 
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DiMODERATE  GRIEF. 


TO  A  TOUHC  LADY  WIDITO. 


AS  OM  tM   IMITATIOM  OF  CASIMI1S. 


Cocld  monrnfal  sighs,  or  floods  of  tears,  prerent 
Hie  Ula,  nnhappy  men  lament : 
Gmld  all  tfae  anguish  of  my  mmd 

tatowe  my  caree,  or  make  bot  Fortune  khftd ; 
Sood  I  >d  tfae  graterol  tribute  pay, 
And  weep  my  tronbled  thoaghta  away :  * 

Tb  wealth  and  pleasure  every  sigh  prefer, 

lad  morę  than  gems  esteem  each  falling  tear. 

IM,  sińce  insulting  carea  ara  most  mdinU 
To  triumph  oter  th'  afflicted  mind  ; 
Snee  eigha  can  yield  ot  no  relief, 

And  tears,  like  fhiitful  showers,  bot  nourish  grief ; 
Then  ceaae,  mir  monrner,  to  complein, 
Norhmsh  soch  brigbt  itreamg  m  vain, 

hA  snU  with  chearral  thonghts  thy  careg  beguile, 

And  tempt  thy  better  fortunes  with  a  amfle. 

ltegenerons  mmd  is  by  ita  sulfcrmgs  known, 
Whicb  no  afHtction  tramplea  down; 
Bot  wben  oppressM  will  upward  move, 
Iparn  down  ita  clog  of  cares,  and  soar  above. 
Tlras  tfae  yonng  royal  eagle  tries 
On  tbe  sun-beams  ms  tender  eyes, 
And,  tf  he  sbrinks  not  at  th*  oflenró  light, 
fkH  then  for  empire  fit,  and  takeshis  saarmgtight, 
Ttangh  cara*  assauh  thy  breast  on  erery  stae, 
Yet  bcawaly  item  tii*  impetnons  tide : 
Ma  tribmary  tears  to  Portnne  pay, 
Mn?  ani  to  asy  loaa  %  notter  day  j 


Bnt  with  kmd  hopes  tupport  thy  mind, 

And  think  thy  better  lot  behind : 
Amidst  afflictions  lot  thy  soul  be  great, 
And  show  then  dartt  deserre  %  better  state. 

Then,  lowely  monrner,  wjpe  those  tears  away, 

And  cares  that  urge  thee  to  decay ; 

like  rayenous  Age  thy  charms  tfaey  waste, 
Wrmkle  thy  youthfal  brow,  and  Uoommg  beaoties 

Bnt  keep  thy  looks  and  mind  serene,     [blast 

Ali  gay  without,  all  ealm  within ; 
For  Fate  ia  aw*d,  and  adrerse  Fortunes  fly 
A  chearral  look,  and  an  unconąnerM  eye. 


HYMN  TO  THE  MORNING. 

IM   rtAISS  OF   ŁIOHT. 

Paibwt  of  Day !  whose  beauteona  beams  of  ligfat 
Spring  from  the  darkaome  womb  of  Nigbt, 
And  midst  their  nathre  horronrs  show, 

like  gema  adorning  of  the  Kegro*s  brow: 
Not  Heav>n*s  mir  bow  can  equal  thee, 
In  all  ita  gandy  drapery ; 

Thon  fint  essay  of  light,  and  pledge  of  day ! 

That  usherto  tn  the  Son,  and  still  preparat  ita  way. 

Rhral  of  Shade,  eternal  spring  of  ligfat ! 
Thon  art  the  genoine  sonrce  of  it : 
From  thy  bright  nnexhaosted  womb, 

The  beauteous  race  of  Days  and  Seasons  come. 
Thy  beauty  ages  cannot  wroug, 
•     Bnt,  spight  of  Time,  thon  'rt  ever  young : 

Thon  art  alone  Heaven's  modest  rirgm  Ligbt, 

Whose  face  a  ve3  of  brashes  hides  from  hnmansighk 

like  some  mir  brlde  thon  risest  from  thy  bed, 
And  dost  aronnd  thy  histre  spread; 
Around  the  umrerse  dispense 

New  lift  to  ally  and  quickening  influence. 
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With  gfoomy  smiles  thy  rhnl  Nlgbt 
Beholds  thy  gloriom  dawn  of  light : 
Npt  nil  the  wealth  she  views  in  mines  below 
Can  match  thy  brighter  beams,  or  eqnal  histre  show. 

Al  thy  approacb,  Kature  erects  her  head, 

The  smiiing  Unirense  is  glad ; 

The  drbwsy  Barth  and  Seas  awake, 
And  from  thy  beams,  new  life  and  vigour  take : 

When  thy  morę  chearfal  rays  appear, 

Ev*n  Guilt  and  women  cease  to  tear : 
Horrour,  Despeir.  and  all  the  sona  of  Night 
Retire  before  thy  beams,  and  take  their  hasty  night : 

To  thee,  the  grateful  East  their  altan  raise, 
"    And  sing  with  early  bymns  thy  praise ; 
Thou  dost  their  happy  soil  bestow, 

Enrtch  the  Heavens  above,  and  Earth  below : 
Thou  risest  in  the  fnrjrant  East, 
Like  the  fair  Phoenbt  from  her  balmy  nest: 

No  altar  of  the  gods  can  equal  thine,         [shrine ! 

The  Air  's  thy  richest  incense,  the  whole  land  thy 

But  yet  thy  fading  glories  soon  decay. 

Thine  's  but  a  momentary  stay ; 

Too  soon  thou  'rt  ravish'd  from  our  sight, 
Borne  down  the  stream  of  dayr  and  overwhelm'd  with 

Thy  beams  to  their  own  ruin  hastę,        [light. 

They  >re  fram'd  too  exquisite  to  lak: 
Thine  is  a  glorious,  but  a  short-liv'd  state. 
Pity  so  fair  a  birth  should  yield  so  soon  to  Fate ! 

Befbre  th>  Almighty  Artist  framd  the  sky, 

Or  gave  the  Jiarg)  its  hannony, 

His  first  command  was  for  thy  light: 
He  view'd  the  lovely  birth,  and  blessed  it: 

In  purple  swaddling-bands  it  struggling  )ay, 

Not  yet  matureiy  bright  for  day : 
Old  Chaos  then  a  cbearful  smile  put  on,  (own 

And,  from  thy  beauteous  form,  did  first  presage  its 

i(  Lat  there  be  light!"  the  great  Creator  sald, 
His  word  the  active  child  obey'd :  * 

Night  did  her  teeming  womb  disclose ; 

And  then  the  bhishing  Mora,  its  brightest  oflspring, 
Awhilc  th*  Almighty  wondering  view'd,  [rosę. 
And  then  himself  pronouncM  it  good : 

"  With  Night,"  saki  hc,  "  dirideth'  imperial  sway; 

Thuu  my  first  labour  art,  and  thou  shalt  bies*  the 
Day ,ł 


UYtoN  TO  DARKNESS. 

Daikneb^Uiou  first  great  parent  of  us  all, 

Thou  art  our  great  original : 

Since  from  thy  unWersal  womb 
Does  all  thou  shad'st  below,  thy  nojnerousoApring, 
come. 

Thy  wondroas  birth  is  ev'n  to  Time  unknown, 
Or,  like  Eternity,  thou  'dst  nonę  ; 
Whilst  Light  did  its  first  being  owe 

Unto  that  awful  shade  it  dares  to  rival  now. 

Say,  in  wbat  distant  region  dost  thou  dwell, 

To  reason  inaocessible  ? 

From  form  and  duller  matter  free, 
Thou  soar'st  abore  the  reach  of  man's  phflosophy. 


Inrolv'd  m  thee,  we  first  recetre  our  breath, 
Thou  art  our  refuge  too  in  death, 
Great  monarchof  the  grave  and  womb,  [comcr 

Wbere-e'er  our  souls  shall  go,  to  thee  our  hodics 

The  silent  Globe  is  struck  with  awfol  fear, 
When  thy  majestic  shades  appear: 
Thou  dost  compose  the  Air  and  Sea, 

And  Earth  a  sabbath  keeps,  sacred  to  Rest  and  thee. 

In  thy  serener  shades  onr  ghosts  delight, 
And  conrt  the  umbrage  of  the  Night; 
In  vaiilts  and  glootny  cates  they  stray, 

Butfly  the  Morning:s  beams,  and  skken  at  the  Day. 

Tbough  solid  bodies  dare  esclude  the  light, 

Nor  will  the  brightest  ray  admit ; 

No  substance  can  thy  force  repel, 
Thou  reign'st  in  depths  below,  dost  in  the  centrę  dwell 

The  sparkling  getns,  and  ore  in  mines  below, 
To  thee  their  beauteous  lustre  owe; 
Tbough  fbrmM  wifiiin  the  womb  of  Night, 

Bright  as  their  sire  they  thine,  with  natireraysoflighL 

When  thou  dost  raise  thy  Tenerable  head, 
And  art  in  genuine  Night  array'd. 
Thy  Negro  beauties  then  delight ;        [bright 

Beauties,  like  polish'djet, 'with  their  own  darknesi 

Thou  dost  thy  smiles  impartially  bestow, 
And  know*st  no  difierence  herc  below : 
All  things  appear  the  same  by  thee, 

Though  Light  distinction  makes,  thou  gi  v'st  eąuality. 

Thou,  Darkness,  art  the  lover»s  land  retreat, 
And  dost  the  nuptial  joys  compleat ; 
Thou  dost  insplre  them  with  thy  shade,  [maki 

6hr*st  vigour  to  the  youth,  and  warm'st  the  yielding 


Calm  as  the  bless'd  above  the  anchorites  dwtU, 
Within  their  peaceful  głoomy  cdL 
Their  minds  with  heavenly  joys  are  fiiIM ; 

The  pleasures  light  dany,  thy  shades  lor  ever 


In  caves  of  Night,  the  oracłes  of  old 

Did  all  their  mysbsries  unfbld : 

Darkness  did  first  Religion  grace, 
Gave  terrours  to  the  God,and  rererence  to  the  płaca. 

When  the  Almighty  did  on  Horeb  stand, 
Thy  shades  enclosM  the  haUowVi*land :  „ 
In  clouds  of  Night  he  was  array'd, 

And  venerable  Darkness  his  parilion  madę. 

When  be  appearM  arm'd  in  bis  power  and  might,  v 
He  veU'd  the  beatific  Light;  N 

When  terrible  with  mąjesty, 

In  tempests  he  gare  laws,  and  dad  himaetf  intfaec 

Ere  the  foundation  of  the  Earth  was  laid, 

Or  brighter  firmament  was  madę ; 

Ere  matter,  time,  or  place,  was  known, 
Thou,  monarch  Darkness,  tway'dst  these  spacions 
realms  alone.  ^ 

But,  now  the  Mooo  (though  s^y  with  borrow^dhgH) 
Imrades  thy  scanty  lot  of  Night, 
Byrebdsubject8*bou>rtbetray'<|, 

The  anarchy  of  Stais  depose  their  inonnrch  Shade.  ' 

Yet  fading  light  its  empire  nratt  resign, 

« And  Nature^s  power  submit  to  thine:  ; 

An  unirersal  ram  shall  CMct  thy  tarwoa,        4 

And  Fatt  Confinn  thy  lHsfdosn  atwimatw  tiry 
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RUMAK  LfFB. 

TO  SB  StOKK*  BY  AM  IMCOBE. 

t 

U   DOTAT101I  OP  *HB    SBCOHD   CHAPTSB  Of  TM 
WUPOM  OT  tOŁOMON. 

TO  THB  LORD  HUNSDON. 

A  P1NDABIC  ODB. 

Tm  will  pennrions  Hearen  uo morę  allow? 

No  morę  on  its  own  darling  Man  bestow } 
bit  for  tlińhe  lord  ofaUaopears, 

And  his  great  Maker>s  image  bears  } 

To  toil  beneath  a  wretched  state, 

OppressM  with  miseries  and  fale; 

Beneath  his  psśnful  burthen  groan, 
Asdin  this  beaten  road  of  life  drudge  on  ! 

Amidet  onr  labonn,  we  potseas 

Ko  kind  allays  of  happiness : 

No  softening  joys  can  cali  onr  own, 

Tb  make  this  bitter  drug  go  down  ; 

Whilst  Death  an  easy  cononest  gains, 
Jad  the  inaatiate  Grare  in  endless  triumph  reigns. 
With  thraes  and  pangs  into  the  world  we  come, 

The  corse  and  burthen  of  the  womb  : 

Nor  wretched  to  ourseWfjs  alone, 
Óur  mothen'  labours  introduce  out  own* 
hcries  and  tears  onr  hdancy  we  warte, 

Those  sad  propbetie  tean,that  flow 

By  mstinct  of  onr  futurę  woe  : 
And  er*n  onr  dawn  of  life  with  sonows  orercast. 

Thna  we  toil  out  a  restless  age, 

Each  hk  lafaorioos  part  nwst  have, 
Down  from  the  monarch  to  the  stare, 
act  eter  this  farceoftife,  then  drop  beneath  the  ttage. 

Rom  onr  fint  drawing  Tital  breath, 

From  onr  fint  starting  from  the  womb, 

Until  we  reach  the  destin'd  tomb, 
We  all  ara  posting  on  to  the  dark  goal  of  death. 
Iife,  like  a  cluod  that  fleets  before  the  wind, 
No  mark,  no  kind  impression,  leaves  behind, 

Tk  scattered  Hke  the  winds  that  bJow, 
Boisterous  as  them,  fuli  as  toconstanttuo,      fgo. 
TJiet  losów  not  wbence  they  eonie,  nor  where  they 

Herę  we^re  detainM  a  while,  and  then 

Become originals  agam: 
Thneahalla  manto  his  fint  setfrestora, 
Jad  make  bimentire  nothing,  all  be  was  before. 
No  part  of  os,  no  remnant,  shall  surma ! 
And  yet  we  hnpwłently  say,  we  lirę  I 
No  f  we  but  ebb  into  oursołves  again, 
Aad  oały  come  to  be,  as  we  had  nerer  been. 

fisy,  learned  Sagę,  thon  that  art  mighty  wise ! 
Unriddle  me  these  mysteries  j 
Whttk  the  soul,  the  rital  beat, 
That  onr  meanframedoes  animateł 
What  k  onr  breath,  the  breath  of  man, 

That  booys  hk  naturę  up,  and  does  e^n  lifesustam? 
Is.it  not  air,  an  empty  fume, 
Afire  that  does  itsetf  consume; 
A  warmth  that  in  a  heart  is  Dred, 

Atunbent  flame  with  beat  and  motkn  fed  ? 
Esthiguish  that,  the  wbole  is  gone, 
Thai  boasted  scenę  of  life  is  done  : 
Away  the  pbantom  takes  its  flight, 
rftoa  toathsome  grare.  and  an  eternaj  night 
TOJUXŁ 


y 


The  sonl  th'  immortal  part  we  boast, 
hi  one  consuming  minutę  'a  lost ; 
To  its  fint  source  it  most  repahr, 
Scatter  with  winds,  and  flow  with  common  air. 
Whilst  the  falPn  body,  by  a  swift  decay, 

Resolres  into  its  nathre  clay : 
For  dust  and  ashes  are  its  second  birthj 
And  that  incorporatestoo  withits  greatparent,  Eartht 

Nor  shall  onr  names  onr  memories  survive, 

Alas,  no  part  of  man  can  live ! 

The  empty  blasts  of  famę  shall  die, 
And  even  those  nothinga  taste  mortality. 
In  vain  to  futurę  ages  we  transmit 
Herok:  acts,  and  monuments  of  wit : 

In  vain  we  dear-booght  honours  leare, 
To  make  our  ashes  gay,  and  rurnish  out  a  grare.  ,. 

Ah,  treacherous  Immortality  ! 

Fortbee  our  stock  of  youth  we  wastev 

And  urge  on  life,  that  ebbs  too  fest, 
To  purchase  thee  with  blood,  the  raliant  fly; 
And,  to  survive  in  famę,  the  great  and  glorious  die. 
Łavish  of  life,  they  sąuander  this  estate, 

And  for  a  poor  reversion  wait : 
Bankrupts  and  mben  to  themselves  they  grow, 
Embttter  wretched  life  with  toils  and  woe,  [how. 
To  hoard  up  endless  famę,  they  know  not  where  or 

Ah,  think,  my  friends,  how  swift  the  minutes  hastę  I 
The  present  day  entirely  is  our  own 
Then  sicze  the  blessing  ere  >tk  gone : 

To-morrow,  fatalsound !  sińce  this  may  be  onr  last, 

Why  do  we  boast  of  years,  and  sum  up  days ! 
Tis  all  imagiuary  space  :' 
To-day,  to-day,  is  our  inheritance, 
TSs  all  penurious  Fata  will  give 
Posterity  '11  to-morrow  IWe,  [hence. 

Our  sonscrowd  on  behind,  onrehildren  dme  uf 
With  garlands  then  yonr  temples  crown, 
And  lie  on  beds  of  roses  down  : 
Beds  of  roses  we^ll  prepare, 
Roses  that  our  emhlems  are  ;  - 

A  while  they  flourish  on  the  bougb, 
And  drink  large  draughts  of  heavenly  dew: 
like  ns  they  smile,  are  young  and  gay, 
And,  like  us  too,  are  tenants  for  a  day,      [away, 

Since  withNightfs  Uasting  breath  they  Tanieli  swift 

Bring  cbeerful  winę,  and  oostly  sweets  prepare  : 
lis  morę  than  frenzy  now  to  spare: 
Łet  cares  and  business  wait  a  while; 
CMd  age  afibrds  a  thinking interral: 
Or,  if  they  must  a  kmger  beannghave, 
Bid  them  attend  below,  adjonrn  into  the  grate. 
Then  gay  and  spnghtly  winę  produce, 
Wines  that  wit  and  mirth  infuse : 
That  feed,  like  cii,  th'  espiring  flame,  [frame. 
Reme  our  drooping  sonls,  andprop  this  tottering 
That,  when  the  graTe  onr  bodies  bas  engross^d, 
When  Tirtues  shall  forgotten  lie, 
With  all  their  boasted  piety, 
Honours  and  titles,  like  oorselm,  be  lost; 
Then  onr  recorded  vice  shall  flourish  on, 
And  our  immortal  riots  be  for  erer  knows* 

This,  this,  is  what  we  onght  to  do, 
The  great  design,  thegrand  affidr  below ! 
Since  bonnteous  Natnre^s  pla^d  our  steward  here, 
Then  man  his  grandenr  shoukł  maintam, 
And  m  esceas  of  pleasure  reign, 
Keep  up  his  chnraoter,  and  lord  of  all  appear. 
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YALDENS  POEMS. 


AGAISST  ESJOYMŹST. 


We  lorę  and  hate,  as  restless  monarchs  fight, 

Who  bolały  dare  inrade  anothert  right : 

Yet,  when  through  all  tbedangerous  toilsthey  *ve  run, 

Ignobły  quit  the  conąuests  they  have  won ;     

Thosecharmmg  hopes,  that  madethem  ▼aliant  grow, 
Pall'd  with  enjoyment,  make  them  cowards  now. 

Our  passions  only  form  aur  happiness, 
Hopes  tfill  enlarge,  as  fears  contract  it  less : 
Hope  with  a  gaudy  prospect  feeds  the  eye, 
Sooths  ereiy  sense,  does  with  each  wish  oomply ; 
But  fmlse  Enjoyment  the  kind  guide  destroys, 
We  lose  the  pastton  in  the  treacberous  joys. 
Iike  the  gay  silk-worm,  when  it  pleases  most, 
In  that  ungratefcri  web  it  spun>  His  lost 

Fruition  only  cloys  the  appetite  ; 
Morę  does  the  cooąuest,  thari  the  pite  delight : 
One  wtóry  gahfd,  another  fills  the  mind, 
Onr  restiesi  wishes  cannot  be  confin'd. 
Iike  boisterous  waves,  no  settled  bounds  tbey  know, 
FhrM  at  no  point,  bot  always  ebb  or  fiowi 

Who  most  espects,  enjoys  tfee  pleasure  most, 
Tb  rabM  by  wishes,  by  fruition  lost : 
We  're  ćh*tm'd  with  distant  views  of  happiness, 
Bat  near  approaćhes  make  the  prospect  less. 
Wishes,  Iike  painted  landscapes,  best  delight, 
Whflst  distanee  recommends  them  to  the  ńght  i 
PlacM  afer  off,  they  beantiful  appear ; 
But  show  their  coarse  and  nauseous  coloars,  near» 

Thus  the  iam'd  Midas,  when  he  ftmnd  his  storę 
Increasłng  still,  and  wonld  admit  of  morę, 
With  eager  arms  his  swelling  bags  he  press'd ; 
And  expectation  only  madę  him  błess'd  : 
But,  when  a  boupdless  treasure  he  enjoy'd, 
And  every  wish  was  with  fruition  c)oy'd  : 
Then,  damn'd  to  beaps,  and  surfeited  with  ore, 
ijie  curs'd  that  gołd  he  doated  on  before. 


Start  from  thy  lethargy,  thou  arowi}  land* 
Awake,  and  hear  his  dread  command ! 
Thy  black  tempestuous  day  comes  towering  on, 
O  fatal  light  !  O  inauspicions  hour  ! 
Was  erer  sućh  a  day  before ! 
Sostain'dwithblood,  by  marks  of  vengeaaceknown, 
Naturę  shall  from  her  steady  course  ramowe, 
The  welUfortl  Earth  be  from  its  basis  rent, 
ConTulsions  shake  the  firmament ; 
Horrour  seize  all  bełow,  eonfusion  reign  above. 
The  stars  of  Heaven  shall  ńcken  at  the  sight. 
Nor  shall  tbeplanets  yieldtheir  Hght: 
But  from  the  wretcbed  object  fiy, 
And,  Iike  extinguish»d  tapeta,  <roit  the  darkenttskj; 
The  ristng  Sun,  as  he  was  cooscious  too, 
As  he  the  fatal  business  knew, 
A  deep,  a  bloody  red  shall  stain, 
And  at  his  early  dawn  shall  set  m  nightagain. 


THE  CURSE  OF  BABYLOK 

ISAIAB,   CRAP.  SIU.    FARAFHRASfiP. 

A  PtNDARIC  ODE. 

Now  Jet  the  fatal  banner  be  displayU  ! 
Upon  some  lofty  mountain^s  top 
Go  set  the  dreadful  standard  up ! 

And  all  around  the  hills  the  bloody  ugnals  spread. 
For,  lo,  the  numerous  hosts  of  Heaven  appear! 
Th'  embattled  legions  of  the  sky, 
With  all  their  dread  artillery,      #  . 

Draw  forth  in  bright  array,  and  muster  m  the  air. 
Why  do  the  mountams  tremble  with  the  noise, 
And  vallks  echo  back  their  Toice  ? 
The  hills  tumuHuous  grow  and  lond, 

The  hills  that  groan  beneath  the  gatbering  multitude. 
Wide  as  the  poles  of  Heaven's  ertent, 
So  far >* the  dreadful  summons  sent : 
Kingdoms  and  nations  at  his  cali  appear, 

?arev'nthe  Lord  of  Hosts  commands  innemathere. 


Tb  the  destroyingsword  I '  ve  said,  «•  Go  form, 

Go,  ftilly  executemy  wrath ! 
Command  my  hosts,  my  willing  armies  lead; 
For  this  rebellious  land  and  all  therem  shall  bteed.* 
They  shall  not  grieve  me  morę,  nomoretransgress; 

I  will  consume  the  stubborn  race: 
Yetbrotes  and  savages  I  justly  spare; 

Useless  is  all  my  vengeance  tbere; 
Ungrateful  man  's  the  greater  monster  fiu. 
On  guiltless  beasts  I  will  the  land  bestow, 
To  them  th'  inberitanoe  shall  go  ; 
Those  elder  brothers  now  shall  lord  ithere  betowi 
And,  if  some  poor  remains  escape  behmd, 

Some  relics  left  of  lost  mankind ; 
Th'  astonish'd  herds  shall  in  their  cities  ery, 
Whenthey beholda  man, "  Lo,  there  *s  a  prodigy  If 

The  Medes  I  cali  to  my  assistance  berę, 

A  people  that  delight  in  war ! 
A  generous  race  of  men,  a  nation  free 
From  ńckms  ease  and  Perśan  luzury, 
Silver  is  despicable  in  their  eyes,     ' 
Contemn  d  the  useless  metal  lies  •: 
Their  conouermg  iron  tbey  prefer  before 
The  finest  gold,  ev'n  Opbirt  temptmg  ore. 
By  these  the  land  shall  be  aubdued, 
Abroad  their  bows  shall  overcome, 
Their  swords  and  flames  destroy  at  borne  \ 
For  neither  sex  nor  age  shall  be  eoempt  from  bkxA 
The  nobłes  and  the  princesof  thy  state 
Shall  on  the  victor*s  trramphs  wait : 
And  those  that  from  the  battle  fled 
Shall  be,  with  chains  oppres^d,  in  cruel  bondage  1e4 

I  Ml  visit  their  distrew  with  plagues  and  miseries, 
The  throes  that  womens*  labours  wait, 
Gonvu1siye  pangs,  and  bloody  sweat, 
Their  beauty  shall  consume,  and  vłtal  spirits  seize. 
The  ravishłd  virgins  shall  be  borne  away. 
And  their  dishonourM  wives  be  led 
To  the  insulting  rictoes  bed, 
To  brutal  lusts  esposM,  to  fury  left  a  prev. 
Nor  shall  the  teeming  womb  afibrd 
Its  forming  births  a  refoge  from  the  sword; 
The  sword,  that  shall  their  pangs  inerease, 
And  all  the  throes  of  trarail  eurse  with  barrennea^ 
The  infanta  shall  exptre  with  their  first  breath, 

And  only  Uve  in  pangs  of  death  ; 
Live  but  with  early  cries  to  curse  the  light, 
And*  at  the  dawn  of  tife,  set  in  eternal  nigh^ 


EPISTOLARY  ODE. 


V 


frn  Babylon,  adonM  with  every  grace, 

Hie  beauty  of  the  universe  : 
Głoryof  nationsl  the  Chaldaans'  pride, 
And  joy  of  all  thł  admiring  worki  beside : 
Thou,  Babylon  !  before  whose  throne 
The  emphres  of  the  Earth  fali  down ; 
The  prostrate  nations  homage  pay, 
And  vassal  princes  of  the  world  obey  : 
Shałt  in  the  dust  be  trmmpled  k»w  : 
Abject  and  Iow  upon  the  Earth  be  laid, 
And  deep  in  ruins  hide  thy  ignominious  bead. 
Thy  strong  amazing  wałls,  whose  impious  beight 

Tbe  clouds  conceal  finom  human  sight ; 
That  proudry  oow  their  polishM  turrets  rear, 

Which  bright  as  neigbbourmg  start  appear, 
Dimising  glories  round  th*  entighten'd  air, 
b  flames  shałl  flownwards  to  their  centrę  fly, 
And  deep  withintbe  Earth,  as  their  fbundations,  lie. 

Thy  beauteous  palaces  (though  now  thy  pride)  ! 
Shall  be  in  heaps  of  a&het  hid  : 
In  rast  sarprizing  heaps  shall  lie, 
And  ev*n  their  ruina  bear  the  pomp  of  majesty. 
No  bold  inhabitant  shall  dare 
Hiy  ras'd  fbundations  to  repair  : 
Hopitymg  band  exalt  thy  abject  stale-; 
Ko !  to  socceedmg  thnesthou  must  remam 

An  honrid  esemplary  scenę, 
And  lie  from  age  to  age  ruin'd  and  desolate. 
Thy  fali  's  decreed  (amazing  tara  of  fetę !) 
lew  aa  Gomorrah's  wretched  State  : 
Thon,  Babylon,  shah  be  like  Sodom  curst, 
Dtstroytt  by  flames  from  Heaven,  and  thy  morę 
bnrnmg  lust. 
The  day  'a  at  hand,  when  in  thy  fruitrul  soil 
No  labourer  shall  reap,  no  mower  toil : 
His  tent  the  wandering  Arab  shall  not  spread, 

Kor  make  thy  cursed  ground  his  bed  ; 
Thongh  faint  with  trarel,  though  opprest  with 
He  to  bis  drooping  herds  shall  ery  aloud,  [thirst, 
"Taste  not  of  that  embitterM  flood, 
TMtenotEnphrates'  streams,  they łre  poisonous  all, 
and  cursL" 
The  shepherd  to  his  wandering  flocks  shall  say, 

When  o'er  thy  battlements  they  stray, 
When  in  thy  palaces  they  graze, 
*  Aa,  fly,  nnhappy  flocks !  fly  this  iufectious  place." 
Whflst  the  sad  traveller,  that  passes  on, 

Shall  ask,  "  Lo,  where  »  Babylon  ?" 
Aad  when  he  has  thy  smali  remainder  fbund, 
faall  say,  M 1 11  fly  fitom  hence,  tb  surę  aceursed 
ground." 

Tneo  shall  the  sarages  and  beasts  of  prey 
Prom  their  deserted  mountains  hastę  away  ; 
Eyery  obacene  and  Ynlgar  beast 
Shall  be  to  Babylon  a  gnest : 
Hermarbłe  roofs,  and  every  cedar  room, 
i^haD  dem  and  caves  of  state  to  nobler  bnitesbecome, 
Thy  coufts  of  jnstice,  and  tribunals  too, 
(O  irony  to  cali  them  so  1) 
There,  where  the  tyrani  and  oppressor  boro 
The  spoils  of  innocenoe  and  blood  before ; 
There  shsdl  the  wolf  and  savage  tiger  meet, 
Andgnping  Tukure  shall  appear  in  state,  [great 
i  Tnajeahdsof  prey  shall  rule,cnd  ravenous  beasts  be 
Those  uncotTUptod  shall  remain, 
Those  shall  alone  their  genuine  use  retain, 
Aete  Viełence  thaU  thrive,  Bapine  an4  ft»nd  shall 
seign* 


Then  shall  the  melancholy  Satyr*  groan, 
0'er  their  lamented  Babylon  ; 
And  ghosts  that  glide  with  horronr  by, 
To  riew  where  their  unbury'd  bodies  lie, 
With  doleful  cries  shall  fili  the  air,  '• 

And  with  amazement  strike  th'  aJfrighted  traveller» 
There  the  obscener  birds  of  night, 
Birds  that  in  gloomy  shades  delignt, 
Shall  solitude  enjoy,  Kve  undisturbM  by  lighl*    ' 
All  the  Ul  omens  of  the  air 
Shall  scream  their  loud  presages  there. 
But  Iet  them  all  their  dire  predictions  tell, 
Secure  in  ilh,  and  fortifyd  with  woe, 

Heaven  shall  in  vain  Ha  futurę  vengeance  show: 
For  thou  art  bappily  insensible, 

Beneath  the*  reach  of  misenes  fell,        [fean 
Thou  need'st  no  desolation  dread,  no  greater  cursejs 


TO 

MR.  CONGBErE: 
AN  EPISTOLARY  ODE; 

1693. 

OCCAStOKEb  BY   THI   "  OLD  BACH  E  LOR." 

Fam'd  wits  and  beauties  share  this  common  fetę* 
To  stand  expos'd  to  public  love  and  hate, 
In  every  breast  they  different  passions  rajse, 
At  once  our  envy,  and  our  praise. 
For  when,  like  you,  some  noble  youth  appears, 
For  wit  and  humour  fam'd  above  bis  years ; 
Each  emulous  Muse,  that  views  the  laurel  won, 
Must  praise  the  worth  so  much  transcends  their 
own 
And,  while  his  famę  they  enry,  add  to  his  renown. 
But  surę,  like  you,  no  youth  could  please. 
Nor  at  his  first  attempt  boast  sucji  success  : 
Where  all  mankind  have  faiTd,  you  glories  won  ;    % 
Triumphant  are  in  this  alone, 
In  this,  have  all  the  barda  of  old  out-done. 

Then  may'st  thou  rule  our  stage  in  triumph  long  { 

May*st  thou  its  injui^d  famę  rewę, 
And  matchless  proofs  of  wit  and  humonr  ghre, 
Refbrming  with  thy  scenes,  and  charming  with  thy 
And  though  a  curse  ill-fatedwitpursues,  [song  l 
And  waits  the  fatal  dowry  of  a  Muse : 
Yet  may  thy  rising  fortunes  be 
Secure  from  all  the  blaśts  of  poetry  ; 
As  thy  own  laurels  flourishing  appear,        [fear ! 
Untully'd  still  with  cares,  nor  clogg*d  with  hope  ani 
As  mym  its  wants,  be  from  Hs  rices  free, 

From  nauseous  serrile  flattery ; 
Nor  to  a  patron  prostitute  thy  mind, 
Though  like  Augustus  great,  as  fam*d  fifooenas  kind, 

Though  great  in  fiune  !  believe  me,  generous 
youth, 
Believe  this  oft-experiencłd  truth,         [worth* 
From  him  that  knows  thy  virtues,  and  admires  their 
Tnongh  thotfrt  above  what  vulgar  poeta  fear, 

Trust  not  the  ungrateful  world  too  far ; 
Trust  not  the  smiles  of  the  inconstant  town ; 
Trust  not  tbe  plaudits  of  a  theatre  [share  ; 

(Which  Durfey  aball   with  thee  and  Dryde* 
Nor  to  a  stage's  interest  sacrifice  thy  own. 


YAŁbEtfS  POEttS. 
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Thy  genńis,  thatfi  for  nobler 

May  at  loose  hours  obtige  mankind : 
Then,  great  as  is  thy  famę,  thy  fortuna  raiic, 
Join  thrrring  interest  to  thy  barren  bays, 
Andteach  thewortó  tocnvy,  asthoudortto  praisCi 
.  TTieworid.thatdoeglUiecomnMmwboreBcmbrace, 
Injurious  still  to  those  it  does  caress  : 
Injurious  as  the  tainted  breath  of  Famę, 
TTiathUrtiapoct^fortiuitf^whiłcitBonikkhatiame. 

WhennrrtaMuscinflamcasomeyouthftdbrtttót, 
like  en  unpractis'd  virgm,  still  she  »s  kind : 
Adorn'd  with  grace*  tben,  and  beaoties  blest, 

She  charmsthe  ear  with  fanie,  with  raptures  fills  the 
miód. 

Then  firom  all  cares  the  happy  yoołh  is  free, 
But  those  of  love  and  poetry  : 
Cares,  still  allay 'd  with  njeasing  charms, 

That  crown  the  head  with  bays,  with  beauty  fili  the 
But  all  a  woman'8  frailties  soon  she  shows,  [armft 
Too  soon  a  stale  domestic  creature  grows : 
Then,  wedded  to  a  Muse  thatfs  nauseous  grown 

We  loath  what  we  enjoy ,  drddge  when  the  pleasure's 
For,  tefripted  with  imaginary  bays,  [gooe. 

Fed  with  immortal  hopes  and  empty  praise, 
He  Famę  pursues,  that  fair  and  treacherous  bait, 

Grows  wise  when  he  's  undone,  repente  when  tis  too 
late. 

fiknall  are  the  trophies  of  his  boasted  bays, 
The  great  man's  promise  for  his  flattering  toil, 
Famę  in  reversion,  and  the  public  smile, 
All  vainer  than  his  hopes,  uncertain  as  his  praise. 
Twas  thus  in  mournful  numbers  heretofore, 
freglected  Spfcnser  did  his  fetę  deplore  : 
Long  did  his  injured  Muse  oomplain, 
AdmirM  in  midstof  wants,  and  clpi-ming  still  ravam. 
Long  did  the  generous  Cowley  mourn, 
And  long  obligM  the  age  without  return. 
Deny'd  what  every  wretóh  óbtains  of  Fate, 
An  humble  roof  and  an  obscUre  retreat, 
ĆondemnM  to  needy  fanie,  and  tobemiserably  greaŁ 
Thus  did  tbe  world  thy  great  fore-fathers  use  ; 

Thus  all  th'  inspir'd  bards  befbre 
■  Did  their  bereditary  Uh  deplore  ; 
From  tunerul  Chauoer* s  down  to  thy  own  DryoWs 
Muse* 

Yet  pleas'd  with  gaudy  ruin  youth  wfll  on, 
As  proud  by  public  famę  to  be  undone  ; 
Pleastt,  tbough  hedoes  the  worstof  labourschuse, 

To  serve  a  barbarous  age,  and  an  ungrateful  Muse. 
Since  Dryderfs  self,  to  Witfs  great  empire  bom, 

Whose  genius  and  eocalted  name 
Triumph  with  all  the  spoils  of  Wit  and  Famę, 

Mtoft,  luJdat  the  loud  applause,  his  barren  laurek 
mourn. 
£^*n  that  fam'd  man,  whom  all  the  world  admires, 
Whom  every  Grace  adorns,  and  Muse  inspires, 
,  Like  the  great  injurtt  Tasso,  shows 
Triumphant  in  the  midst  of  woes  ; 
In  all  his  wants,  majestic  still  appears, 
Charming  the  age  to  which  he  owes  his  cares, 

And  cherfehing  that  Muse  whose  fatal  curse  he  beats* 


THE  IN8MCT* 

AOAINST  BUŁK. 

Ineststfa 


Wąska  greattess  łs  W  Natuteto  worta  deayM, 
In  worth  and  beauty  it  is  well  suppryM  : 
I n  a  smali  space  the  morę  perfectkffl  '•  sbowni 
And  what  is  exqaiwte  in  little  *f  done.1 
Thus  beams,  ooniracted  in  a  narrow  głass, 
To  flames  ooovert  their  burger  useless  rays* 

'Tis  Nature*8  smallest  prodocts  please  the  ey*# 
Whllst  greater  births  pass  unregarded  by  ; 
iłermonsters  seera  a  "riolence  to  stght ; 
They *re fbnnd for terrour,  insects  to defiejit. 
Thus,  when  sbenicety  frames  a  piece  of  art, 
Fine  are  ner  strokes,  and  smali  in  etery  pett  j, 
Ńo  labour  can  she  boast  morę  woaderfbl 
Than  to  inform  ari  atom  with  a  souł j 
To  animate  ner  little  beauteous  fly, 
And  cloath  it  in  ber  gaudiest  draperyi 

Thus  does  the  little  epigram  defight, 
And  cbarm  us  with  its  miniaturę  of  wit ; 
Whikt  jtodious  authors  givc  the  reader  para, 
Weary  his  thoughts,  And  make  him  tou  hi  tato| 
When  in  less  rolumes  we  morę  pleaanrfr  find, 
And  what  direrts,  still  best  informs  the  mmd. 

'Tis  the  smali  insect  looks  correct  and  nur, 
And  seeifcs  the  product  of  ner  incest  carei 
When,  weary'd  oot  with  tae  stupendous  weigift 
Of  forming  prodigies  and  brutesof  state, 
Then  she  the  insect  frames,  ner  maater-pieoe, 
Madę  for  diversion,  and  design'd  to  płease. 
Thus  Archimedes,  in  his  crj^tal  sphere, 
Seem'd  to  correct  the  world's  Artificer  : 
Whilst  the  large  globe  mores  round  with  long  dęby; 
His  beauteous  orbs  in  nimbler  circles  play  : 
This  seem'd  the  nobler  labour  of  the  two, 
Great  was  the  sphere  above,  but  fine  below. 

Thus  smallest  things  have  a  peculiar  grace, 
The  great  w*  admire,  but  tis  the  little  please  j 
then,  sińce  the  least  sb  beautifully  show, 
B'  adris'd  in  time,  my  Muse,  and  leara  to  know 
A  Poet's  lines  should  be  correct  and  lew* 


to  nu  nmuTD 
CAPTMN  CHAMBERLAIN. 

IM  ŁOTB  WITH  A  LADY  HE  BAD  TAKIM  OM  AM  ALGI* 
ajNI   PtlSB  AT  IEA. 

IN  ALLUSION  TO  HORACE,  B.  ii  OD.  i* 

Tis  nodisgrace,  brare  youth,  to  own 

By  a  fair  slareyou  are*  undone : 
Why  dost  thou  blush  to  near  that  name, 

And  stifle  thus  a  generous  ilame  \ 
Did  not  tbe  fair  BriaSs  heretofore 

With  powerful  charms  subdne  ? 
What  though  a  oaptfoe,  still  she  bote 
Those  eyes  that  treedom  conld  restore, 
And  make  ber  hangary  lord  the  proud  Achińes,  boa* 

Stern  Ajax.  though  renownM  in  anns, 
Did  yieldto  bright  Tecotessa's  channs : 
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Ani  aD  tbe  hmrels  be  bad  von 
Al  trophies  at  ber  feet  wen  thrown* 

Wben,  beautiral  m  tears,  be  view>d  the  tooofmufssir, 
Tbe  bero  Mt  ber  power : 
Ibough  grant  in  campt  and  nerce  in  was, 
Her  aofter  looka  be  coold  not  bear, 

Proadtobeoomeherslate,  though  łatę  hereonqcMwr, 

Wben  beanty  in  distress  appean, 
Aa  irresjstlesą  cbarm  it  bear*  : 
Ib  etery  breast  doat  pity  move, 
Pity,  tbe  tcndercst  part  of  love« 
Amidst  bis  trJHmphs  great  Atrides  suedą 
Unio  a  weeprog  maid  : 
Though  Troy  was  by  bis  anns  gubdued, 
And  Greece  tbe  błoody  trophies  view'd, 
Yet  at  a  eaptrre'*  feet  tb'  imploring  tfctor  laid, 

Think  not  tiry  charmmg  maid  can  be 
Of  a  base  stock,  and  mean  degree ; 
Her  shape,  ber  air,  ber  erery  grace, 
A  mojre  than  Tulgar  birtfa  coinfess : 

Yet,  yes,  my  fnend,  witb  royal  blood  sbe  's  great, 
Spnmg  from  some  monarch's  bed  ; 
ffa*  mourns  ber  fkmil^s  bard  fetę, 
Her  migbty  fali  and  abject  stale, 

Jad  ber  fltastrwus  race  conceah  witb  noble  pride. 

Ab,tbtnfcnetanignobłebouM 

Coold  sneb  a  heroinę  produoe ; 

Kor  tbink  snob  generous  sprtf htly  blood 

Coold  fiow  from  tbe  corrupted  erowd  ; 
Bat  view  ber  oourage,  ber  undaunted  mjndą 

And  eonl  witb  virtoes  crown*d ; 

Whare  damrting  iuterest  cahnot  hlind, 

Nor  youtb  nor  gejd  edmittanoe  find,   [giound. 
Bet  stall  ber  honourt  nVd,  and  ▼irtue  keens  h> 
View  weH  ner  great  majestic  air, 

And  moójat  looks  dmneły  tor  $ 

Too  bright  fbr  fancy  to  improre, 

And  worthy  of  thy  noblest  kwe. 
Jat  yet  auapaot  not  tny  omcious  tiriena, 

AlIjeaIoattboughtsremove ; 

Though  J  wi^b  youtbful  beat  commend, 

For  tbee  I  ail  my  wisbes  senó\ 
Jad  tf  sbe  maksa  tbee  Uest,  His  all  l  ask  of  Love  I 


TO  MR.    JTATSON, 

tm  HI    SYHElUtait    or    tbb    CILMTIA^    łlOTIOKS, 
HLBSEimD  TO  HM   MAJESTY. 

Ast,  wben  m  mil  perfbction,  ie  designtt 
Ta  piease  tbe  eye,  or  to  iufbrm  tbe  mind  : 
Tbis  nobier  piece  perfbrms  tbe  double  part, 
With  grneeJbl  beanty  and  mstruethre  art 
fince  tbe  great  Arohimedes*  spbere  was  lost, 
Tbe  nobkst  sabour  fin*h'd  it  couU  boast ; 
Ho  geneious  band  dnnt  tbat  fam'd  model  traoe, 
Wbich  Greece  admirtt,  and  Borne  coold  only  praisft. 
!u  yon,  witb  greater  lostre,  have  restorM, 
And  tangbt  those  arts  we  igiiórantiy  adurM  j 
Mbtion  in  foli  pcifcetiou  berę  yon  Ve  sbown, 
And  wnat  wnmkind  despai^d  to  reacb,  hare  dona. 

m  artfbl  ftames  yoor  bcaTenly  bodiet  move, 
Searce  brignter  in  tbeir  beanteons  orbs  abo?e  ; 
Andstais,  deptt^dofanmaBgoant  dames, 
Herc  conjrttnn  nyc  wkb  morę  aiispidoitt  beamt : 


In  graeeml  order  tbe  jmt  planets  rise, 
And  berę  complete  tbeir  cirdes  in  tbe  skiei ; 
Herę  'e  tbe  mil  concert  of  iwtorting  apheres, 
And  Hearen  in 


Witb  cbarms  tbe  andents  did  invade  the  Moooj 
And  from  ber  orb  compell^her  struggling  down  ; 
But  berę  she's  taugbt  a  nobier  change  by  you. 
And  moves  witb  pride  in  this  brigbt  spbere  below  t 
Wbile  your  celestial  bodies  thua  I  view, 
Tbey  give  me  bright  i^eas  of  the  true  ; 
Inspir'd  by  tbem,  my  tbougbts  dare  upward  mora, 
And  yiń/L  regions  of  the  blest  ahovc 

ThwfromyonrbJu^w,admnethegk)bemsmal^ 
A  copy  fiur  as  its  original ; 
Thb  labour  's  to  tbe  wbole  creation  just, 
Second  to  nonę,  and  rival  to  tbe  fint 
The  artful  spring,  Kke  tbe  diffusWe  sou!, 
Imbrms  the  machinę,  and  directs  tbe  wbole  : 
Lilce  Natare's  self,  it  fifls  tbe  spadous  tbrone, 
And  unoonnn'd  sways  the  nur  orbs  alone; 
Th'  unacthre  parts  witb  awful  silence  wait, 
And  from  its  nod  tbeir  birth  of  motion  datę: 
Łike  Chaos,  tbey  obey  tbe  powerrol  cali, 
Mota  to  rts  sojDnd,  and  into  measoresnifl. 


**** 


RAPE  OF  THEUTILLA: 

IM1TAT1D  nOM  T81  ŁATIM  OF  FAMIAHDS  STtAnA. 

mi  nrraoDvcToav  aigomsut. 

Theotilla,  a  fair  young  wgin,  wbo,  to  avofid  the 
addresses  of  those  many  admirers  ber  beanty  drew 
about  hor,  asnimed  tbe  habit  of  a  religious  order, 
and  wholly  witbdrew  berie)f  frąm  the  eye  and 
oonyerse  of  the  world :  but  the  common  report  of 
ber  beauty  had  ao  inflamed  Amalia  (a  youns; 
person  of  quality)  with  We,  that  one  night,  in  ą 
debauch  of  winę,  hę  commands  his  serrants  to 
force  ber  dormitory,  and  bear  off,  thougb  by  v  io- 
lence,  the  loveły  votaress  j  which  having  success* 
fully  performed,  they  bring  Theutilla  to  tbeir 
expecting  lord'8  apaitment,  the  scenę  of  the  en* 
sningpoem. 

Soon  as  the  tyrant  ber  bright  form  survey'd, 
He  grew  inflam^d  with  the  fair  captive  maid  z 
A  gracefol  sorrow  in  her  looks  sbe  bears, 
Lovely  with  grief,  and  beautiful  hi  tears  ; 
Her  mein  and  air  resistless  cbarms  impart, 
Forcing  an  easy  passage  to  his  heart : 
Ijotiz  he  devours  ber  beauties  with  bis  eyes, 
While  through  bis  glowmg  veios  th'  infection  flies  | 
Swifter  than  ligbtoing  to  his  breast  it  came, 
Like  that,  a  nur,  but  a  destructive  flame. 
Yet  sbe,  tbou^i  m  her  young  and  bloommg  state, 
Possest  a  squl,  beyond  ą  virgin's,  great ; 
No  charms  of  youth  her  colder  botom  morę, 
Chaste  were  ber  tboogbts,  and  most  averse  to  love  i 
And  as  some  thnorous  bmd  in  totls  betra^d, 
Tbus  m  his  anns  stroje  the  reństing  maid  ; 
Thus  did  sbe  combat  with  bb  strict  embraoe. 
And  spunrtł  the  guilty  canse  of  ber  disgraca. 
Rerenge  sbe  courted,  but  despah°d  to  find 
A  ttrengtb  aad  yigow  equal  to  be?  mind  $ 
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While  checks  of  shame  ber  williag  banda  rtstrain, 

Since  all  a  rhghrt  fance  is  her  dMain : 

Yet  her  resofoes  are  nobly  nVd  to  die 

Rather  than  violate  ber  chastity, 

Than  break  ber  vows  to  Hearen,  than  biot  ber  famę, 

Or  soil  her  beauties  with  a  Instful  flame. 

The  night  from  its  meridian  did  declioe, 
An  bour  propitious  to  the  black  design : 
When  sleep  and  rest  their  peaceful  laws  maintain, 
And  o'er  the  globe  b'  infectious  si  lence  reign ; 
While  death-like  slumbers  every  bosom  &cize, 
Unbend  our  mlnds,  and  weary'd  bodies  ease  : 
Now  fbnd  Amalls  finek  his  drooping  breast 
Heavy  with  -winę,  with  amorous  cares  opprest; 
Not  all  the  joys  expectrog  lovers  feel 
Can  from  bis  breast  the  drowsy  charm  repel ; 
In  vain  from  winę  his  passion  seeks  redress, 
Whose  treącherous  force  the  flame  it  raisM  betrays : 
Weak  and  unnerv'd  his  useless  limbs  became, 
Bending  beneath  their  ill-supported  frame ; 
Vanauish'd  by  that  repose  from  which  be  flies, 
Now  slumbers  close  his  unconsentang  eyes. 
But  sad  Thentilla'6  cares  admit  no  rest, 
Repose  is  banish'd  from  her  mournful  breast ; 
A  faithf ul.  guard  does  injurtt  yirtue  keep, 
And  from  ber  weary  limbs  repulses  sleep. 
Oft  sbe  reflects  with  norrour  on  the  rape, 
Oft  tries  each  avenue  for  her  escape  ; 
Though  still  repulse  opon  repulse  she  beara 
And  finds  no  passage  but  for  sighs  and  tears : 
Then,  with  the  wildness  of  her  soul  let  loose, 
And  all  the  fury  that  her  wrongs  infusę  j 
She  weeps,  she  raves,  sbe  rends  her  flowing  hair, 
Wild  in  her  grief,  and  raging  with  despair, 
At  length  her  restless  thoughts  an  utterance  fihd, 
And  vent  the  anguish  of  her  labouring  mind  : 
Whilst  all  dissolv'd  in  calmer  tears  she  saki, 
4t  Sball  I  again  be  to  his  arms  betrayM  ! 
Again  the  toil  of  loatb*d  embraces  bear, 
And  for  sonie  blacker  scenę  of  lust  prepare  ? 
Urst  may  his  bed  my  guiltless  grave  become, 
flis  marble  roof  my  unpolluted  tomb  j 
Then,  just  to  honour,  and  unstain-d  in  famę, 
The  urn  that  hides  my  dust  oonceals  my  shame, 
Heaven  gave  me  ▼htue,  woman's  frail  defence, 
And  beauty  to  molest  that  innocence : 
In  Tam  I  cali  my  vńrtue  to  my  aid, 
When  thus  by  treącherous  beauty  I'ra  betrayłd. 
Yet  to  this  hour  my  breast  no  crime  nas  known, 
But,  coldly  chaste,  with  virgin  brightness  shone, 
As  now  nsuflyM  by  a  wmter^s  sun. 
Not  arts,  nor  ruder  fbrce  of  men  prevail'd, 
My  tears  found  pity,  when  my  language  faiPd. 
Oft  havt«  these  yiolated  looks  been  tom, 
And  injur'd  face  their  sa*age  fury  borne ; 
Oft  have  my  bloody  robes  their  crimes  confest, 
And  pointed  daggers  glitterM  at  my  breast ; 
Yet  f ree  from  guilt*  1  found  some  happier  charm 
To  vanquisb  lust,  and  wildest  ragę  disarm. 
But  ab  1  the  greatest  labour  's  yet  behind  ; 
No  tears  can  soften  this  obdurate  m ind  ; 
No  pra^ers  mexorabIe  pity  move, 
Or  guard  me  from  the  worst  of  ruins,  Lorę  : 
Though  sleep  and  wme  allow  this  kind  reprieve, 
Yet  to  the  youth  they  »tt  strength  and  fury  give  j 
Then  wretebed  maid  !  then  think  what  arttfice, 
What  charm,  shall  reseue  from  his  nerv'd  embrace  ! 
When  with  supplies  of  rigour  next  be  storms, 
And  every  dictate  of  his  lust  performa, 


« 


But  you,  blest  Power,  thatewn  a  virghVraaiBe, 
Protect  my  vfrtue,  and  defend  my  famę, 
From  powerful  lust,  and  the  reproacb  of  shame; 
If  I  a  strict  religious  life  hsve  led, 
Drunktfaecołdstream,  and  madę  the  earth  my  bed! 
If  from  the  world  a  chaste  rechue  1  live, 
Hedressmy  wrongs,  and  generous  suocour  grae;   . 
AJlay  this  raging-  tempest  of  my  mind, 
A  Tirgin  shouJd  be  to  a  virgin  kind : 
Prostrate  with  tears  from  you  I  beg  defence, 
Or  take  my  life,  or  guard  my  innocence." 

While  thus  the  affltcted  beauty  pray'd,  sbe  spyM 
A  fatal  dagger  by  Amalis'  side : 
"  This  weapon's  minę !"  she  cries,  (then  grajpM  it 

fast) 
Ąnd  now  the  lustntl  tyrant  sleeps  his  łask" 
With  eager  band  the  pointed  steel  she  drawą, 
Ev'n  murder  pleases  in  so  just  a  cause  ; 
Nor  fears,  nor  dangers,  now  resistance  make, 
Since  honour,  life,  and  dearer  famę,  's  at  stake. 

Yet  in  her  breast  does  kind  compassion  plead, 
And  JUls  her  soul  with  horrour  of  the  dced  ; 
Her  sex's  tenderness  resumes  aa  place, 
And  spreads  in  conscious  blushes  o'er  her  fince. 
Now  stung  with  the  remorse  of  guitt,  she  criea, 
"  Ah,  frantic  girl,  what  wild  attempt  u  this  ! 
Think,  think,  Theutilla,  on  the  murderer^s  doom» 
And  tremble  at  a  punishment  to  oome : 
Stain  not  tby  virgra  hands  with  guiky  bkod, 
And  dread  to  be  so  oriminalły  good. 
Lay  both  thy  oourage  and  thy  weapen  down, 
Nor  fly  to  aite  a  maki  most  otush  to  own  ; 
Nor  arms,  nor  valomy  with.  thy  sex  agree, 
They  wound  thy  famę,  and  taint  thy  modeaty1 
Tbusdifferent  passions  combat  in  her  mind, 
Oft  sbe  's  to  pity,  oft  to  ragę  inclin'd : 
Now  from  her  band  the  baied  weapon  's  cast, 
Then  seiz'd  again  with  morę  hnpetnous  hastę » 
Unfix'd  her  wisnes,  ber  resehres  are  vain, 
What  she  attempts,  she  strelgbt  rejects  agam; 
Her  looks,  the  embłems  of  her  thoughts,  a^oesgr    ' 
Vary'd  with  ragę,  with  pity,  and  despair  ; 
Alone  her  fears  incline  to  no  extfeme, 
Equally  poizM  betwfoct  rerenge  and  shame. 
At  length,  with  morę  prevaHing  ragę  possest, 
Her  jealous  honour  steels  her  daring  breast : 
The  thoughts  of  injur'd  famo  new  courage  gave^ 
And  nicer  virtue  now  confirms  her  brave. 
Then  the  nun'd  Judith  ber  whole  mind  employa, 
Urges  her  band,  and  sooths  the  fatal  choice  : 
This  great  eauimple  płeasłd,  inflam^  by  this, 
With  wild  disorder  to  the  youth  sbe  flies ; 
One  band  she  wreaths  within  his  flowing  hair, 
The  other  does  the  ready  weapon  bear : 
"  Now  guide  me  (cries)  fair  Hebrew,  now  look  down* 
And  pity  labours  thou  hast  undergone. 
Direct  the  band  that  takes  thy  path  to  fiune, 
And  be  propitious.  to  a  tfrgin's  name, 
Whose  glory  's  but  a  refuge  from  her  shame  !** 
Thus  rais'd  by  hopes,  and  ann'd  with  oourage  nowA 
She  with  undaunted  looks  directs  the  blow  : 
Deep  in  his  breast  the  spackms  wound  she  madę, 
And  to  his  heart  dispatchM  th'  uneriing  blade. 

When  their  expiring  lord  the  serrants  heanł9 
Whose  dying  groans  the  fiUal  act  declar^d, 
Iike  a  fierce  torrent,  with  no  bounds  they  *re  st&y9^ 
But  vent  their  ragę  on  the  defencelets  maid  : 
Not  yirtue,  youth,  nor  beauty  in  distress, 
Can  move  their  sąvage  breasti  to  tendernens; 
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Bot  death  with  horrid  toTtnents  they  prepere, 
And  to  ber  fate  th»  undanntod  virgin  beat. 
Tortom  and  death  seem  lowely  in  her  eyes, 
Smce  ehe  to  hooour  mlls  a  sacrifice : 
Amidst  ber  suflerings,  tóll  ber  mind  is  great, 
And  free  from  guilt,  she  triumphs  o'er  her  fate. 

Bat  Heaven,  that  's  suffering  virtue's  surę  reward, 
Ezerts  its  power,  and  is  itself  ber  guard : 
Amalw,  conacious  of  bis  blącfc  oflence, 
Now  feels  remorse  for  ber  wrong*d  innocenoe j 
Though  now  be  *s  struggting  m  the  pangs  of  death, 
And  aU  life*s  purple  stream  is  ebbing  fbrth, 
Yet,  raisiiłg  up  hjs  pale  and  drooping  head, 
He  recollects  bis  spirits  as  tljcy  fled, 
And,  with  his  Ust  remains  of  voice,  he  said,    [strain, 
**  Spare  the  chaste  maki,  your  impious  hands  re- 
Kor  benuty  with  soch  insolence  prophane : 
Leara  by  my  fetę  wrongU  innocence  to  spare, 
Since  injurM  Tirtue  's  Hcaven's  peculiar  care." 

Bot  yon,  brare  virgm,  now  sball  stand  enrolltt 
Amongst  the  noblest  beroines  of  old : 
Tby  fiun'd  attempt,  and  celebrated  hand, 
Sball  lasting  trophies  of  tby  glory  stand  : 
And,  if  my  teree  the  just  reward  can  give, 
TheotilWs  name  sball  to  new  ages  live. 
For  to  thy  sex  thou  hast  new  hopours  won, 
And  France  now  boasts  a  Judith  of  its  own, 
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Baer*,  and  atrike  th'  hannooious  lyre  ! 

Let  the  łoud  instramenU  prepare 

To  raise  our  souls,  and  cbarm  the  ear, 
With  joys  which  Musie  anly  can  inspire  : 

Hark  now  the  willing  strings.  obey ! 

Tq  coąsecrate  this  happy  day, 
Sacred  to  Musie,  Love,  and  blest  Cecilia. 

In  lofty  numbera,  tuneful  lays, 
We  *ll  calebrate  the  vtrgin's  praise  : 
Her  skiłful  hand  fint  taugbt  our  strings  to  move, 

To  ber  this  sacred  art  we  owe, 

Wbo  fint  anticipated  Heaven  below,     [abome. 
And  play'd  the  hymns  on  Earth,  that  she  nowsings 

Wbat  moriag  cbarnu  each  tuneful  voice  contains, 
Channs  thatthroogh  the  willing:  ear 
A  tide  of  pteasmg  raptures  bear,  [vems, 

And  with  dhfusWe  joys,  ran  thrilling  throngh  our 
Thehstfining  sou!  does  sympaUuze, 
And  with  each  vary'd  nota  eomplies: 
Wbite  gay  and  sprigntly  sin  delight, 
Than,  free  from  cares,  and  unconfm'd, 

It  takes,  in  Błeaeing  ecsfaaaea,  Ha  ftight, 

With  mournral  sound*,  a  sadder  garblt  wean, 
lndulges  grief,  and  givea  a  loose  to  team 

Masie  't  the  language  of  the  West  abore, 
No  ^oice  but  Mustc^scan  ezpress 
The  joys  that  happy  souls  possess, 

flar  in  just  raptures  tell  the  wowPcous  power  of  farę. 
1k  Natnie**  dialect,  desigtfd 
To  cbarm,  and  to  instract  the  mind, 

Music*sanunxversalgood  ! 
Thtt  does  dsmense  its  joys  around, 
In  all  the  eleganoe  of  sound, 

Jfc  Im  by  men,  ammyd,  by  angels  irnderstood. 


Łetevery  restless  passkm  cease  to  morę  ! 
And  each  tumultuous  thought  obey 
The  happy  influence  of  this  day, 
For  Music's  unity  and  lovef 
Musie  's  the  soft  indulger  of  the  mind, 

The  kfnd  diverter  of  our  care, 
The  surest  refuge  mournful  grief  can  find  ; 
A  cordial  to  the  breast,  and  charm  to  every  ear. 
Thus,  whan  the  propbet  struck  his  tuneful  lyre, 
Saul's  evil  genius  did  retire  : 
In  vain  were  remedies  apply'd, 
In  vain  all  other  arts  were  try'd  : 
His  hand  and  voice  alone  the  charm  could  findV 
To  heal  his  body,  and  compose  bis  mind. 

Now  let  the  trumpefs  louder  voioe  prochum 

Asolemnjubilee : 
For  ever  sacred  let  it  be, 
To  skilfu]  Jubal's,  and  Cecilia's  name, 

Great  Jubal,  author  of  our  lays, 
Wbo  first  the  hidden  eharms  of  Musie  found  ; 

And  through  their  airy  paths  did  tracą 

The  secret  springs  of  sound. 

Wben  from  his  hollow  cborded  shett 

The  soft  melodious  aooents  feU, 

With  wonder  and  ddight  be  playU, 
While  the  barmonious  strings  his  skilful  hand  o^ey'^ 

Bat  mir  Oeciba  to  a  pitch  dmne 

Improv'd  her  artfbl  lays  : 
When  to  the  organ  she  ber  voioe  did  jotn, 

In  the  Almighty's  praise ; 
Then  choin  of  hstening  angels  stopd  around, 
AdmirM  her  art,  and  blest  the  heavenly  sound. 

Her  praise  alone  no  tongue  can  reach, 

But  in  the  strains  herself  did  teach : 

Then  let  the  voice  and  lyre  combine, 

And  in  a  tuneful  coocert  join ; 

For  Musie  's  ber  reward  and  care, 
Abore  sh'  enjoys  it,  and  protects  it  berę, 

g*a*d  cnotus. 
Then  kindly  treat  this  happy  day, 
And  grateful  honours  to  Cecilia  pay  : 
To  her  these  lov'd  harmonious  rites  belong, 
To  her  that  tunes  our  strings,  and  still  inspires  our 
song. 
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THE  FORCE  OF  JEALOWY. 

TO  4  ŁADT  ASKING  IP  HEE  SEX  WAS  AS  SfiNUBLS 
OP  THAT  PASSIOM  AS  MAM. 

AN  ALLUSION  TO 
O !  qnam  cruentus  toeminas  stimnkt  dolor  ? 

Sbnbca,  Hercules  OeUeut. 

What  raging  thoughts  transport   the    woman^a 
That  is  with  love  and  jealonsy  possest !       [breast, 
Morę  with  revenge,  than  soft  desires  she  buras, 
Wbose  slighted  passion  meets  no-kind  returns ; 
That  courts  the  youth  with  long-neglected  charm*. 
And  finds  ber  rival  happy  in  his  arms  I 

Dread  Scylla'8  rocks  *tis  safer  to  engage, 
And  trust  a  storm,  than  her  destructire  ragę : 
Kot  waves,  contending  with  a  boisterous  windy 
Threaten  so  loud,  as  ber  tempestuous  mmd : 
For  seas  grow  calm,  and  raging  sterms  abatt| 
But  mott  implacabłe  y%  a  woman's  bata : 
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Tigers  and  saroges  less  wfld  appear, 

Than  that  fbnd  wretch  abandon'd  to  despair. 

Such  were  the  transport*  Dejanira  felt, 
Stung  with  a  rival's  charms,  and  busband's  guitt : 
With  suchuespair  she  view'd  the  capttve  maid, 
Whose  fatal  love  ber  Hercules  betray'd ; 
Th'  unchaste  Ióle,  but  dfrinely  fair  ! 
Id  love  triumphant,  though  a  slave  in  war ; 
By  naturę  lewd,  and  form'd  for  soft  delight, 
Gay  as  the  spring,  and  fiur  as  heams  of  light ; 
Whose  blooming  youth  would  wildest  ragę  disarm, 
And  every  eye,  but  a  fieroe  rival's,  charm. 

Fbt'd  with  ber  grief  the  royal  matron  stood, 
When  the  fair  captire  in  his  arms  she  view'd : 
WHh  what  regret  her  beauties  she  suireyM, 
And  curst  the  power  of  the  too  lorely  maid, 
That  reap*d  the  joys  of  her  abandontt  bed  ! 
Her  furious  looks  with  wild  disorder  glow, 
looks  that  ber  enry  and  resentnient  show  ! 
To  blast  that  fiur  detested  form  she  tries, 
And  lightning  daits  from  her  di«torted  eyes. 

Then  oW  the  palące  of  false  Hercules, 
With  clamour  and  impetuous  ragę  she  flies ; 
Late  a  dear  witness  of  thetr  mutual  flame, 
But  now  th'  unhappy  object  of  her  sbame ; 
Whose  conscious  roof  can  yield  her  no  relief, 
Bot  with  polluted  joys  upbraids  her  grief. 

Nor  can  the  spacious  court  contain  her  now; 
lt  growB  a  scenę  too  narrow  for  her  woe. 
Loose  and  undrest  all  day  she  strays  alone, 
Does  her  abode  and  lov>d  companions  shun. 
In  woods  complains,  and  sighs  in  every  grove, 
The  mournful  tale  of  her  forsaken  lorę. 
Ber  thoughts  to  all  th'  extremes  of  frenzy  fly, 
Vary,  but  cannot  ease  her  misery : 
Whiist  in  her  looks  the  lively  forms  appear, 
Of  enry,  fondness,  fury,  and  despair. 

Her  ragę  no  constant  face  of  sorrow  wears, 
Oft  sconmil  smiles  succeed  loud  sighs  and  tears; 
Oft  o'er  her  face  the  rising  blushes  spread, 
Her  gtowing  eyeballs  tura  with  fury  red  : 
Then  pale  and  wan  her  alter*d  looks  appear, 
Paler  than  Guilt,  and  drooping  with  despair, 
A  tide  of  passions  ehb  and  flow  within, 
And  oft  she  shifts  the  melancholy  scenę : 
Does  all  th'  excess  of  woman's  fury  show, 
And  yields  a  large  variety  of  woe. 

Now,  calm  as  infanta  at  the  mother's  breast, 
Her  grief  .in  softest  mnrmura  is  exprest :    v 
She  speaks  the  tenderest  things  that  pity  morę, 
Kind  are  her  looks,  and  langufahing  with  Iove. 
Then,  loud  as  storms,  and  raging  as  the  wind, 
She  gives  ą  loose  to  her  distemper'd  mind : 
With  shrieks  and  groans  she  fills  the  air  around, 
And  makes  the  pajace  her  loud  griefś  resound, 

Wild  with  her  wrongs,  sbe  like  a  fury  strays, 
A  fury,  morę  than  wife  of  Hercules  : 
Her  motion,  looks,  and  wice,  proclaim  her  woes  j 
While  sighs,  and  broken  words,  her  wilder  thoughts 


TO  HIS  PERJURED  MISTRESS. 
Nok  erat,  &  codo  fulgebat  Łuna  sereno,  &c 

It  was  one  erenrog,  when  the  rising  Mooo 
Amjdst  her  train  ot  stan  distjnctly  shooe  j 


Serene  and  calm  was  the  inritmg  mghfl* 

And  Heaven  appear'd  in  all  its  lustre  bright  $ 
When  you,  Neera,  you,  my  perjurM  fair, 
Did,  to  abuse  the  gods  and  me,  prepare. 
Twas  then  you  swore— remember,  faithless  maid, 
With  what  endearing  arts  you  then  betray'd  : 
Remember  all  the  tender  things  that  past, 
When  round  my  neck  your  willing  arms  were  C&st, 
The  circlmg  ivys,  when  the  oaks  they  jom, 
Seem  loose,  and  coy,  to  those  fund  arms  of  thtne. 

"  Bclieve,"  you  cry'd,  "this  solemn  tow  belim, 
The  noblett  pledge  that  Lorę  and  I  can  give  ; 
Or,  if  there  's  ought  morę  sacred  here  below, 
Let  that  confirm  my  oath  to  Heaven  and  you. 
If  e'er  my  breast  a  guilty  flame  reccives, 
Or  corets  joys  but  what  thy  presenoe  gives  ; 
May  every  injurM  power  assert  thy  cause, 
And  Love  avenge  his  violated  laws  : 
While  cruel  beasts  of  prey  infest  the  plain, 
And  tempests  ragę  upon  the  faithless  main  ; 
While  sighs  and  tears  shall  listening  virgins  mon  j 
So  long,  ye  powers,  will  fond  Nesera  love." 

Ah,  faithless  charmer,  loveły  perjurM  maid  ! 
Are  thus  my  vows  and  generous  flame  repaid  ? 
Repeated  slights  I  have  too  tamely  borę, 
Still  doated  on,  and  still  been  wrong'd  the  more^ 
Why  do  I  ksten  to  that  Syren's  voice, 
Lorę  ev'n  thy  crimes,  and  fly  to  guilty  joys  } 
Thy  fatal  eyes  my  beat  resolves  betray, 
My  fury  melts  in  soft  deshres  away  : 
Each  look,  each  glance,  for  all  thy  crimes  atone, 
Elnde  my  ragę,  and  l'm  again  undone. 

But  if  my  injur'd  soul  dares  yet  be  braTe, 
Unless  P  m  fond  of  shame,  confirm'd  a  sla?e» 
I  will  be  deaf  to  that  enchanting  tongue, 
Nor  on  thy  beauties  gazę  away  my  wrong, 
At  length  I  '11  loath  each  prostituted  grace, 
Nor  couit  the  leatrings  of  a  cloy'd  embrace  ; 
But  show,  with  manly  ragę,  my  soul  's  abor* 
The  cold  returns  of  thy  exhausted  love. 
Then  thou  shalt  justly  mourn  at  my  disdain, 
Find  all  thy  arts  and  all  thy  charms  in  ▼ain  : 
Shalt  mourn,  whiist  I,  with  nobler  flames,  pursot 
Some  nymph  as  fair,  though  not  unjust,  as  you  | 
Whose  wit  and  beauty  shall  like  thine  excel, 
But  far  surpass  in  truth,  and  lovmg  welL 

But  wretcbed  thou,  whoe'er  my  rival  art, 
That  fondly  boasts  an  empire  o'er  ber  heartj 
Thou  that  enjpy'st  the  fair  inconstant  prize, 
And  vaiuly  triumph'st  with  my  victories  ; 
Unenvy'd  now,  o'er  all  her  beauties  rove, 
Enjoy  thy  ruin,  and  NesBia's  Urwę  : 
Though  wealth  and  bonoun  grace  thy  nobler  sirth, 
To  bribe  her  love,  and  fix  a  wandering  faith  ; 
Though  every  graco  and  every  virtue  join, 
T  enrich  thy  mind*  and  make  thy  form  drróe : 
Yet,  błest  with  endless  charms,  too  soon  you'U  proa 
The  treacheries  of  false  Nes9ra's  lorc 
Lost  and  abandon'd  by  th'  nngrateful  fair, 
Like  me  you  'U  loye,  be  injur*d  and  despair, 
When  left  th'  unhappy  object  of  her  scprn, 
Then  shall  I  smile  to  see  the  victor  mourn,  - 
Laugh  at  thy  fąte,  and  trinmph  in  my  tws> 


IH1TATI0N. . . ,  PĄ1HOCUT9S  REQUEST, 
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IMTTATION  OF  HORACE, 

NOK  U     ODE  XXII. 

Integer  vite,  &c 

tnat*a  nucąrrapt,  and  flree  from  guik, 
That  tbe  remone  of  aecret  crimes  nCer  felt : 
Wbose  breast  was  ne*er  debauchtt  with  sin, 

fiatfincU  ałl  calm,  and  all  at  peace  witnin  z 
In  his  integrit^secure, 
He fean no  d&nger,  dreads no  power i 
Uselesa  are  arms  for  bis  defence, 

Tbat  keeps  a  faithful  guard  of  mnocence, 

tonę  tbe  happy  innoeent  may  rore, 

The  careof  every  power  above; 

Althoagh  unarartł  he  wanders  o>r 
Thetreacherous  Libya's  aanda,  and  faithless  ahore: 

Tboogh  ołer  tbe  inhospitable  brows 

Of  earage  Caucasus  be  goes  j 

Tnroogh  Africk'i  flamea,  thrtf  Soythia'*  ssawa, 
Or  where  Hydaspes,  fiun'd  for  monstera,  flows, 

jor  as,  jnthin  an  umYeouented  grovS| 
I  tnnH  my  willing  lyre  to  loro, 
WHh  pieasing  amoroos  tboughts  betray^, 

feyood  my  bonads  msenaible  I  strayM  j 
A  wolf  that  YiewM  me  fled  away, 
He  fled  ftom  his  defenceleaa  piey  ! 
When  1  rarok'd  Maria'6  aid, 

Almongh  unarmU,  tbe  tremblmg  monster  fled. 

Kot  Baoniafe  teeming  aanda,  nor  barbarous  ahore, 

Per  such  a  drcadral  native  borę, 

Nor  Afric^  nuraing  cavea  brought  forth 

80  fierce  a  beast,  of  such  amazing  growth  ; 
Yet  Tam  did  all  his  fury  prore 
Agamat  a  breast  that  's  arm'd  with  love  j 

ITwagh  absent,  fair  Maria-  name 

fabdnesthe  fieroe,  andmakeathe  aswagetame, 

Commit  me  now  to  that  abandon*d  place 
Where  cbearful  ligbt  wttbdraws  fts  rays : 
No  beams  on  barren  Naturę  smile, 

Kor  froitfiil  winds  rerreah  th*  intemperate  soil  $ 
But  tempests,  with  eternal  froats, 
Still  ragę  around  tbe  gfaomy  coast : 
WhOst  angry  Jove  mfeata  the  sir, 

And,  błack  with  clouds,  deforms  tbe  sullen  year. 

Or  place  me  now  beneath  the  torrid  zonę, 
Te  lirę  a  bprderer  on  tbe  Sun  : 
Send  me  to  scoiching  sands,  wbose  beat 

Gnarda  the  destructhre  soil  from  human  fest: 
Yet  there  1  'U  nng  Maria's  name, 
And  sport,  uniajin^d,  'midst  thafiame : 

Maria's  name  !  that  will  create,  erhi  there, 

4  JuUer  <4mta,  and  morę  temperate  air. 


fATROCLU&S  RE2UEST  TO  ACHILLES 
FOR  HIS  ARMS. 

JMTUm  ROM  TBE  SBODOOIIO  Ot  TOB  ailTllHTH 
ILIAD  OV  HOMSSa 

Dmxi  Achilles,  with  eompassion  mov'd, 
Tflwi  to  Patrpcius  apake,  bis  ^bęJortL 


«'  Why  like  a  tender  girl  dost  thou  eomphm  ! 
That  strives  to  reach  the  motbert  breast  in  vam  $ 
Mourns  by  her  aide,  her  knees  embraces  nut, 
Hanga  on  her  robes,  and  interrupts  her  hastę  ; 
Yet,  when  with  fondness  to  her  arms  she  >s  raia'd, 
Still  mourns  and  weepa,  and  will  not  be  appeas'4  5 
Thoa  my  Patroclna  m  his  grief  appears, 
Tbus  like  a  froward  girl  profuae  of  tears, 

"  From  Phthja  dost  {hou  mournful  tjdinge  henr, 
And  to  thy  friend  some  fatal  measage  beąr  } 
Thy  Taliant  fathcr  (if  we  Famę  bełiere) 
The  good  Menastins,  he  ia  yet  alire : 
Ąad  Peleus,  though  in  his  declining  daysa 
Reigna  o'er  his  Myrmidona  in  health  and  peace  3 
Yet,  as  their  latest  obaequies  we  paid, 
Thou  mourn'st  them  living,  as  already  dead, 

."  Or  thus  with  teara  the  Grecian  hoat  deptae* 
That  with  their  navy  perish  on  the  ahore ; 
And  with  compassion  their  misfortunes  yiew, 
The  just  reward  to  guilt  and  fabehood  due  > 
Impartial  Heaven  avengea  thus  my  wrong. 
Nor  auffera  crimea  to  go  unpunisbłd  lohg. 
Rereal  the  cąuse  so  much  afflicta  thy  mind, 
Nor  thus  coqceal  thy  sorrows  from  thy  friend,** 
When,  gently  raising  up  hia  drooping  head^ 
Tbus,  with  a  sigh,  the  sad  Patroclua  saki, 
"  Godlike  Achilles,  Peleus1  vąliant  son ! 
Of  all  our  chiefe,  the  greatest  in  renown  ; 
Upbraid  not  thus  th'  afflicted  with  their  woes. 
Nor  triuniph  now  the  Greeks  auatain  such  kas  I 
To  pity  let  thy  generous  breast  incline, 
And  show  thy  mind  is  like  thy  bjrth  divine, 
For  all  the  raliant  leadera  of  their  hoat, 
Or  wounded  lie,  or  are  in  battle  loat 
Ulyasea  great  iq  arms,  and  Diomede, 
Languiah  with  wounds,  and  in  the  navy  bleed  : 
This  coaimon  fetę  great  Agamemnon  bhares, 
And  atern  Euiypylus,  renown'd  in  wara. 
Whilat  powerml  drugs  th*  experiencd artists try, 
And  to  their  wounds  apt  remediea  apply, 
Easing  th'  afflicted  heroes  with  their  skill, 
Thy  breast  alone  remains  implacable! 

"  What,  will  thy  fury  thus  for  ever  last ! 
Let  present  woes  atone  for  iiyunes  past : 
How  can  thy  soul  retam  such  lasting  hate  ! 
Thy  Tirtuea  are.  aa  uaeleaa  as  they  're  great. 
What  injur'd  friend  from  thee  shall  hope  redress. 
That  will  not  aid  the  Greeks  in  such  distress  l 
Uaeleaa  ia  all  the  valour  that  you  boast, 
Deform'd  with  ragę,  with  suHen  fury  lobt 

"  Could  cruelty  like  thine  from  Peleus  Ceme,    . 
Or  be  the  efispriug  of  fair  Thetis'  womb !       [fbrth, 
Thee  raging  seas,  thee  boisterous  wav»  brough* 
And  to  obdnrate  rocka  thou  ow'at  thy  birth  ! 
Thy  stubborn  naturę  still  retains  their  kind, 
So  bard  thy  heart,  so  aa^age  is  thy  mind. 

"  But,  if  thy  badiag  breast  admihi  of  mar, 
Or  dreads  what  sacred  oraclea  deolare  i 
What  awf uł  Thetis  m  the  courts  above 
ReoerF'd  from  the  unerring  mouth  of  Jo?e  f 
If  ao— let  me  the  threatening  dangers  ince, 
And  head  the  warlike  aquadrons  ro  thy  place  s 
Whilat  me  thy  Taliant  Myrmidona  obcy, 
We  yet  may  turn  the  fortone  of  the  day. 
Let  me  in  thy  mstinguish^  arms  appear, 
With  all  thy  dreadml  emiipage  of  war ; 
That  when  the  Trojan*  our  appfoaches  new 
DeceiTM,  they  shall  retreat,  and  tbtnk  *tiayott. 

"  Thus,  from  the  ragę  of  an  insnlting  bost, 
We  may  retrieve  tbat  feme  the  Greeks  have  loat- 
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Vigorous  and  fresh,  th1  unegual  fight  renew. 
And  from  our  nary  forcc  the  drooping  foe ; 
Cer  barass'd  men  an  easy  conquest  gain, 
And  drive  the  Trojana  to  their  walls  again." 


OM  THE  RE-PBIKTINO 

)£ILTON>S  PROSE  WORKS 

WITH  Bit  POBMS. 
WRITTBN  IW  BP  ?A*ADISS  LOtT. 

Thesb  sacred  lines  with  wonder  we  peruse 
And  praise  the  flights  of  a  seraphic  Muse, 
Tiil  thy  seditious  prose  provok.es  our  ragę, 
And  sołls  the  beauties  of  thy  brightest  page. 
Thus  here  we  see  transporting  scenes  arbę, 
Heaveo's  radiant  host,  and  opening  Paradise ; 
Then  trembling  view  the  dread  abyss  beneath, 
Jiell'8  horrid  mansions,  and  the  realms  of  Death, 

Whilst  here  thy  bold  majestlc  numbers  rise, 
And  rangę  th'  erobattled  legion*  of  the  skies, 
With  arraies  fili  the  azure  plama  of  light, 
And  palnt  the  lively  terroure  of  the  fight, 
We  own  the  poet  worthy  to  rehearse 
Heaven's  lasting  triumphg  in  immortal  rerse  ; 
But  when  thy  impioua  meroenary  pen, 
Insults  the  best  of  princes,  best  of  men, 
Our  admiration  turns  to  just  disdain, 
And  we  revoke  the  fbnd  applause  agam, 

Lilce  the  fell*n  angels  in  their  happy  statea 
Thou  shaHdst  their  naturę,  insolence,  and  fate  : 
To  harps  divine,  Immortal  hyinns  they  sung, 
Ab  sweet  thy  voice,  as  sweet  thy  lyre  was  strung. 
As  they  did  rebels  to  th'  Almighty  grow, 
So  thon  prophan'8t  his  image  here  below. 
Apostatę  bard  !  may  not  thy  guilty  ghost, 
Diseorer  to  its  own  eternal  cost, 
fhat  aa  they  Heaven,  thou  Paradise  hast  lost ! 


TO 

$IR  HUMPHRY  MACKWORTH.- 

OB  TU  MIBE8,  ŁATB  OP  BIB  CABBBKT  PHI  CE. 

What  spacioas  veins  enrich  the  British  soil  ; 
The  yarioufl  ores,  and  skilful  minert  toil  j 
How  ripcning  metals  lie  conceaPd  in  Earth, 
And  teeming  Naturę  forma  the  wondrous  birth ; 
My  useful  verse,  the  fint,  transmits  to  famę, 
In  numpers  tun'd,  and  no  unhaUowM  name. 

O  generous  Mackworth  !  couJd  the  Muse  import 
A  labour  worthy  thy  auspicious  art ; 
Uke  thee  sucoeed  in  paths  untrod  before, 
And  secret  treasures  of  the  land  explore. 
Apollo'6  self  shouW  on  the  labour  smile, 
And  Delphos  quit  for  Britain's  fhutful  iale. 

Where  fair  Sabrina  flowsaround  the  ooast, 
And  aged  Dovey  in  the  ocean  's  lost, 
Her  kjfty  brows  unoonqoer'd  Britain  rears, 
And  fenc'd  with  roeka  iropregnable  appears  : 
Which  like  the  well-fix'd  ban  of  Naturę  show, 
To  guard  the  treasures  she  coooeals  below. 
Por  Earth,  distorted  with  ber  pregnant  womb, 
Heayes  up  togrre  the  femmgeaibryo  room : 


Hence  vast  eicrescenoet  of  hilb  arise, 
And  mountams  swell  to  a  portentous  size: 
Louring  and  black  the  rugged  coaat  appears, 
The  sullen  Earth  a  gloomy  surface  wears ; 
Yet  all  beneath,  deep  as  the  centrę,  shmes 
With  native  wealth,  and  morę  than  India's  mmev 
Thus  erring  Naturę  ber  defocts  supplies, 
Indulgent  oft  to  what  her  sons  despise  : 
Oft  in  a  rude,  unfinish'd  form,  we  find 
The  noblest  treasure  of  a  generous  mrad. 

Thrice  happy  land  !  from  whose  indulgent  womb, 
Such  unexhausted  stores  of  riches  come  ! 
By  Hearen  betorM  !  formM  by  anspictous  Fate, 
To  be  abore  thy  neighbouring  nations  great ! 
Its  gokłen  sands  no  mora  shall  Tagus  boast, 
In  Dovey's  flood  his  rival'd  empire  's  lost ; 
Whose  waters  npw  a  nobler  fund  maintain, 
To  humble  France,  and  check  the  pride  of  Spam, 
Like  Egypt's  Nile  the  bounteous  current  show*, 
Dispersing  blessings  wheresoe^er  it  flows  ; 
Whose  nąjtiye  treasure  's  able  to  repair. 
I  The  |png  expenaes  of  our  Gallic  war. 
The  ancient  Britons  are  a  hardy  race, 
Averse  to  lincury  and  slothful  ease  ; 
Their  necks  beneath  a  fbreign  yoke  nełer  bow^ó\ 
In  war  uncodąue^d,  and  of  rreedom  proud ; 
With  minds  resoWd  they  lasting  toils  endure, 
UnmhcM  their  language,  and  their  manners  pure, 
Wisely  does  Naturę  such  an  ofiśpring  chuse, 
Brave  to  defend  her  wealth,  and  slow  to  nse; 
Where  thint  of  empire  ne'er  inflames  their  veina> 
Nor  avarice,  nor  wild  ambitkm  reigns  : 
But  Iow  m  mines,  they  constant  toils  renew, 
And  througb  the  Earth  their  branching  veins  purmei 
As  when  some  navy  on  th'  Iberian  cnast, 
Chasfd  by  the  winek,  is  in  the  ocean  lost ; 
To  Neptune'8  realms  a  new  supply  it  brings, 
The  strength  design'd  of  European,  kjnp  ; 
Gontending  dbers  would  the  wreck  regarn^ 
And  make  reprłsals  on  the  grasping  main  s 
Wild  in  pursuit  they  are  endangei^d  •mora, 
Than  when  they  combated  the  storms  before^ 
The  miner  thus  through  perils  digs  his  way, 
Eąual  to  theirs,  and  deeper  than  the  sea  f 
Drawipg,  in  pestilential  steams,  his  breath, 
Resolv'd  to  conquer,  though  he  oombats  Death. 
Nighfs  gloomy  realms  his  ppinted  steel  inrades, 
The  courts  of  Pluto,  and  infernal  shajdes : 
He  cuts  through  mountains,  sublerraneous  kkea> 
Plying  his  work,  each  nervous  stroke  he  takes 
Loosens  the  earth,  and  the  wheie  earern  shakes. 
Thus,  with  his  brawny  arms,  the  Gyclopt  stands, 
To  form  Jove's  lightning,  with  uplifted  hands, 
The  ponderous  hammer  with  a  force  descends, 
Loud  as  the  thuader  which  his  art  intends ; 
And  as  be  strikes,  with  each  reństless  b|ow 
The  anvil  yields,  and  Etna  groans  below. 

Thy  fam'd  inventions,  Mackworth,  most  adofsj 
The  miner*s  art,  and  make  tha  best  return  ; 
Thy  speedy  sails,  and  useful  engines,  show 
A  genius  richer  than  the  mines  below, 
Thousands  of  slaves  unskiird  Peru  małntams  } 
The  hands  that  labour  still  eadianst  the  gains  : 
The  winda,  thy  slaves,  their  useful  succour  join, 
Convey  thy  ore,  and  labour  at  thy  minę  j 
Instructed  by  thy  arts,  a  power  they  find 
To  vanquish  realms,  where  onoe  they  lay  eonfin^ 

Downward,  my  Muse,  direct  thy  steepy  flight, 
Whera-smiling  shades  and  beauteona  realms  ńrnUf 
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J[  fint  of  British  bards  invoke  thee  down, 
And  fint  with  wealth  thy  graceful  temples  crown; 
Through  dark  retreats  pursue  the  winding  ore, 
Search  Nature'8  depths,  and  view  her  boundlera 
The  secret  cause  in  tnneful  measures  ling,  [storę  ; 
How  metals  fint  are  fram'd,  and  whence  they  spring. 
Whether  the  actWe  Sun,  with  chymic  flames, 
Through  pornos  earth  transmits  his  gemal  beams ; 
With  beat  impregnating  the  womb  of  night, 
The  oflsprmg  shincs  with  Hs  paternal  light : 
On  Britam'6  isle  propraously  he  shines, 
W5th  joy  deecends,  and  laboun  in  her  mines» 
Or  whether,  un/d  by  subterraneous  flames, 
The  earth  iennents,  and  flows  in  Uquid  streams ; 
Purg*d  from  their  dross,  the  nobier  parts  refine, 
Recerve  new  forms,  and  with  fresh  beauties  shine. 
Tbua  fluid  parts,  unknowing  how  to  barn, 
Wkh  eold  oongeaPd,  to  solid  metals  tura  i 
Por  metals  otdy  from  devouring  fiame 
Preserze  their  beauty,  and  return  the  same ; 
Both  art  and  fbrce  the  well-wrought  mass  disdains, 
And  'midst  the  fire  its  native  form  retains. 
Or  whether  by  creatkm  fint  they  sprung, 
When  jet'unpoi8'd  the  workft  great  fabrtc  hang  : 
Metals  the  basis  of  the  Earth  were  madę, 
The  ban  on  which  its  fix'd  fbundatkm  's  bid : 
Ali  aeoand'canses  they  disdam  to  owa, 
And  from  ta*  Ałmighty^s  fiat  sprong  alone. 

Naturę  in  spacioos  beds  preserves  her  storę, 
And  keeps  unmbAl  the  weU-compacted  ore ; 
The  spreading  root  a  namerous  race  maintains 
Of  branching  limbs,  and  far-extended  veins : 
Thus,  finom  its  watery  storę,  a  spring  sopplies 
The  lesser  streams,  that  round  its  fbuntain  rise  ; 
Which  boonding  oot  in  fair  meanden  play, 
And  o*er  the  meads  in  different  carrents  strey. 

Methinks  I  see  the  roonded  metal  spread, 
To  be  ennobled  with  our  monarcho  head  : 
Aboot  the  globe  th*  admired  com  shall  run, 
And  make  the  circle  of  Hs  parent  San. 

How  are  thy  realms,  triumphant  Brttam,  blest ! 
EnricłTd  with  morę  than  all  the  distant  West  ! 
Thy  sons,  no- morę  betrayM  with  hopes  of  gam, 
Shall  tempt  the  dangen  of  a  faithless  main, 
Trafie  no  morę  abroad  for  foreign  spoil, 
Sapplied  with  rioher  from  their  natire  soil. 
To  Dovey's  flood  shall  namerous  traden  eome, 
EmployM  to  feteh  the  British  bullion  borne. 
To  pay  their  tribotes  to  its  bonnteous  shore, 
Returnsng  Jaden  with  the  Cambrian  ore. 
Her  absent  fleet  Potasie  race  shall  mourn, 
And  wish  m  vain  to  see  our  sails  return  ; 
Ufce  mtsen  beaping  up  their  usełewr  storę, 
Słarvłd  wkh  their  wealth,  amidst  their  riches  poor. 
WhenWer  the  British  bannen  aredisplayM, 
The  suppliant  nations  shaH  hnplore  our  aid  : 
Till,  thos  compelPd,  the  greater  worlds  coufass 
Themsetaes  oMigM,  and  succourM  by  the  less. 

How  Cambria's  mines  were  to  her  oflspring 


Thos  sacred  veme  transnuts  the  story  down  c 

Merlm,  a  bard  of  the  inspired  train, 

With  mystie  numbers  charm'd  the  British  plain  ; 

BełoVd  by  Phcebus,  and  the  tuneful  Ninę, 

Hta  song  was  sacred,  and  his  art  dfome  : 

Ąs  on  &abrina's  fruitnil  banks  he  stood, 

His  wpndrous  verse  restrainM  the  Iistening  flood ; 

The  stream's.bright  goddess  nuVd  her  awral  foead, 

Aad  to  her  cave  the  artful  shepberd  led, 


Her  swift-decending  steps  the  youth  punues, 
And  rich  in  ore  the  spacious  moontain  riews. 
In  beds  distinct  the  well  rang'd  metals  lay, 
Dispershig  rays,  and  counterfeiting  day. 
The  silrer,  shedding  beams  of  orient  light, 
Struck  with  too  fierce  a  glare  his  aching  sight  j 
Like  rismg  flames  the  ruddy  copper  show'd, 
And  spread  its  blushes  ofer  the  dark  abode  : 
Proruse  of  rays,  and  with  unrival'd  beams, 
The  liquid  siher  flow'd  in  restless  streams  : 
Nor  India'8  sparkling  gems  arehalf  so  bright, 
Nor  waves  abore,  that  shine  with  heavcnly  light  j 
When  thus  the  Goddess  spake:  "Harmonious  youtlj, 
RererU  for  numbers  fraught  with  sacred  truth ! 
Belov'd  by  Heaven !  attend  while  I  relate 
The  fix'd  decree,  and  fiark  events  of  Fate. 
Conceal*d  these  treasares  lie  in  Nature's  womb, 
For  futurę  times,  and  ages  yet  to  come. 
When  many  long  revolving  yean  are  run, 
A  hero  shall  ascend  the  British  throne, 
Whose  numerous  triumphs  shall  Augusta  grace, 
In  arms  renown'd,  ador*d  for  plenteous  peace. 
Beneath  his  sway  a  generous  youth  shall  rise, 
With  virtues  blest,  in  happy  councils  wise  ; 
Rich  with  the  spoils  of  Leaming,s  various  storę, 
Commanding  arts,  yet  still  acąuiring  morę, 
He,  with  success,  shall  enter  this  aboofe, 
And  Naturę  tracę  in  patbs  befbre  untrod ; 
The  smilmg  oflśpring  from  her  womb  remove, 
And  with  her  entrails  glad  the  realms  abore. 

"  O  youth  reserv>d  by  morę  auspicious  fiite, 
With  fam'd  improrements  to  oblige  the  state ! 
By  wars  empoyerishM,  Albion  mouras  no  morę, 
Thy  well>wrought  mines  forbid  her  to  be  poor ; 
The  Earth,  thy  great  exchequer,  ready  lieg, 
Which  all  defect  of  feiling  funds  supplies  •> 
Thou  shalt  a  nation's  pressing  wants  relleve, 
Not  war  can  lavish  morę  than  thou  canst  give.M 

This,  Mackwortit,  fixes  thy  Immortal  name, 
The  Muse's  darling,  and  the  boast  of  famę  ; 
No  greater  virtues  on  record  shall  stand, 
Than  thus  with  arts  to  prace,  with  wealth  enrich  the 
land. 


OVID>8  ART  OF  LOVE. 

BOOK  THE   SECOND   l. 

Now  Io  Paean  sing  !  now  wreaths  prepare  f 
And  with  repeated  los  fili  the  air  : 
The  prey  is  ndl*n  in  my  successnil  toils, 
My  artful  nets  enclose  the  iovely  spoils : 
My  numbers  now,  ye  smiling  lorera,  crown, 
And  make  your  poet  deathless  in  renown  : 
With  lasting  feme  my  verse  shall  be  enrolPd, 
And  I  preferr'd  to  all  the  bards  of  old. 
Thus  Paris  from  the  warlike  Spartans  boro 
Their  rarishM  bride  ;  to  Ida's  distant  shore 
Yictorious  Pelops  thus  in  triumph  drove 
The  Yanąuish^d  maid,  and  thus  enjoy'd  his  lorę. 

1  The  fint  book  of  Orid'8  Art  of  Lorę,  is 
printed  in  this  collection,  among  the  poems  of  Mr. 
Dryden  ;  the  third,  among  those  of  Mr.COngrere: 
Mr.  Pope's  hand-writing  enables  ui  to  ascribe  the 
second  to  Dr.  Yalden.  & 
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Urny,  eagor  youth  !  your  buk  *  bat  under  s*fl; 
The  distant  port  reauires  a  prosperous  gale, 
Tui  not  enough  the  yiełding  beauty  's  found, 
And  with  my  aid  your  artful  passion  crown'd  j 
The  oonouests  our  successml  condnct  gaitfd, 
With  art  mmt  be  seourM,  by  arts  inaintahrtl. 
The  gloryYinore  to  guard,  thao  win  the  prise  j 
There  all  the  toil  and  thieatening  daoger  lica. 
If  ever,  Copid,  now  indulgent  prore, 
O  Yenus !  aid  ;  thou  channing  oueen.  of  lorę  ! 
Kind  Erato,  let  tby  auspioious  name 
Insptre  the  work,  aod  misę  my  generous  fląme, 
The  labour  's  great !  a  method  I  design 
For  Loro  ;  and  will  the  fettert  god  oonftna $ 
The  god  that  roves  the  spacious  worki  around, 
In  erery  clime,  and  distant  region  found  ; 
Active  and  light,  his  wings  elude  our  guard, 
And  to  confioe  a  deity  is  hard : 
His  gnest  from  flight  Minoe  enck*'d  aiound, 
Yet  be  with  wings  a  daring  passage  founó^ 
Thns  Daedalus  her  oflśpring  first  confin'd 
Who  with  a  buli  in  lewd  embraces  join'd  : 
Her  teeming  womb  the  borrid  crime  confess'd, 
Big  with  a  humąn  buli,  haif  man,  hałf  beast, 
Said  he, "  Just  Mmos,  best  of  homan-kind, 
Thy  mercy  let  a  prostrate  ewle  find. 
By  fates  oompelPd  my  nathre  shores  to  fty> 
Permit  me,  where  I  durst  not  lWe,  to  dte. 
Entarge  my  son,  if  yon  neglećt  my  tears, 
And  show  compassion  to  bis  blooming  yeait : 
het  not  the  youth  a  long  confinement  mourn, 
Oh  free  the  son,  or  let  his  wre  return  !" 
Thus  he  implor'd,  but  still  implor*d  in  vain, 
Nor  could  the  freedom  that  he  sought,  obtain. 
Convinc'd  at  length  :  "  Now,  Dsedalus,"  he  cryM, 
"  Herę  *s  subject  for  thy  art  that  's  yet  untryM, 
MinoB^be  earty  commands,  and  guards  the  sea, 
Ko  pass  the  land  affords,  the  deep  no  way  : 
Hearen  's  only  free,  we'U  Hearenfa  auspicious  height 
Attempt  to  pass,  where  kinder  fates  invite ! 
Favoor,  ye  powers  above,  my  daring  flight ; 
Misfortunes  oft  prove  to  invention  kind, 
Instruct  our  wit,  and  aid  the  labouring  mind : 
For  who  can  credit  men,  in  wild  despair, 
Sboald  force  a  passage  through  tbe  yieMing  air  !" 
Feathers  for  wings  design'd  the  artist  cbose, 
And  bound  with  thread  his  forming  pinions  close  : 
With  temperM  wax  the  pointed  ends  he  wrought, 
And  to  perfection  his  new  labours  brought. 
The  fiinsb'd  wings  his  smiling  oflbpring  views, 
Admires  the  work,  not  conacious  of  their  use  i 
To  whom  the  mther  said,  u  Observe  aright, 
Observe,  my  son,  these  instruments  of  flight. 
In  vain  the  tyrant  our  escape  retards, 
The  heavens  he  cannot,  all  but  heaven  he  guards  : 
Though  earth  and  seas  elude  thy  fatber*8  care, 
These  wings  ahall  waft  ns  through  the  spacious  air. 
Nor  shall  my  son  óelestial  signs  surroy, 
Far  from  the  radi&nt  Yirgm  take  your  way  : 
Or  where  Bootes  the  chilTd  norm  commands, 
And  with  his  muchion  dread  Orion  stands; 
PU  go  before,  me  still  retam  in  sight, 
Where-e'er  I  lead,  securely  make  your  flight. 
For  should  we  upward  soar  too  near  the  Sun, 
Dissorv'd  with  beat,  the  liquid  wax  will  ran : 
Or  near  the  seas  an  humbler  flighttnaintain,    N 
Our  plumes  will  sufler  by  the  steaming  main. 
A  medium  keep,  the  winds  obeenre  aright : 
The  winda  will  ajd  your  advantageous  flight " 


He  cautionM  thus,  and  thus  mfornM  him  tona;, 
Ąs  careful  birds  instruct  their  tender  young : 
Tbe  spreading  wings  then  to.  his  shoulders  bonna^ 
His  body  pois'd,  and  raisM  him  from  the  ground. 
PreparM  for  flight,  his  aged  arms  embrace 
The  tender  youth,  wbilst  tears  o>erflow  ms  face. 
A  hill  there  was,  from  whence  the  anajous  pair 
EssayU  their  wings,  and  form  they  leonch'd  in  air  j 
Now  bis  espanded  plumes  the  artist  plies, 
Regards  his  son,  and  leads  along  the  skies  $ 
PleasM  with  tbe  norełty  of  flight,  me  boy 
Bounda  ąn  the  air,  and  upwards  springs  with  joy. 
The  angler  Yiews  them  from  the  distant  strand, 
And  quits  the  lahours  of  his  trembling  band. 
Samos  they  pass,  and  Nanos  in  their  flight, 
And  Delos,  with  Apollołs  presenee  bright. 
Now  on  their  right  ŁebiBthos*  shores  they  found^ 
For  fruiutul  lakes  and  sjjady  groves  renown'd; 
Wben  theaspiriag  boy  forg^bisfears, 
Rash  with  hot  youth  and  nnejtperyoc^d  years  t 
Upwards  he  soar^d,  msintnin'4  a  lofty  stroke, 
And  his  directing  mmeVs  way  forsook. 
The  was,  of  heat  impatient,  mełted  run, 
Nor  ooukł  his  wings  sustam  that  błase  of  suo. 
From  Heaten  he  Tiewsthe  mtąl  dapths  beloW, 
Wbilat  kiłhng  feąrs  prevent  the  distant  Wow. 
His  struggling  arms  now  no  assistance  find, 
Nor  poise  the  body,  mor  reeeiye  the  wind, 
Falling,  ms  fhther  he  hnplores  in  Tain, 
To  aid  his  flight,  and  smkmg  limbsenstsin  | 
His  name  hwoke*,  tiU  the  enpking  sound 
Far  ip  the  floods  with  learns  was  drown,dt 


The  parent  moums,  a  parent  now  no  morę, 
And  seeks  the  absent  youth  on  erery  shore  j 
"  Where  }s  my  lor*d  son,  sqy  łearus  \n  he  cries  j 
"  Say  in  what  distant  region  of  the  skies, 
Orfiutblessclime,  the  youtaful  wanderer  ffies  V* 
Hien  viewvd  ms  pnńons  scatserfd  &er  the  stream, 
The  shore  his  bonea  receh^d,  the  wavns  his  name, 
Minos  with.  walls  attemptod  to  detam 
His  flying  gnests,  but  did  attempt  hu  vam  : 
Yet  the  wing'd  god  shaH  to  our  rulas  snhmnt 
And  Cupid  yiełd  to  morę  prerailmg  wit, 

Thessnlian  arts  m  Tam  rash  krvers  use, 
\n  vain  with  drusn  the  soornrul  matd  abusat 
The  skilfuPst  pooons  ineffectual  prove, 
Useless  are  magie  remedies  in  łove : 
Could  charms  prerail,  Orce  had  pror'd  nar  art, 
And  fond  Medea  fix*d  ner  Jason's  heart 
•  Nor  tempt  with  phiłters  the  disdaJnful  danie  j 
They  ragę  inspire,  ereate  a  frantic  flątte : 
Abstain  from  gnilt,  all  rieious  arts  remo«e, 
And  make  your  passion  worthy  of  her  lote, 
Distrust  your  empty  form  and  boasted  mee  ; 
The  nymph  engage  a  thousand  nobler  ways  t 
To  fiac  her  ▼anquish,d  heart  eutireły  thine, 
AccomplishM  graees  to  your  native  joiu, 
Beaaty  's  but  frail, «  charm  that  soon  decays, 
Its  lustre  mdes  as  rolhng  years  iuprease, 
And  age  still  triumphs  ołer  the  ruitfd  face. 
This  trath  the  fair,  but  short-li^d  lily  shows. 
And  prickels  that  survire  the  faded  rosa, 
Leara,  lovely  boy,  be  with  instructioą  wise  I 
Beauty  and  youth  mia-spent  are  past  advice> 
Then  cultirate  thy  miód  with  wit  and  famę, 
Those  lasting  charms  survive  the  funeral  flame* 
With  arts  and  scienoes  your  breaat  impi^re^ 
Of  big£  iinpoft  sto  łanens^pt  inlov?; 

I. 
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The  fimrtł  Uryssat  was-  not  fur  nor  young, 
Bat  cloguent  aad  charming  whh  his  tongue  : 
And  yet  for  him  ooutending  beanties  stawę, 
▲ud  ewery  sen  iiymphsought  tbe  hero's  k*re, 
GsJypso  mourn*d  when  be  forsook  ber  shores, 
And  with  fond  waves  detara'd  bis  buty  oars* 
Oft  ehe  mouirtl  of  rahfd  Hium'i  Jate» 
Making  nim  oft  tbe  woddrous  tale  reiatfe  $  [frame, 
Whkb  with  Mich  graćfe  his  florid  tongue  oould 
tlw  story  stall  was  new,  though  soli  the  same* 
Naw  steading  on  tbe  thoret,  "  agam  declare," 
Ćalypso  cryM,  "  yoor  fiuatt  eJpIoto  in  war." 
tle  wita  a  wand,  a  stender  wand  be  borę, 
Dełmeates  etery  action  on  tbe  shore*  [aud  i 

"  fiere^sTroy,"  says  be,  then  draws  the  walto  in 
u  Tbere  Sunois  Bows,  here  my  battalions  stawi 
A  field  there  was,  (and  then  describes  tbe  field) 
Wbere  Doba*  with  rewards  deccrrtl,  we  kiUHL 
Jnst  thns  intrenćh'd  imagine  Bhams  lies, 
And  here  we  make  his  warlike  steeds  our  priae." 
Much  aa  deasr&Yd,  when  a  destractfoe  wave 
WaaVd  off  the  stender  Troy,  and,  rolling,  gave 
to  Rheans  and  hit  tents  one  common  grare. 
Łona;  with  detight  his  cbarming  tongue  sbe  heard, 
Tne  well-raisM  passkm  in  ber  looks  appeartt  : 
The  goddess  weeps  to  *iew  his  spreading  saite, 
9d  mach  a  sołdier  with  the  sex  preroils. 
Bistrust  thy  fint,  fbnd  youth,  and  learn  to  know, 
There  *s  morę  feouir'd  in  love  than  empty  show, 
With  jnst  dJsdain  sbe  treats  the  hangbty  mind,    • 
Tb  complaisanoe  that  makes  a  beauty  kind. 
Inę  hawk  we  hate  that  always  lives  in  arms, 
Tbe  ragmg  wolf  that  erery  floek  alarms  : 
Bot  the  miU  swaUow  nonę  with  toils  infests, 
And  nona  the  soft  Chaoniaii  bird  mołests. 
Behates  a*oid,  and  rade  oontention  shnn ; 
A  woman  }b  with  sobmissrre  language  won. 
Łet  the  wife  nil,  and  injurtl  husband  swear, 
Soch  flaedoms  are  allowM  the  marry'd  pair : 
Dieeord  and  strife  to  nuptial  beds  bekmg, 
Tlie  portion  juttifies  a  cnmorons  tongue. 
With  tender  tows  the  yiekłing  maid  endear, 
And  let  ter  oaly  sighs  and  wishes  hear. 
Gontrba  with  words  and  actions  to  deligbt, 
9tiH  charm  ber  ear,  and  stal  oblige  ber  sigbt 

I  no  instroctioni  to  tbe  ricb  import) 
He  needs  not,  that  presents,  my  useless  art : 
The  grńng  króer  's  handsome,  Taliant,  wise, 
His  happy  fortunę  is  abore  advice. 
I  to  the  needy  sing  |  though  poor,  I  tore, 
And  wanting  weaHh,  with  melting  hmguage  morę. 
Hm  bonour  storms  a  stnbborn  damsel's  door ; 
I  'm  cautious  to  afiront,  because  I  'm  poor. 
Wkh  pfeasmg  arts  I  court,  with  arU  possess  \ 
Or  if  I  'm  bonnteons,  tis  in  promises. 
BnragNł,  I  roflled  onee  Corpma's  hair, 
Lang  wat  I  bamsh'd  by  the  injurM  fair  ; 
Łoag  mournral  nights  lor  this  consum'd  alone, 
Nor  could  my  tears  the  furious  maid  atone. 
Weepiag,  ehe  vow'd,  a  suit  of  point  I  tore ; 
Nsety  sbe  wrU,  but  I  mustpurcbase  morę. 
Make  not  your  gńihy  master*s  crime  your  own, 
Bat  by  my  pmushment  my  errour  shun ; 
Łndecent  fory  from  ber  sight  remove, 
No  psańoa  let  your  mistress  know,  but  lorę; 

"  Yet  if  tbe  haaghty  nymph  's  unkind  arid  ooy, 
Or  ibnas  your  sight ;  bero  patience,  and  enjoy. 
By  do*  degrees  we  bend  the  stebborn  bow  $ 
Whst  fata  lesista,  with  art  will  aliant  grow. 


In  vam  we  stem  a  torrent'ft  rapie  fbrce, 

But  swim  with  ease,  complying  with  its  coune. 

By  gentler  arts  we  savage  beasts  reclaim, 

And  lions,  bulls,  and  rorious  tigere  tamę* 

Fiercely  Atlanta  o*er  the  fbrest  rov'd, 

Cruel  and  wfld,  and  yet  at  last  sbe  lorM* 

Melankm  long  deplor^d  bis  hopeless  ńame, 

And  weepmg  in  tbe  woods  purtued  the  scomful 

On  his  8ubmissive  neck  ber  toils  he  wore,    [damę  : 

And  with  his  mistress  «has'd  the  dreadful  boar; 

Arm'd  to  the  woods  I  bid  you  not  repair, 

Nor  follow  over  hills  the  savage  fair  :       . 

My  soft  injunctions  less  serere  you  Ml  fina, 

Easy  to  learn,  and  fram'd  to  every  mind. 

Her  wishes  never,  nor  ber  will  withstand  : 

Sabmit,  yoaeonquer ;  serve,  and  you  'U  command. 

Her  words  approre,  deny  what  sbe  denies  ;  [spisę : 

Iike,  wbere  sbe  iikes ;   and  wbere  sbe  soorns,  de-, 

Laugh  when  sbe  smiles :  when  sad,  dissohre  in  tears  ; 

Łet  every  gesture  sympathize  with  bers. 

If  she  delights,  as  women  will,  m  play, 

Her  stakes  return,  your  ready  losmgs  pay. 

When  she  's  at  canb,  or  rattling  dice  she  tarow% 

Comnve  at  cheats,  and  generously  lose. 

A  smilmg  winner  let  the  nymph  remain, 

Let  your  pleas'd  mistress  erery  conouest  gaia. 

In  beat,  with  an  umbrella  ready  stand  ; 

When  walkrag,  oflfer  your  omeious  band. 

Her  trembling  hands,  though  you  sustain  tiie  coM# 

Cherish,  and  to  your  warmer  bosom  hołd. 

Thmk  no  inferior  omce  a  disgrace ; 

No  actkm,  that  a  mistress  gains,  is  basc 

The  nero,  that  eluded  Jvmo's  spite, 

And  erery  monster  overcame  in  figbt ; 

That  past  so  many  bloody  labours  o'ęr. 

And  well  deservłd  that  Heav*n  wbose  weight  he  bora, 

Amidst  Iotuan  damsels  carding  stands, 

And  grasps  the  distaff  with  obedient  hands  $ 

In  all  oommands  the  haugKty  damę  obeys  ; 

And  wbo  disdains  to  act  łike  Hercules  ? 

If  she  's  at  law,  be  surę  commend  the  laws, 

Solicit  with  the  judge,  or  plead  her  cause. 

With  patience  at  the  assignation  wait 

Earbr  appear,  attend  her  coming  late. 

When^er  she  wanta  a  messenger,  away, 

And  her  commands  with  flying  feet  obey. 

When  late  from  supper  she  's  returning  nome) 

And  calla  her  «ervant,  as  a  senrant  conte. 

She  for  the  country  air  retires  from  town, 

You  want  a  coach,  or  horse,  why  fbot  it  down  } 

Let  not  the  sultry  season  of  the  year, 

Tbe  falling  snows,  or  constant  rain  deter. 

Lorę  is  a  warfare  ;  an  ignoble  sloth 

Seems  equally  contemptible  in  both  : 

In  both  are  watchings,  duels,  anxious  cares, 

The  soldier  thus,  and  thus  the  lover  fares  ; 

With  rain  hełs  drench'd,  with  piercing'  tempests 

shakes, 
And  on  the  colder  earth  bis  lodging  takes. 
Famę  says,  that  Phcebus  kept  Admetus'  herd, 
And  coarsely  in  an  humble  cottage  far'd  ; 
No  servilc  omces  the  god  deny'd  ; 
Learn  this  ye  lorers,  and  renounce  your  pride. 

WTien  all  excess  is  to  your  mistress  hard, 
When  erery  door  secur'd,  and  window  bar^d  ; 
The  roof  untile,  some  desperate  passage  find : 
You  cannot  be  too  bold  to  make  her  kmd  : 
Oh,  bow  she  >11  clasp  you  when  the  dangert  0'er,' 
And  value  your  desemng  passion  morę  ł 
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Thus  tbrough  the  boisterous  seas  Leander  mov'd, 
Not  to  possess,  but  show  how  much  be  lov'd. 

Nor  blushing  think  how  Iow  you  condesceod 
To  court  ber  maids,  and  make  each  slave  your 

friend  : 
Each  by  their  names  familiarly  salute, 
And  beg  them  to  promote  your  amorous  suit. 
Perhaps  a  bribe  's  reqmr'd  j  your  bounty  show. 
And  from  your  slender  fortunę  part  bestow. 
A  double  bribe  the  chamber-uiaid  secures  ; 
And  when  the  favorite  's  gain'd,  the  nur  is  yourt : 
S|ie  '11  add  to  every  thing  you  do,  a  grace, 
And  watch  the  wanton  hours,  and  time  her  praise. 
When  senrants  merry  make,  and  feast  and  play, 
Then  give  ner  somethmg  to  keep  holiday. 
Betain  them  every  one,  the  porter  most. 
And  her  who  nightly  guards  the  happy  coasL 

I  no  profuse  norcostly  gHts  commend, 
But  choose  and  time  it  well,  whate'er  you  send. 
Provide  the  product  of  the  early  year, 
And  let  your  boy  the  rural  present  bear  ; 
Tell  her  twas  fresb,  and  from  your  manor  brought, 
Though  stale,  and  in  the  suburb  market  bought : 
The  first  ripe  cluster  let  your  mistress  eat, 
With  cbesnuts,  melons,  and  fair  peaches  beat ; 
Some  larger  fiśh,  or  cheicer  fbwl  present, 
They  recommend  your  passion,  where  they 're  sent 
Tu  with  these  arts  the  childless  mtser*s  caught, 
Thus  futurę  legacies  are  basely  bought : 
But  may  his  name  with  infamy  be  curst, 
That  practis'd  them  on  love,  and  woman  first ! 

In  tender  sonnets  most  your  flame  rehearse, 
But  who,  alas !  of  late  are mov?d  by  verse? 
Women  a  wealthy-treating  fool  admire, 
Applaud  yoiir  wit,  but  costiy  gifts  reouire. 
This  is  the  golden  age,  all  worship  gold, 
Honours  are  parcha* 'd,  Love  and  Beauty  sold : 
Should  Homer  oome  with  his  harmonious  train, 
And  not  present,  Homer1*  turnd  out  agam. 
Some  of  the  sex  have  sense,  their  number  's  smali; 
Most  ignorant,  yet  vain  pretendersall : 
Flatter  aright,  smooth  empty  stanzas  send; 
They  seldom  sense,  but  sound  andrnyme  commend. 
Should  you  with  art  compose  each  polish'd  Kne, 
And  make  her,  like  your  numbers,  all  dirine : 
Yet  she  'U  a  treat,  or  worthless  toy  prefer 
To  all  the  immortal  poetłs  boasted  care, 
But  be  that  covets  to  retain  her  heart, 
Let  him  apply  his  flattery  with  art: 
With  lasting  raptures  on  her  beauty  gazę, 
And  make  her  form  the  subject  of  hispraise. 
Purple  commend,  when  she's  in  purple  dress'd  ; 
In  scarlet,  swear  she  looks  in  scarlet  best  : 
ArrayM  in  gold,  her  graceful  mień  adore, 
Yowing  those  eyes  transcend  the  sparklinc  ore. 
With  prudenee  place  each  compjhnentanght, 
Tbough  clad  in  crape,  let  homely  crape  delight. 
In  sorted  colours,  praise  a  vary'd  dress  ; 
Jn  night-cloaths,  or  commode,  let  ekber  please. 
Or  when  she  combs,  or  when  she  curls  her  hair, 
Commend  her  curious  art  and  gallant  air. 
Singing,  her  voice,  dancing,  her  step  admire : 
Applaud  when  she  desists,  and  still  desire : 
Let  all  her  words  and  actions  wonder  raise, 
View  her  with  raptures,  and  with  raptures  praise. 
Fieice  as  Medusa  tbough  your  mistress  prove, 
These  arts  will  teach  the  stubborn  beauty  love. 

Be  cautious  lest  you  over-act  your  part, 
And  temper  your  bypocrisy  with  arfc 


Let  no  false  action  grte*  your  words  the  fil, 
For,  undeceiv'd,  she  *s  ever  aftersby. 
In  Autumn  oft,  when  the  ItiKurious  year 
Purples  the  grapę,  and  shows  the  vintage  near; 
When  sultry  heats,  when  colder  blasts  arise, 
And  bodies  languish  with  inconstant  skies : 
If  Titious  heaven  infects  her  tender  veraa« 
And  in  her  tainted  blood  some  ferer  reigns ; 
Then  your  kind  vows,  your  pious  care  bestow* 
The  Messings  you  eapect  to  reap,  thensow  : 
Think  nothjngnauseous  in  her  Ioath'd  disease. 
But  with  your  ready  hand  contme  to  please : 
Weep  in  her  sight,  then  fbudar  ldsses  give, 
And  let  ber  burning  lips  your  tears  recerre* 
Much  for  her  safety  vow,  but  louder  speak, 
Let  the  nymph  hear  the  kwish  vows  you  mąka. 
As  health  returns,  so  let  your  joys  appear, 
Oft  smile  with  hope,  and  oftconfess  your  faar. 
This  in  her  breast  remainSi  these  pleasmg  charms 
Secure  a  passage  to  her  graieful  arms. 
Reach  nothing  nauseous  to  her  taste  or  sight, 
Officious  only  when  you  most  deligbt : 
Nor  bitter  draughta,  nor  hated  medicines  give : 
Let  her  from  rmilswhat  she  loeths  receife.    [storę, 
Those  prosperous  winds  that  launch'd  our  bark  front 
When  out  at  sea  assist  its  oourse  no  morę : 
Time  will  your  knowledge  in  our  art  tmprove, 
Give  strength  and  vigour  to  your  forming  lorę. 
The  dieadrol  buli  was  but  a  calf  when  young  ; 
The  lofty  oak  but  from  an  aoorn  sprung : 
From  narrow  springs  the  noblest  currents  flow, 
But  swell  their  floods,  and  spread  them  as  they  go.. 
Be  cowersant  with  bve,  no  toils  refuje, 
And  conojner  all  fatigues  with  freąuentuse, 
Still  let  ber  hear  your  sighs,  your  passion  riew, 
And  night  and  day  the  Aying  maidpursue. 
Then pause  awhile;  by  fallow  fields  we  gams 
A  thirsty  soil  reoehres  the  welcome  rain. 
Phyłtis  was  calm  while  with  Demophoen  bieatM, 
His  absence  wounded  most  her  raging  breast : 
Thus  his  chaste  consort  for  Ulysses  burn'4, 
And  Laodamia  thus  her  absent  hnsband  mourn'dt 
With  speed  return,  you  're  ruin^  by  delays, 
Some  happy  youth  may  soon  supply  your  place. 
When  Sparta*s  prince  was  from  his  Helen  gone* 
Gould  Helen  be  content  to  lie  alone  ? 
She  in  his  bed  receivłd  her  amorous  guest, 
And  nirhtly  clasp'd  him  to  her  panting  breast. 
Unthinking  cuckold,  to  a  proverb  blmd  ! 
What  trust  a  beau  and  a  fair  wife  behind  ! 
Let  furious  hawks  thy  trembling  turtles  keep, 
And  to  the  mountain  wolves  oommit  thy  sheep* 
Helen  is  guiltless,  and  her  loreHs  crime 
But  what  yourself  wouM  act  another  time ! 
The  youth  was  pressing,  the  duli  husband  gone, 
Let  every  woman  make  the  case  her  own  ? 
Who  could  a  prince,  by  Yenus  sent,  refuse  ł 
The  cuckoló^s  negligence  is  her  escuse. 

But  not  the  foaming  boar  whom  spears  surroun^ 
Revenging  on  the  dogs  his  mortal  wound, 
Nor  lioness,  whose  young  receive  the  breast, 
Nor  viper  by  unwary  footsteps  prest, 
Nor  dnmkard  by  th'  Aonian  godposiett, 
Transcend  the  womans  ragę,  by  fury  led, 
To  find  a  rival  in  her  injui^d  bed. 
With  fire  and  sword  she  flies,  the  frantic  damę 
Disdams  the  thoughts  of  tenderness  or  shame. . 
Her  ofiśpriiig's  blood  enrag'd  Medea  spilt, 
A  cruel  mother,  for  the  felnert  guilfU 
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And  ftogttefc  unreknting  iaPf  prores, 
Hat  dire  reronge  pursues  neglected  loves- 
Whcre  secred  ties  of  bonom*  are  destroy'd, 
Soch  erroors  cautkws  lorers  most  avoid. 
Think  not  my  precepts  oonstancy  enjoin, 
Vcm»  arert  f  far  nobler  '§  my  design. 
At  large  enjoy,  conceal  your  paaaion  well, 
Nor  ose  the  modish  vanity  to  tell : 
Arad  presenting  of  suspected  toys,    i 
Kor  to  an  bour  oonfine  your  varied  tfys  : 
Desert  the  shades  you  <bd  fieauent  jfefore, 
Nor  make  them  conscious  to  a  new  amour. 
The  nymph,  when  she  betrays,  disdains  your  guilt, 
And  by  soch  ndsebood  taught,  the  learnsto  jilt 
While  whh  a  wife  Atrides  hVd  content, 
Tbeir  lores  were  mutual,  and  she  innocent : 
Bot  when  mnam'd  with  every  charming  face, 
Her  lewdneat  atill  maintam'd  an  equal  pace. 
Chi  jata,  as  Famę  nad  told  ber,  pray'd  in  rain, 
Kor  eoold  by  gifts  his  captfre  girl  obtain; 
meornful  Bnseis,  thy  complaints  she  heard, 
And  how  his  lust  the  tedious  war  deferrM. 
This  tamely  heard,  but  with  resentment  view*d 
The  rótor  by  his  beautkras  slavesubdued : 
With  ragę  she  saw  ber  own  neglected  charms. 
And  took  JEgisthus  to  ber  injurM  arms. 
To  hut  and  shame  by  his  esample  led, 
Wbo  durst  to  openly  profane  ber  bed. 

What  you  coneeal,  ber  morę  obsenring  eye 
Perhaps  betrays :  with  oatbs  the  fact  deny, 
And  bolały  ghre  ber  jealoosy  the  tie ; 
Kot  too  sobmissrfe  seem,  nor  over-kind ; 
laese  are  the  symptoms  of  a  goiity  mind : 
Bot  no  carasses,  no  endearments  spare, 
Enjoyment  pacues  the  angry  nur. 
There  are  that  strong  provoking  potfonspraise. 
And  natme  with  pernicious  med 'cines  raise: 
Kor  dragi,  nor  herbs,  will  what  yoa  lancy  prove. 
And  I  ptononnoe  them  poisonous  all  m  love. 
8ome  pepper  brais*d  with  seeds  of  nettles  join, 
And  siary  steep  in  bowls  of  mellow  winę ; 
Yenus  b  most  arenę  to  forc'd  delights, 
Estorted  flames  pollate  ber  genial  rites. 
With  fiehes  spawn  thy  feeWe  nerres  recruit, 
And  with  eringo*s  hot  salacious  root : 
The  goddess  worshipp'd  by  th'  Erycian  twains 
Megara**  wbite  shallot,  so  faint,  disdains.    . 
Kew  eggs  they  take,  aod  boney'8  liquid  juice, 
And  taras  and  apples  of  the  pine  infttse. 
fttacribe  no  morę,  my  Muse,  nor  med  'cines  give : 
Beanty  and  youth  need  no  provocative. 

Yoa  that  conceaTd  your  secret  crimes  before 
Procłaim  them  now,  now  publish  each  amour. 
Nor  tax  me  with  inoonstaocy •  wefind 
The  dming  bark  reauiresa  veering  wind : 
Now  aorthern  blasts  we  court,  now  southern  gales, 
And"every  point  befriends  our  shifted  saUs. 
That  ehariot-driveis  whh  a  flowing  rein 
Direct  tbeir  steeds,  then  curb  them  in  agam. 
Indulgenoeoft  cornipts  the  faithlew  damę, 
Seeore  from  rivals  she  neglects  your  flame : 
The  mind  without  Yariety  js  cloyM, 
Ani  nsuseates  pleasures  it  has  long  eojoy'd. 
Bot  as  a  fire,  whose  wasted  strength  declines, 
Canrerts  to  ashes,  and  bat  faintly  shines ; 
Whtasnlphiirt  brotigbtyUie  spreading  flames  return, 
Andgiowing  enibers  with  ftesh  fury  barn  : 
A  rirsi  thus  tbe  angratefal  maid  reclaims, 
Bsfńcf  deote,  and  feeds  ner  dying  flames : 


Oft  make  her  jealons,  giye  your  fbndness  o'er, 
And  teaze  her  often  with  some  new  amour. 
Happy,  thrice  happy  youth,  with  pleasures  blest, 
Too  great,  too  exquisite  to  be  ettprest, 
That  view'gt  the  anguish  of  ber  jealous  breast ! 
Wbenefer  thy  guilt  the  slighted  beauty  kndws, 
She  swoons  j  her  voice,  and  then  her  colour  goes. 
Oft  would  my  furious  nymph,  in  burning  ragę, 
Assautt  my  locks,  and  with  her  nails  engage  : 
Then  how  she'd  weep,  what  pierun?  glances  cast ! 
And  vow  to  hate  the  perjur%d  wretch  at  last 
Let  not  your  mistress  long  your  falsehood  mourn  ^ 
Neglected  fondness  will  to  fury  tum : 
But  kindly  clasp  her  in  your  arms  agaln, 
And  on  your  breast  her  drooping  head  sustain : 
Wbilst  weeping  kiss,  amidst  her  tears  enjoy, 
And  with  czcess  of  bliss  her  ragę  destroy. 
Let  her  awhile  lament,  awhile  complain, 
Then  die  with  pleasure,  as  she  died  with  pain. 
Enjoyment  cures  her  with  its  powerful  chaVms# 
She  Ml  sign  a  pardon  in  your  active  arms. 

First  naturę  lay  an  undigested  mass, 
Heaven,  earth,  and  ocean,  wore  one  common  filce  : 
Then  vaulted  heaven  was  fram'd,  waves  earth  enclos'dft 
And  Chaos  was  in  beauteous  form  dispos*d  y 
The  beasts  inhabit  woods,  the  birds  the  air, 
And  to  the  Aoods  the  scaly  fry  repair. 
Mankind  alone  enjoy*d  nocertain  place, 
On  rapine  liv*d  a  rude  unpolishtt  race : 
Caves  were  their  houses,  herbs  tbeir  food  and  be4» 
Wbilst  each  a  savage  from  the  other  fled. 
Lorę  fint  disarmM  the  fierceness  of  their  mind, 
And  in  one  bed  the  men  and  women  join'd. 
The  youth  was  eager,  but  unskilPd  in  joy, 
Nor  was  the  unexperienc*d  ynrgin  coy  ! 
They  knew  no  courtship,  no  instructor  found, 
Yet  they  enjoy*d,  and  bless*d  the  pleasmg  wounm 
The  birds  with  consorts  propagate  their  kind, 
And  sporting  fish  their  flnny  beauties  find : 
In  amorous  fblds  the  wanton  serpents  twinea 
And  dogs  with  their  salacious  females  join. 
The  lusty  buli  delights  his  friskihg  dames, 
And  morę  lascivious  goather  małe  inflames. 
Mares  furious  grow  with  love,  their  boundarics  forc% 
Plungmg  through  wares  to  meet  the  neighing  borse, 
Go  on  brare  youth,  thy  generaus  vigour  try, 
To  the  resenttng  maid  this  charm  apply : 
Love*s  softening  pleasures  erery  grief  temcn'e, 
There'8  nothing  that  can  make  your  peace  like  lora» 
From  drugs  and  philtres  no  redress  you  'U  find, 
But  naturę  with  your  mistress  will  be  kind. 
The  loro  thafs  unoonstrainfd  will  long  endure, 
Machaon's  art  was  felse,  but  minę  is  surę. 

Whilst  thus  I  sung,  inflamM  with  nobler  fire, 
I  heard  tbe  great  Apolk>'s  tuneful  ljrre  ; 
His  band  a  branch  of  spreading  laurel  borę, 
And  on  his  head  a  laurel  wreath  he  wore  j 
Aronnd  he  cast  dłffusive  rays  of  light, 
Confessmg  all  the  goo  to  human  sigbt 
"  Thou  master  of  lascmous  arts,"  he  said, 
"  To  my  freouented  fane  thy  pupils  lead : 
And  there,  inscribM  in  characters  of  gold, 
This  celebrated  sentence  you  41  behold. 
'  First  know  yourself ;'  who  to  himself  is  known, 
Shałl  lorę  with  conduct,  and  his  wishes  crown. 
Where  Naturę  has  a  handsome  face  bestow1^ 
Or  graceful  shape,  let  both  be  often  show*d : 
Let  men  of  wit  and  humour  silcnce  shunA 
The  artist  sing,  and  soldier  błuster  on ;  4 
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Of  long  harangues,  ye  eloąuent,  take  heed, 
Nor  thy  damn'd  worka,  thou  teazing  poet,.  read." 
Thus  Phoebus  spake :  a  just  obedience  give, 
And  tbese  injunctions  from  a  god  recerre. 

1  mystenes  unfbld  ;  tomyadyice 
Attend,  ye  vulgar  lovers,  and  grow  wise. 
The  thriving  grain  in  harvest  often  fails : 
Oft  prosperous  winda  turn  adverse  to  out  sails : 
Pew  are  the  pleasures,  thougfa  the  toils  are  great : 
With  patience  must  submissive  lovers  wait 
What  hares  on  Athos,  bees  on  Hybla  (eed, 
Or  berries  on  the  circling  ivy  breed ; 
As  shells  on  sandy  shores,  as  stan  above, 
So  numerous  are  the  surę  fatigues  of  łovc 
The  lady's  gone  abroad,  you  're  tołd ;  though  seen, 
Distrust  your  eyea,  believe  her  not  within. 
Her  lodgings  on  the  prom isM  night  are  close  j 
Besent  jjt  not,  but  on  the  carth  repose. 
Her  maid  will  ery,  with  an  insulting  tonę, 
"  What  makes  you  saunter  here  ?  you  sot,  begone.9 
WHh  moving  words  the  cnicl  nymph  entreat, 
And  place  your  garland  on  the  bolted  gate. 

Why  do  I  light  and  vulgar  precepts  use  ? 
A'  nobler  subject  now  mspires  my  Muse : 
Approachmg  joys  1  sing ;  ye  youths  draw  near, 
Usten  ye  happy  lovers  and  give  ear : 
The  labour  *s  great,  and  daring  is  my  song. 
Labours  and  great  attempts  to  Love  betong. 
At  from  the  aacred  oracles  of  Joto 
Recefoe  these  grand  mysterious  truths  m  lorę. 
Look  down  when  she  the  ogling  apark  invites, 
Kor  touch  the  conscious  tablets  when  aha  writes. 
Appear  not  jealous  though  she  *s  much  from  home, 
Łet  her  at  pleasure  go,  unouestioned  come. 
This  crafty  husbandś  to  their  whres  permit, 
Andleam  when  she  's  engaged  to  wink  at  it 
t  my  own  frailties  modestly  confess ; 
And,  bluahing,  give  those  precepts  I  transgress  ; 
Shall  I,  with  patience  the  known  signal  hear, 
Ketire,  and  leave  a  happy  rival  there ! 
What !  tamely  suffep  the  provoking  wrong, 
And  be  afraid  to  use  my  hands  or  tongue  T 
Gorinna'8  husband  kiss'd  her  in  mysight; 
I  beat  the  saucy  fool,  and  seiz'd  my  right 
1  like  a  fury  for  my  nymph  engage, 
And  like  a  mad-man,  when  I  miss  her,  ragę, 
My  paasion  still  prerails,  convinc'd  1  yield  ! 
He  that  submits  to  this  is  better  skilTd. 

Expose  not,  though  you  find  her  guilty  flame, 
Lest  she  abandon  modesty  and  shame  : 
Conceal  her  faults,  no  secret  crimes  upbraid; 
Kothing  >s  so  fond  as  a  suspected  maid, 
Di8C0ver'd  love  inereases  with  despair, 
When  both  alike  the  guilt  and  scandal  share  t 
AU  sense  of  modesty  they  lose  in  time, 
Whilst  each  encourages  the  .othert  crime. 

In  Heaven  this  story  *s  fam'd  above  the  rest, 
Amongst  th'  immortal  drolls  a  standing  jest : 
How  Vulcan  two  transgressing  lovers  caught, 
And  every  god  a  pleas'd  spectator  brought. 
Oreat  Mars  for  Venus  felt  a  guilty  flame, 
Keglected  war,  and  own'd  a  toverłs  name ; 
To  his  desures  the  queen  of  Lorę  inclin'd ; 
No  nymph  in  Hearen  fs  so  willing,  nonę  so  kind. 
Oft  the  lascroous  fair,  with  scornful  pride, 
Would  Vu]can's  fbot  and  aooty  hands  deride, 
Yet  both  with  deceucy  their  passion  borę,   , 
And  modestly  conceaTd  the  close  amour. 


But  by  the  Sun  betrayM  tn  their  embrace, 

(For  what  escapes  the  Sun's  obsenring  rays  I 

He  told  th*  aflironted  god  of  his  diagrace. 

Ah  fooliah  Sun !  and  much  unskilPd  in  lorę, 

Thou  hast  an  ill  esample  set  above ! 

Never  a  fair  ofiendtng  nymph  betray, 

She'11  gratefulry  oblige  you  erery  way : 

The  crafty  spouse  around  his  bed  uiepares 

Nets  that  deoerre  the  eye,  and  secret  tnarest 

A  journey  feigns,  th'  impatient  lovers  met. 

And  naked  were  exposM  in  yulcan^  net 

The  gods  deride  the  criminals  in  chama, 

And  scarce  from  tears  the  queen  of  Łove  rerrainrt 

Nor  eould  her  hands  conceal  her  guilty  face, 

She  wants  that  corer  for  another  place. 

To  surly  Mars  a  gay  spectator  sakł, 

"  Why  so  uneasy  iii  that  enVy'd  bed  ? 

On  me  transfer  your  chains;  1*11  freery  eatag 

For  your  release,  and  sufler  in  your  room." 

At  length,  kind  Neptune,  freed  by  thy  desnw, 

Mars  goes  for  Crete,  to  Paphos  she  rettres, 

Their  lores  augmented  with  rerengefnl  fires  i 

Now  conversant  with  infamy  and  shame, 

They  set  no  bounds  to  their  licentious  flame^ 

But,  bónest  Vulcan,  what  was  thy  pretence, 

To  act  so  much  unllke  a  god  of  sense  ? 

They  sin  in  public,  you  the  shame  repent, 

ConvnłCłd  that  lores  inerease  with  punishment. 

Though  in  your  power,  a  rival  ne*er  expose, 

Nerer  his  ratercepted  joys  disclose : 

This  I  command,  Venus  commands  the  same, 

Who  hates  the  snares  she  once  sustahiM  with  shamfe 

What  impious  wretch  will  Ceres'  rites  expose, 
Or  Juno'8  solemn  mysteries  disclose ! 
His  witty  torments  Tantalus  deserres, 
That  thirsts  in  wa^es,  and  viewing  bangnets  starre^ 
But  Venus  most  in  secrecy  delights ; 
Away,  ye  bablers,  from  her  silent  rites  t 
No  pomp  her  mysteries  attends,  no  noise ! 
No  soundtng  brass  proclaims  the  latent  joys9 
With  fbłded  arms  the  happy  pair  possess,' 
Nor  should  the  fond^etraying  tongue  confess 
Those  raptures,  which  no  language  can  ezpresas 
When  naked  Venus  cast  her  robes  aside, 
The  parts  obscene  her  hands  extended  hide : 
No  girl  on  propagating  beasts  will  gazę, 
But  hangs  her  head,  and  turns  away  ber  faee«  ' 
We  darken*d  beds  and  doors  for  lorę  proride; 
What  naturę  cannot,  decent  habita  bidę, 
Tjove  darkness  courts,  at  most  a  gKmmenng  light; 
To  raise  our  joys,  and  just  oblige  the  sight. 
Ere  happy  men  beneath  a  roof  were  laid, 
When  oaks  prorided  them  with  fbod  and  shade, 
Some  gloomy  cave  receir'd  the  wanton  pair  j    * 
For  light  too  modest,  and  unshaded  air! 
From  public  view  they  decently  reti^d, 
And  secretly  perfbrmd  what  love  inspłr^d. 
Now  scarce  a  modish  fop  about  the  town, 
Butboasts  with  whom,  how  oft,  andwhere*twaaójODe^ 
They  taste  no  pleasure,  relish  no  delight, 
Till  they  recount  what  pass'd  the  happy  rńfjtdm 
But  men  of  honour  always  thought  it  base, 
To  prostitute  each  kinder  nymph's  embrace  : 
To  blast  her  &me,  and  Yainły  hurt  his  own, 
And  furnish  scandal  for  a  lewd  lampoon. 
And  here  I  must  some  guifty  arts  aceuse, 
And  disingenuous  shifts  that  lorers  use, 
To  wrong  the  chaste,  and  innocent  abnae>    ' 


oyidb  art  of  love. 


81 


Wteo  kmg  repalsM  they  find  fheir  courtahip  vain, 
Ber  character  witb  infamy  they  stain: 
DenyM  ber  person,  they  debauch  her  famę, 
And  brand  ber  innocence  with  public  shame. 
Go,  jealous  fbol,  the  injur'd  beauty  guard, 
Łetewrydoorbe  lock'd  and  window  barrtł ! 
Tbe  raflfering  aymph  remains  expos'd  te  wrong ; 
Her  Damę  '■  a  prostitute  to  every  tongue  j 
For  malice  will  with  joy  the  lie  receire, 
Report,  and  what  it  wishes  tnie,  believe. 

With  care  conceal  whate'er  defects  you  find, 
To  all  ber  fauhs  seem  like  a  lorer  blind. 
Naked  Andromeda  when  Persem  view'd, 
He  iaw  her  faults,  but  yet  pronounc'd  them  good. 
Andromache  was  tali,  yet  sonie  report 
Her  flecłor  was  ao  blind,  be  thought  her  short* 
At  fint  what 'a  nauseous,  lessens  by  degrees, 
Young  lores  are  nice,  and  difficult  to  please. 
The  infant  plant,  that  bears  a  tender  rind, 
Reeb  to  and  fro  with  every  breath  of  wind: 
But  shooting  upward  to  a  tree  at  last» 
ft  sterns  the  storm,  and  bravws  the  strongeat  blast. 
Time  will  defects  and  .blemiahea  endear, 
And  make  them  Uwely  to  your  eyes  appear: 
Unuma]  soenta  at  fint  may  give  offence  5 
Unie  raconcues  them  to  the  vanquish'd  sease : 
HerTieet  soften  with  aome  kinder  phrase; 
If  soe  ii  twarthy  aa  tbe  Negroto  face, 
\    CiU  k  a  granul  bit>wn,aró  that  complexkm  praise, 
; .  The  mary  lass  most  be  like  Venna  fair, 
Or  Dke  Minera,  that  has  yellow  hair. 
If  pak  and  meagre,  praise  her  shape  and  youth, 
Actne  when  smali,  when  grosa  she  *s  phimp  and 
ftery  excess  by  soffcenmg  terms  disguise,  [smooth. 
And  in  some  neighbourmg  virtue  hicie  each  vice. 
Nor  ask  her  age,  consuH  no  register, 
;    Tfader  whote  reign  she  's  bom,  or  what  's  the  year. 
ff  fading  youth  checkers  her  hair  with  wbite, 
Eiperience  makes  her  perfect  in  delight; 
In  ber  embrace  sublimer  joys  are  fbund, 
A  froitrul  soil,  and  cultivated  ground ! 
The  honra  enjoy  whilst  youth  and  pleasures  last, 
Age  mirrie*<on,  and  Death  pursues  too  fast. 
Or  pfough  the  seas,  or  cultiyate  the  land, 
Or  wield  the  sword  in  thy  adventurous  hand : 
Or  mach  in  kwe  thy  nenrous  stretigth  employ, 
Emiwace  tbe  fair,  the  grateful  maid  enjoy ; 
Pleatore  and  wealth  reward  thy  pleasing  pams, 
Tbe  labour  's  great,  bot  greater  far  the  gains. 
Add  their  erperience  in  afiairs  of  lorę, 
Tor  years  and  practice  do  alike  improre; 
Tbeir  arts  repair  the  injnries  of  time, 
And  atill  preserre  them  in  tbeir  charming  prime : 
In  Tary'd  ways  they  act  the  pleasure  o'er, 
Not  pictnrM  postnres  can  instruct  you  morę. 
They  want  no  couTtship  to  provoke  delight. 
Bot  meet  yonr  warmth  with  eager  appetite: 
One  me  enjoyment,  when  the  willing  damę 
Olows  with  desires,  and  burns  with  eqnal  flame. 
I  kne  to  oear  the  soft  transporting  joya, 
Tbe  frepnent  aighs,  the  tender  murmurrag  roice: 
To  sec  ber  eyes  with  YaryM  pleasure  morę, 
And  aH  the  nymph  confess  the  power  of  lorę. 
Hatare^s  not  thna  indulgent  to  the  young, 
Them  joya  aione  to  riper  years  bekog  : 
Wbo  youth  enjoys,  drinka  crnde  unready  wina, 
IA  age  yonr  girl  and  sprightly  juice  remie, 
MeDow  tbeir  aweets,  and  malm  the  tastadmoe. 
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To  Helen  who  *d  Hermiome  prefer, 
Or  Gorge  thfnk  beyond  ber  mother  fair: 
But  he  that  covets  the  experienc'd  damę, 
Shall  crown  his  joys,  and  triumpb  in  his  flame. 

One  conscious  bed  receires  the  happy  pair: 
Retire,  my  Muse  ;  tbe  door  demands  thy  care. 
What  charming  words,  what  tender  things  are  sald  | 
What  language  flows  without  thy  useless  aid ! 
There  shall  the  roving  band  employment  find, 
Inspire  new  flames,  and  make  ev>n  rirgins  kind. 
Thus  Hector  did  Andromache  delight, 
Hector  In  love  rictorious,  as  in  fight. 
When  weary  from  the  field  Achilles  camę, 
Thus  with  delays  he  rais'd  Briseis'  flame : 
Ah,  could  those  arms,  thoae  fatąl  hands  delight, 
Inspire  kind  thoughts,  and  raise  thy  appetite ! 
Couldstthou,  fbndmaid,  be  charm'd  with  his  em- 
brace, 
StainM  with  the  blood  of  half  thy  royal  race  ? 

Nor  yet  with  speed  the  fleeting  pleasures  waste, 
Still  moderate  your  love's  impetuous  hastę : 
The  bashful  yirgin,  though  appearing  coy, 
Detains  your  hand,  and  hugs  the  proffer'd  joy. 
Then  view  her  eyes  with  humid  lustre  bright, 
Sparkling  with  ragę,  and  trembling  with  delightf 
Her  kind  complaints,  her  melting  accents  hear, 
The  eye  she  charms,  and  wounds  the  listening  ear» 
Desert  not  tben  the  clasping  nymph's  embrace, 
But  with  her  love  maintain  an  eąual  pace : 
Raise  to  her  heights  the  transports  of  your  soul, 
And  fly  united  to  the  happy  goal. 
Observe  these  precepts  when,  wkh  leisure  blest, 
No  threatening  fears  your  private  hours  molest ; 
When  danger  's  near,  your  actWe  force  employ, 
And  urge  with  eager  speed  the  hasty  joy: 
Then  ply  your  oars,  then  practise  this  advice, 
And  strain  with  whip  and  spur,  to  gain  the  prize. 

The  work^s  complete :  triumphant  palms  prepare, 
With  flowery  wreaths  adom  my  flowing  hair. 
As  to  the  Greeks  was  Podaliriue'  art, 
To  heal  with  medTcines  the  afflicted  part: 
Nesto^s  advice,  AchiUes,  arms  in  field, 
Automedon  for  chariot-driving  skillM; 
As  Chalchas  could  explain  the  mystic  biid, 
And  Telemon  could  wield  the  brandish'd  swonl-: 
Such  to  the  town  my  fam'd  instructions  prcre, 
So  much  am  I  renownfd  for  arts  of  love : 
Me  every  youth  shall  praise,  extol  my  name, 
And  o*er  tbe  globe  diftise  my  lasting  famę. 
I  arms  provide  against  the  scornful  fair.; 
Thus  Vulcan  arm'd  Achilles  for  the  war. 
Whatever  youth  shall  with  my  aid  o'ercome, 
And  lead  ms  Amazon  in  triumph  borne; 
Let  him  that  oononers,  and  enjoys  the  damę, 
In  gratitude  for  his  instructed  flame, 
Inscribe  the  spoils  with  my  auspicious  name* 

The  tender  girls  my  precepts  next  demand: 
Tbem  I  oommit  to  a  morę  skilful  hand. 


M 


yalm&n*  tom*. 
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8IJt    WILLOUGHBY   ASTON, 
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1704. 

TO  THI  ŁAWT  C&BWE  OP  frTCtKTOW. 
ttABA*, 

As  when  te  eagle,  with  a  parenfs  lorę, 
Prepares  ber  young  to  Tisit  realms  above  : 
With  heateirt  fuli  luśtre  she  allures  him  on, 
Fint  to  admira,  and  then  approach  the  Sun  : 
UnwearyM  he  sunreys  the  orb  of  light, 
Gharm'd  by  the  object  to  mairitam  his  flight.. 

To  you  th*  aspiring  Muse  her  labour  bnngs, 
Thus  tries  its  fate,  ud  thus  expands  hor  wjags  • 
Tempted  to  gmze  on  your  auspicious  light, 
This  hasty  birth  to  you  directs  its  flight ; 
The  beautiei  of  your  mind  tranaported  news, 
Admiring  sings,  and  pleas'd  her  flight  pursues. 

Permit  these  loose,  unfinish'd  lines  to  claim 
Tbe  kind  protectłon  of  your  parenfs  name  : 
Though  TOid  oTornaments,  and  erery  grac*, 
Acoept  the  piece,  aa  satred  to  your  race. 
Where  you  behold  your  great  fore-lathers  famę, 
And  tracę  the  springi  tirom  whence  your  virtu*s 

came: 
Survey  the  triumphs,  and  the  honours  ticw, 
That  by  a  long  descent  devolve  on  you. 

In  Tam  the  Muse  her  vanquish'd  pencH  tries, 
Where  unezhausted  stores  of  beauty  rise  : 
Languid  and  faint  her  labours  must  appear, 
Whilst  you  transcend  her  nurest  cbaracter. 
So  bright  in  you  your  fathert  graces  shine, 
And  alt  the  tirtues  of  your  ancient  linę ; 
That  nonę  With  fefeasure  can  the  copy  new, 
Whilst  the  original  surmes  in  you. 


Wiat  man  T«nowa'd !  what  British  worthy^  praise 
Inspires  the  Muse  !  and  wnsecrates  her  lays  ! 
ttecordthy  Astonłs  cełebrated  naine, 
Display  his  Tutties,  and  transmit  his  famę, 
Illustrious  actions  to  thy  care  bekng, 
And  form  the  beauties  of  heroic  song: 
Nonę  e'er  appearU  with  so  immense  a  storę, 
Nor  ever  grac'd  hannonious  numbers  morę. 

Nor  stain,  my  Muse,  with  thy  officious  tears, 
The  bright  eaunple  for  sucoeeding  years : 
Whilst  others  in  dejected  notes  complam, 
Sublime  thy  song,  ettetapt  a  nobler  strain. 
With  Terse  assuage  his  pious  otispirag^s  care. 
And  calm  the  sorrows  of  the  weeping  nur : 
Dispel  the  shades  that  Fate  untimely  spread, 
And  cease  to  monm  for  the  immortai  dead. 

Where  outstretch'd  Britain  in  the  ocean  's  lost, 
And  Dee  and  mpid  Mersey  bonnd  the  coast ; 
There  hills  arise  with  sylvan  honours  crown'd, 
There  fruitful  yale)  and  shady  streams  abound : 
Not  Mediangrores,  nor  Tempe's  boaated  plain, 
Nor  where  THictolus'  sands  enrich  the  main, 
Can  yield  a  prospect  fairer  to  the  sight, 
Nor  charm  with  scenes  of  morę  august  delight 

Herę  Lupus  and  his  warlike  chiefś  obtain'd 
Imperial  sway,  and  great  in  honours  reign'd : 
Dermng  titles  from  their  swords  alone, 
Their  laws  preserv'd,  and  liberties  their  own. 


As  when  two  swellmg  noods  their  wares  oppose* 

Nor  would  confound  the  nrns  from  whence  they 
But  by  degrees  uniting  in  a  stream,  [rota : 

Forget  their  fbuntains,  and  become  the  same. 
Thus  strove  the  Brkains  with  the  Norman  race, 
Fierce  with  their  wrongs,  and  cooacious  of  diagrace  z 
But  when  the  fury  of  their  arms  was  o'er, 
Whom  thirst  of  empire  had  engagM  befbre, 
Now  Frieodship  binds,  and  Love  unites  the  morę. 
From  whom  a  long  descent  of  worthies  shine, 
Just  to  the  glories  of  their  martial  linę : 
Admiring  Famę  their  matchless  fbrce  records, 
Their  bounteous  minds,  and  hospitable  boarda* 
Where  Weerer  hastens  to  recefre  the  Dane, 
Refreshing  with  united  streams  the  plain  j 
A  rising  fabric,  with  majestic  grace, 
Demands  the  tribute  of  thy  lofty  praise  t 
There  Aston  stands  conspicuous  to  the  sight; 
To  Aston,  Mnse,  direct  thy  pleasing  flight  1 
From  far  the  pompous  edifice  behold, 
Just  the  proportions,  and  the  structure  bold. 
Beauty  is  there  with  elegance  express'd, 
Improv'd  with  art,  with  natira  grandeur  bksaM. 
What  nobler  object  could  the  worthy  find, 
To  signalize  the  greatness  of  his  mind, 
Than  to  adom,  with  so  august  a  frame, 
The  place  that  ga*e  his  aneestors  a  name? 

Delightrul  scenę  !  thy  patroni  early  can, 
Who  rais'd  thee  up  magnmcently  mir : 
He  fbrm'd  thy  beauties,  and  increas'd  thy  stare, 
Great  in  thyself,  but  in  thy  fbunder  morę. 

From  generous  Hudard,  whose  \  ictorious  swont 
Madę  Aston  stoop  beneath  a  foreign  lord, 
Twenty  successWe  cbiefs  descended  down; 
Illustrious  all,  and  matchless  m  renown.  \ 
When  injurNl  barons  durst  by  arms  restram 
Their  so*ereign's  pride,  on  the  emhattled  płain; 
And  riml  roses,  with  impetuous  ragę, 
ImtdWd  in  blood  the  nezt  descending  age : 
Or  when  abroad  we  nobler  conquests  tougfat. 
For  empire  strove,  for  Famę  and  Beauty  fbughl; 
Their  great  exph>its  our  British  annals  graca, 
And  ancient  bards  immortalize  the  race. 
No  lineage  can  a  nobler 'subject  yield, 
Nor  oftener  shar'd  the  triumphs  of  the  field : 
Renownfd  in  war,  by  arts  endeai^d  to  famę, 
Worthy  their  high  descent,  and  gloriom  name. 

But  though  so  many  pious  worthies  jota, 
To  form  the  tustre  ot  a  noble  linę : 
Pass  not,  ungrateful  nymph,  neglected  by 
A  shade  renown^ !  a  name  that  cannot  óje  ( 
His  mther>s  famę  with  awful  steps  pursue, 
And  raise  thy  flight  with  the  transporting  riew/. 
When  loud  Seditkn  call*d  him  early  form, 
To  merit  wrcaths,  and  signalize  bis  worth; 
His  bounteous  mind  suppłyd  the  royal  part 
With  flowing  fbrtunes,  and  a  faithful  heart. 
His  sword  and  pen  were  drawn  in  just  defence 
Of  suffering  prelates,  and  an  inju^d  prinee : 
And  as  some  midnight  wołf,  by  hunger  pressM, 
WRh  boundless  fury  would  the  platns  infest; 
But  if  he  hears  the  lionłs  awful  voice, 
His  head  he  couches,  and  contracts  his  paws  z 
Hius  raging  Faction  munnurM  in  its  den, 
RestrainTd  and  aw'd  by  his  sublimer  pen  : 
And  when  Rebellion  rear^d  its  gnilty  head, 
Befbre  his  arms  the  vanquish'd  monster  Aed. 

Immortai  shade  !  to  endkas  ages  rast ! 
With  jop,  that  nerer  rebel  tasted,  Uess^: 
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is  ebss^m  for  tbe  ewsred*st  race  of  men, 
Aoceptfhis  tritate  finom  a  grateful  pen ; 
Finta  to  tbe  cburch,  and  loyal  to  the  crown    - 
ls  mole  than  mme,  ano!  sanctifies  renown.      N 

Nor  wonder  then  so  many  graces  join'd, 
to  fonu  tbe  perfect  beauties  of  hit  mind  i 
He  from  his  aDcetton  derirM  them  down, 
Impnmog  ńitoet  by  deaoent  his  own. 

Aod  fint  thy  Astosrt  matcbleai  form  snrrey, 
From  eariy  youth  to  natnre's  last  decay : 
Tbe  Bvdy  fcetures  of  his  beauty  tracę, 
And  gńe  each  lmeament  iłs  native  grace, 

Gmndeor  and  wartom  m  his  person  jotnM, 
AUgoft  hit  pretence,  and  bis  aspect  kind  5 
Hv  kfty  stature,  and  distinguish'd  mień, 
GoDfie»'d  tbe  greatneas  of  a  toul  within; 
For  gcnerous  natures  puriry  their  clay, 
And  o*er  the  body  spread  a  lucid  ray : 
•  Huoegh  every  part  iuforming  spirits  fly9 
Dńdam  restramt,  and  sparkJe  at  tbe  eye. 
Soch  generał  lustre,  such  neostleos  grace; 
HŚ3  Hrabi  adorntt,  and  triumph'd  m  his  lacek 

Bot  as  tbe  Earth  in  her  capaćions  vems 
Tbe  apfendid  treasure  of  ber  mines  contams : 
Witt  fading  flowers  ehe  paints  the  sorface  ©'er, 
Bot  awnrd  shines  whh  nnffihanstad  storę; 
&>  hwely  forms  are  on  mankmd  bestowM, 
Ooff  to  djgnify  the  sooft  abode : 
Witom  the  beams  of  sparkling  wit  we  find, 
The  ehaims  of  sense,  and  treasures  of  the  mind. 
IsdoJjgeflt  Naturę  thus  her  bounty  sbowM* 
Th«f  ercry  ibining  Jaculty  bestowM : 
With  stores  enrich»d  his  iotellectual  seat, 
And  fam'd  the  hiatre  of  his  mind  compteat. 

Where  aged  Cham  in  fam'd  meauders  flows, 
Bis  eariy  youth  a  soft  retirement  chose, 
To  rest  beneath  the  venerable  shade, 
Where  Spenser  song,  and  Cbwley's  Muse  was  laid. 
Propftioas  Natnre  nad  preparM  before, 
A  miód  tenacions  of  the  learned  storę  ; 
Tbe  flowing  springs  of  knowledge  to  receroe, 
Ani  take  impresaioos  fiut  as  art  could  give. 

AmpfckHU  Cham  !  not  all  thy  boasted  race 
Of  hmefal  youths,  that  celebrate  thy  praise; 
TWł  in  the  ▼arious  spheres  of  learning  shine, 
BekwM  by  Phoebus  and  the  sacred  Ninę; 
With  nobler  wreaths  did  e'er  thy  temples  crown. 
Ot  add,  fike  him,  to  thy  diffus'd  renown. 

And  next  the  flowing  robę  employM  his  care, 
Ani  bulky  rolumes  of  the  painful  bar : 
Though  weałth  and  famę  the  toilsome  search  attend, 
Yct  he  pursued  it  for  a  nobler  end. 
Obscnie  and  mtricate  onr  laws  appear,         [elear : 
Fwpfex'd  with  comments  that  sbould  make  them 
Eajasóce  through  the  głoomy  mists  survey'd, 
Aod  Reaton  found  by  subtleties  betray'd ; 
With  Ełoąuence  be  smooth'd  the  rugged  wayy 
And  icatterM  shades  with  Jodgment'8  piercing  ray. 

He  Naturę  m  her  dark  recesees  sought, 
Aad  with  PhDoaophy  subtimM  his  thought 
la  all  the  rarious  parto  of  learning  skilFd, 
That  Orecian  aagea,  or  the  Roman,  yiekl  J 
Be  from  the  ancieaU  drain'd  their  richest  storę, 
Befining  still  with  wit  the  sparkling  ore. 
Vor  did  he  want  the  lyre's  harmonious  sound,  * 
Whosi  pleasmg  accents  ałl  his  labours  crown'd  :* 
The  tońernl  lyre,  that  charms  us  with  delight, 
Sepeh  onr  cares,  and  glads  the  tedious  night  ; 
Jes&ains  onr  passionft,  calms  our  rarious  ragę, 
The  juy  of  youth,  and  the  relief  of  age. 


His  piercing  faculties,  serenely  bright, 
Let  mward  to  the  toul  distincter  ligbt : 
His  senses  esqnisite,  and  reason  soand,         N 
Surmounted  all  the  obatacles  they  found, 
In  knowledge  Ters'd,  in  learning/s  depth^  profoumL 

Nor  were  his  bours  to  books  alone  cdbfinM, 
His  person  was  aceomplisJTd  as  his  mind  : 
He  us'd  his  weapons  with  admir^  sucoess, 
EsoellM  in  courtship,  and  a  kind  address. 
Whether  he  nrg*d  me  eourser  to  his  speed, 
Or  temperM  with  his  akii],  the  fiery  steed  j 
Whon  foaming  at  the  ring  be  spurns  tbe  sands, 
Repeats  his  stroke,  and  launches  as  he  standu  ;   • 
With  grateful  gesture  he  did  each  command, 
And  ply'd  his  reins  with  an  inrtructire  hand. 
Or  wbether,  to  the  sportive  daace  inclin'd, 
In  lively  measnres  he  the  coucert  joinłd  : 
Nonę  ever  mor^d  with  morę  majestic  pace, 
Show*d  greater  art,  .or  morę  becoming  grace. 

His  flowing  wit,  with  solid  judgment  joind, 
Talent8  united  rarely  in  a  mind, 
Had  all  the  graces  and  engaging  art, 
That  charm  tl^e  ear  and  captivate  tlia  heart. 
No  pointed  smtire,  nor  morose  disdain, 
Allay'd  the  pleasure  of  his  words  with  pain  : 
His  moffenstte  tongue,  from  slander  freer 
From  Flattery^  vice,  or  Uasted  Calumny  ; 
Knew  all  the  springs  that  secret  passions  niove, 
Raise  admiration,  or  inspire  with  love. 

Sententiotts  and  instroctire  his  disconrse, 
He  urg/d  his  reasons  whh  resistless  force. 
A  lively  eloąoence  adornM  his  thought. 
And  happy  tnrns  of  wit  occur'd  nnsought : 
Ezpressive  words  his  flowing  sense  convey'^, 
Just  were  his  thoughts,  antl  powerfid  to  persuade. 

But,  goddess,  now  a  nobler  scenę  sumy, 
Espand  thy  wings,  thy  brightest  charms  display ! 
What  varióu8  beauties  here  distract  thy  sight ! 
What  virtues  that  surmount  thy  towering  flight  t 
As  nameless  stars,  that  form  the  gahucy, 
With  imdistinguish*d  luatre  gild  the  sky  j 
So  sbone  the  graces  that  adorn*d  his  mind, 
And  with  concenterU  rays  their  beauties  join'd  ; 
Whose  lucid  numbers  but  repel  thy  sight, 
And,  thus  united,  form  one  glorkras  orb  of  Ught, 

His  riper  yeare  to  wisdom  he  apply'd, 
Each  path  pursued,  and  every  conąuest  try'd  : 
Wisdom,  the  darling  attribute  alone, 
By  which  th'  Almighty%8  morę  diatinctly  known, 
And,  when  contracted  to  a  narrew  span, 
Becomes  the  noblest  feculty  of  man.  [chace, 

Through  books  he  tracd  her  in  the   pleasing 
Ransack^  their  stores,  and  still  maintainM  his  pace. 
Whh  crowds,  and  busy  men,  he  strove  to  find 
The  flying  ftur,  the  objectof  his  mind  : 
Through  specious  arts,  tbrough,all  their  vain  disguise, 
He  saw,  distinguishM,  and  obtainłd  the  prize. 

His  mind,  with  eaclLp uperior  talent  fraught, 
For  councils  fonn'd  hd  enterpriziog  thought : 
Quick  of  dispatch,  discreet  in  erory  trust, 
Rigidry  honest,  and  severely  just. 
Though  kindiiess  in  his  generous  bosom  reign^d, 
The  dignity  of  pow'r  he  still  maintainM : 
Nonę  eer  diachar^d  aflairs  with  morę  address, 
Senr'd  better  public  posts,  or  sought  them  less. 
His  constancy  appear'd  in  every  state, 
Fhc'd  and  unmov'd  as  the  decrees  of  fate  : 
No  fluctuating  doubts  his  mind  distrea$'d, 
Nor  shook  the  Ktrong  foundations  uf  his  breast. 
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His  resolution  bore  him  still  above 
The  rash  effects  of  enmity  or  love: 
Firm  on  the  basis  of  himself  he  stood, 
Of  right  tenacious,  permanent  id  good. 

Hcnce  flow'd  a  courage  unallay'd  with  fear, 
A  mind  undaiinted,  and  a  conscience  elear : 
With  innoceace  and  virtne  for  a  guide, 
Successfully  he  stem'd  th'  impetuous  tkle. 
Intrepid  thus  he  rerolutions  bore, 
Kor  deriated  from  paths  he  trod  before : 
The  power  of  Fortune  still  disdam'd  to  own, 
Nor  courted  smiles,  nor  sunk  beneath  ner  frown. 

He  serv'd  his  country,  with  regards  above 
The  common  róws  of  mercenary  love  : 
His  passion  such,  if  not  extended  morę,     \ 
As  pious  Romans  to  their  Latram  bore. 
No  specious  kindness  popularly  feign'd, 
By  mterest  rais'd  or  with  ambition  stain'd : 
The  tender  pięty  hit  actions  show'd, 
From  daty  sprung,  from  fond  affeefcion  flow'd. 

Untamted  with  the  stain  of  either  vice, 
Of  lavish  waste,  or  graspmg  avarice : 
Nor  squander'd  wealth,  nor  with  a  sordid  breast 
Condemn'd  to  hoards  the  treasures  he  possess'd. 
His  hospitabłe  roof,  with  plenty  storM, 
Enjoy'd  the  błessings  of  a  smilmg  board : 
Heay^,  that  had  blessM  him  with  a  farge  increaee, 
Cave  him  a  soul  deserróg  to  possess. 

The  fathert  loyatty  desoended  down, 
Endear*d  by  sufferings,  to  his  eldest  son. 
As  Hannibal  pursued  the  Roman  state, 
With  double  portions  of  his  fatheHs  hate: 
Such  fiVd  aversion  m  his  bosom  sprung,   ' 
And  arm'd  his  soul  against  our  (actions,  young: 
A  murder'd  prince,  and  slaughterłd  parenfs  fate, 
On  the  rebellious  race  entaiPd  his  hate : 
Firm  to  the  crown  bis  duty  he  retainM, 
And  o'er  his  heart  his  rightful  monarch  reign'd« 

View  beauties  yet  of  asublimer  kind, 
The  heavenly  oflspring  of  a  pious  mind  : 
"Charms  that  from  innocence  and  virtue  flotr, 
That  to  religion  all  their  splendour  owe ; 
Where  no  obscuring  spots  their  Instre  hide, 
By  crimes  untainted,  undeformM  with  pride. 

Bless'd  Charity,  the  pure  etherial  ray, 
That  Hearen  itself  does  to  our  breasts  convey ; 
In  larger  portions  to  his  bosom  came, 
And  o'er  his  soul  dimis'd  a  stronger  flame. 
In  him  the  wretched  always  found  relief, 
Patron  of  want,  redresser  of  their  grief : 
To  him  th1  afflicted  nerer  sued  in  vain, 
He  felt  their  miseries,  and  easM  their  pain. 
In  midst  of  płenty  free  from  sensnal-rice, 
Nor  morę  indulg'd  than  naturę  would  sumce  : 
The  calm  and  equal  temper  of  his  soul 
Did  every  guilty  appotite  control ; 
Within  their  womb  the  vick>os  seeds  snppressM, 
And  strangłed  forming  passions  in  his  breast. 
The  Church  in  him  enjoyM  a  faithful  son, 
Whose  duty  with  bis  early  years  begun : 
A  Yirtuoiis  life  his  just  obedience  sbowM, 
And  from  religion  his  affection  flow'd  j 
Lang  application  fiVd  his  heart  securę, 
He  searchM  her  doctrines,  and  he  fbund  them  pure. 

The  Lfturgy  employ'd  bis  daily  care, 
His  public  worship,  and  his  private  prayer : 
To  all  its  rites  conformity  he  paid, 
The  serrice  lov'd,  and  discipline  obey'd. 


Such  strong  derotion,  such  oełestial  fbe, 
Inflaro'd  his  heart,  and  did  his  breast  inspirec 
As  if  religion  had  engross'd  the  whole, 
And  Heaven  remaiń'd  the  object  of  ras  soul. 

Descend,  my  Muse ;  here  stop  thy  pleasmg  fligtó, 
For  mournful  prospects,  gloomy  shades  of  mgfaU 
Attend  the  last  expirinjg  scenę  of  life, 
A  painful  conflict,  and  uneąual  strife : 
Where  Naturę  languishes  beneath  the  wdght 
Of  racking  torments,  and  approachmg  fate. 
With  matchless  patience,  and  undaunted  mind, 
He  bore  his  anguish,  and  his  soul  resign'd: 
As  he  the  głorious  prospect  kept  in  view, 
And  our  oki  world  rejected  for  the  new.         [Aed, 

The  bounteous  Heavens  their  froitfui  btessiae* 
And  chaste  Locina  crownM  his  nuptial  bed : 
From  whence  a  fair  and  numerous  otispring  came, 
The  happy  pledges  of  a  mutual  flame. 
From  warlike  Hudard,  founder  of  his  race, 
Twenty  renownM  descents  his  łineage  grace : 
And  from  his  loins  complete  the  number  spnmfc 
Fof  every  ancestor  a  smiling  young. 

The  happy  husband  of  a  matchless  damę, 
FndearM  by  virtues,  and  unblemish'd  famę: 
No  guilty  passion  erer  ckimM  a  part, 
The  consort  of  bis  bed  engressM  his  heart 
As  two  fair  tapers  burn  with  equal  flame, 
Their  heat  proportionM  and  their  light  the  same. 
And  though  by  slow  degrees  they  both  declme, 
Both  to  the  last  with  the  same  lustre  shine : 
Such  equal  flames  inepirM  the  happy  pair, 
Mutual  their  passions,  and  the  same  their  care : 
Though  years  expir'd,  and  youth  consumM  away, 
Their  fond  affeettons  nerer  felt  decay. 

As  when  the  Sun  our  hemisphere  resigns, 
He  Ieaves  us  light,  and  by  reflection  shines, 
And  when  the  gloomy  interval  is  o'er, 
He  rises  bright  and  głorious  as  before  : 
Such  likeness  m  his  successor  we  find, 
Left  as  the  image  of  himself  behind ; 
With  all  the  virtues  of  his  race  endued, 
The  happy  father  łs  in  the  son  renew'd. 

Methinks  I  see  a  pompous  tomb  arise, 
Beauteous  the  form,  magnificient  the  size : 
Enchastt  with  ore,  with  well-wrought  marble  made» 
Worthy  the  artist,  and  the  głorious  shade. 

Growds  of  ofBcious  angels  weep  arounot, 
With  lampa  extinguish'd,  and  their  rebes  unbound ! 
With  headsreclin'd,  and  drooping  wings  they  mouro» 
FornTd  to  sustain,  and  grace  the  ponderoos  urn. 

In  abject  postures,  and  a  flowingdress, 
Postures  that  lorę  and  tenderness  express, 
The  sacred  Ninę  surround  the  spacious  tomb, 
And  spread  infectkms  sorrows  o'er  the  dome ; 
Their  lyres  unstrung  are  thrown  neglected  byp 
And  scatter*d  wreatbs  in  just  disorder  He. 
High  in  the  midst  is  his  effigiea  plac'd, 
The  boast  of  art,  with  every  beauty  gracłoV 
Advancing  age  in  erery  linę  appears, 
And  shades  his  brow  with  honourabłe  years: 
Just  to  his  form,  hb  looks  diswmbled  right, 
With  joy  detain  tbe  fond  spectatort  sight. 
Descending  Phcebus  crowns  the  upper  sceną 
His  arm  extended  with  triumphant  gteea, 
The*saered  wreath  around  his  brows  to  placie 
And  shedding  on  him  the  patemal  ray*.  - 

In  vain,  alas  1  we  mausoleums  raise^ 
Statnes  'erect,  and  pyramids  ef  praise : 
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i  aoUeraoanment  ranams  bebind, 
Tbe  Jnery  image  of  his  generous  mmd, 
Tkesscred  pile  nustt  by  his  pious  care, 
Magnificent  with  cost,  with  order  fair 5 
Adortfd  with  all  that  lavish  art  could  gfoe, 
To  kte  posterity  shalł  make  faun  live. 
Tbts  shall  djfiuse  his  celebrated  name, 
lim  than  the  hundred  tongues  of  basy  Famę  3 
Bb  memory  fromdark  oblirón  save, 
JStade  his  fitfe,  and  triumph  o*er  the  grave. 
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Wmfabckwith  shadesthbmouniiiigYatiltappean, 
And  the  mlentmg  marbie  flows  with  tears  $ 
Think  then  what  griefr  a  parenfs  bosom  wound, 
Whose  fittal  loss  enrich'd  this  haUow*d  ground, 

ftrew  lilie*  here,  and  myrtle  wreaths  prepare, 
To  crown  the  fading  triumphs  of  the  nur : 
Heie  blooming  yooth  and  charming  beauties  lie, 
Till  Earth  resigns  them  to  their  naturę  sky  ; 
like  china  laid  for  ages  to  refine, 
Aid  make  ber  body,  like  the  soul,  divme, 

Unmingled  may  thefragrant  dustremain, 
Ko  common  earth  thesacred  sweets  prophane  ; 
Bat  lether  urn  preserre  ifs  virgin  storę, 
Omie  and  nvuJIy'dasshe  liv'4  before  J 
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TO  MYRA  ; 

WUrTTSH  IM   HBS   CŁBOPATRA, 

Hsts,  lovely  Mym,  you  behold 
Thewonden  Beauty  wronght  of  old, 
hi  erery  mournful  page  appears 
The  nymph's  diadain,  and  tawern  tears, 
Włufc  these  feign'd  tragic  tales  you  view, 
Foodly  you  weep,  and  think  them  true  ; 
lament  the  hero's  slighted  flame, 
Yet  pnise  the  mir  ungrateful  damę, 

fit  youths  unknown  no  longer  grie*e, 
fint  imtber  heaj  the  wounds  you  give  5 
The  tams  your  eyeshare  ruined,  mourn, 
Asd  pity  flames  with  which  your  lovers  bora,  ■ 

Oh,  badst  thoa  bVd  in  fermer  days, 
Thw  Parne  had  sung  tov'd  Myra's  praise  : 
Tbetrhnnphs  of  thy  haughty  reign, 
nymatc^kssIbrmaiKlcolddlsdajn: 
Thy  beauties  had  remain'd  as  long 
The  theme  of  every  poet'8  song : 
Then  Mym*s  conouests  had  been  wrote, 
And<3eopatra  died  forgoL 
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ADYICE  TO  A  LOYER. 

Pot  many  unsoccessful  yearss 
AtCyutaia'sfoetIlay;  ^ 

Bsttering  them  often  with  my  tears, 
jBgh'd,  but  durst  not  pray- 


o* 


tfo  prostrate  wretcby  before  the  sbiint 

Of  some  lov'd  saint  abore, 
E'er  thought  his  goddess  morę  divine, 

Or  paid  morę  awful  lovc 

Still  the  dbdainful  nymph  Iook*ddown 

With  coy  insuHing  pnde ; 
Jteceiv'd  my  passion  with  a  frown, 

Or  turn'd  her  head  aside. 
Then  Cupid  whispered  in  my  ear, 

"  Use  moce  prevailing  cbarms ; 
You  modest  whyning  fool,  draw  near, 

And  clasp  her  in  your  arms, 

With  eager  kisses  tempt  the  maki, 

From  Cynthia'8  feet  depart ; 
The  lips  be  briskly  must  inrade, 

That  would  possess  the  hearŁ" 
With  that  I  shook  off  all  the  stare. 

My  better  Ibrtunes  tried ; 
When  Cynthia  in  a  moment  gave 

What  she  for  years  denied. 


O*  TBE 
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A  PINDAR1C  ODE. 
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TO   HIS  MOST  IACBBD  AKD  YlCTOftlOUl 
MAJ  BITY  ; 
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Omcb  morę,  my  Muse,  resume  thy  lyne ! 
Of  heroes,  arms,  and  lofty  triumphs  sing : 
Strike,  boldry  strike  th'  unpractisM  string; 
TSs  William*s  acts  my  soaring  thoughts  inspire! 

And  animate  my  breast  with  nobler  fire. 
My  daring  band  the  willing  lyre  obeys, 

Untaught  it  sounds  the  hero's  praise : 
Each  tuoefol  string  repeats  the  victor's  name 
Aikl  ecboes  back  the  loud  applause'of  Famę. 
No  longer,  Muse,  the  blest  Maria  mourn, 
With  tropkies  now  her  brighter  shrine  adom : 
Now  sing  her  hero's  famę  in  lofty  strains, 
Worthy  the  captive  Masę,  and  Namur^s  ▼anquishf4 
plains. 

Naturę  ne*er  brooght  a  fierce  destrwyer  fbrtb, 

Of  that  porteutious  size  and  growtli : 
But  still,  to  poize  the  balance  of  the  age, 
She  introduo'd  a  bero  on  the  stage. 
Injurious  Lewis  like  a  torrent  grows, 
A  rapid  torrent  tha(  the  bank  o'erflows, 
And  robs  our  western  world  of  its  repose  j 
In  vain  the  imperial  eagle  stops  his  couree, 
In  vain  confederate  arms  oppose : 
On  you  (great  prince  !)  the  infcsted  nations  wait, 
And  from  your  sword  attend  a  mi  Id  er  fate. 

The  injurM  Belgians  WiUiamłs  aid  imploTe, 
A  numerous  army  wastes  their  shore  : 

Embark,  my  Muse,  upon  the  British  flcet, 
And  on  the  ready  nero  wait  ' 

He  flies,  like  Jove  to  meet  the  Theban  damę, 
When  arm'd  with  ligbtning^s  pointed  flame, 

And  in  his  band%th'  avenging  thunder  borę  : 
Tne  terrour  of  his  ensigns  still  confess  his  power. 
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Quic]c  of  dispatch,  preventing  fear, 
Ab  cowards  cautious,  bolder  thao  despair : 
,-       SUent,  yet  swift  as  light,  his  active  muł 
Reaches  at  onoe  tbe  barriers  and  the  distant  goal. 

What  labour  will  the  hero  chtt*e ! 
What  action  worthy  of  a  Muse  ! 
V  employ  the  hundred  busy  tongues  cf  Famę, 

And  make  her  hundred  roouths  too  few  to  inund  his 
name. 
Nanrar's  the  goal  m  Honour'srace, 
Tempting  the  pozę,  but  fatal  is  the  chase : 
At  once  a  lorely  and  aroazmg  sight, 
Striking  tbe  eye  with  terrourand  delight. 
Founded  on  rocks  the  imperial  fortress  stand*, 
And  all  around  the  distant  plain  commands : 
Beauty  and  strength  tbeir  utmoat  force  impart, 
Tis  wrought  by  Naturę,  and  improv'd  with  art ; 
An  awful  pile  !  immoveaUe  at  Fate, 

FbfdiSke  the  solid  rock  thatproudly  bearsitsweight. 
A  thousand  brazen  mouths  the  walls  surround, 
Tbat  vomit  flames,  with  fatal  fury  wound  : 
i  *  ath  shines  with  terrour  thro*  each  smoking  cloud, 
IJke  lightning  swift,  and  as  the  tłrander  loud. 
Not  the  fam'd  Colcbean  fleece  could  boast 
*o  dread  a  guard,  so  terrible  an  host : 
Nassau  attempts  a  nobler  enterprize, 
The  danger  łs  morę,  and  rieber  is  the  prize ; 
Alone  his  arms  can  such  a  power  engage,  [ragę. 

Destroy  with  fiercer  flames,  and.thunder  back  their 

Why  are  the  rapid  $ambre's  streams  so  slow ; 

TTie  tardy  Masę  forgets  to  flow : 
Their  lagging  waves  upoo  tbe  turrets  gazę, 
Proud  to  reflect  their  Namurt  awful  face  ; 

Whilst  to  tlT  astonisli'd  sbores  thev  tell, 
Those  wondrous  walls  are  inaccessible. 

The  lofty  Ition  towers,  for  beauty  fam'd, 
And  sacred  walls,  though  raisM  by  hands  divine, 

Tbough  mercenary  gods  her  turrets  fram'd, 
In  strength  and  form  interior  were  to  thrae ; 
Walls,  that  nor  Orecian  arms,  nor  arts  could  gam, 
And  the  dirine  Achilles  storm  m  rain, 
Your  greater  arms,  Nassau,  were  then  unknownt 

Wherełer  your  bellowing  engines  shake, 
Where'er  your  morę  destmethre  bombs  are  thrown, 
Naturę  and  Art  in  vain  resistance  make, 
Nor  durst  the  powers  that  built  defend  their  shat- 
ter*dtown. 

Two  rival  armies  now  possess  the  field, 

In  all  the  borrid  pump  of  war : 
With  sbining  arms  and  brighter  heroes  far, 
Though  both  with  din%rentlooks,anddh1erentpassions 
Betwhtt  both  hosts  tbe  stake  of  honour  lies,  [fillM. 
The  object  that  employ  s  their  arms  and  eyes 
How  to  defend  or  how  to  gain  the  prize. 

Tbe  Britons  are  a  warlike  race, 
In  arms  expert,  and  fam'd  for  arts  m  peace : 
Your  matchless  deeds,  Nassau,  they  imitate, 
Like  you  they  death  pursuc,  and  rush  on  certainfate. 
Not  all  tbe  bellowing  engines  of  the  war, 
Amidst  tbe  storm  can  British  minds  affright  i 

Nor  sulphur'8  Casting  flames  deter, 
That  glare  thro1  clouds  of  smoke  with  horrid  ligbt ; 
'  Though  bullets  tbere  desrend  in  scalding  showert, 
And  those  the  eannon  spare,  the  ambusht  flame 
devours> 

In  fatal  caverns  now  the  tewiing  Earth 

Labours  with  a  destruttive  birth : 
Tbe  loud  Toltanos  s  etch  their  flaming  ja ws, 
And  every  droadfu  blast  a  host  dostroy*j 


Tbis  wraek  of  war  tbe  upper  regiom  stare, 
Whilst  arms,  and  men,  and  rocks  lie  seatterM  in  tbe 
Yet  dbath  in  every  form  the  Britons  face,       [air. 

And  march  with  an  undaunted  pace : 

Tbeir  faitbiess  steps  to  ▼arious  ruin*  toad,  - 

They  walk  m  sepulchres,  on  grswes  they  tread ; 

WnUst  rocks  and  moońtams  rootod  nom  the 

ground,  [wound. 

Inter  the  hosts  they  aby,  are  tombs  to  those  they 

With  horrid  groans  distorted  Naturę  *s  rent, 
Loud  as  the  peals  that  shake  the  firmament  i 
Whilst  roaring  ordinance  confirm  the  sound, 
And  mimie  thunder  bellows  under  ground. 
Thus  on  Trinacria'8  mournful  sbores, 
With  ruin  big  tbe  raging  Etną  roars : 
The  rising  smoke  obscures  the  darkenM  sky, 
Whilst  high  as  Heavcn  its  flaming  entraik  fly : 
Mountains  and  rpeks  its  fury  burl*  around, 
Spreading  with  ruins  o'er  tbe  desolate  ground. 

Wbence  spring  those  flowiug  rays  of  bgbt j 
That  pierce  through  war's  obscurer  night  ł 
Or  does  the  supplmut  flag  display 
Ha  chearful  beams  of  wbite? 
8ee !  like  thephosphoriis  of  peace, 
The  shades  retire  before  those  sacred  rays,~ 
Which  introduce  the  brigbt  ▼ictorioua  day. 
.  Tbe  tnnnpefs  interceding  yoicc  1  henr, 
Now  soft  and  tun'd  unto  the  ear: 
Tbe  drums  in  gentlerparleesbeat, 
The  drums  and  trumpets  both  entreat  \ 
Whilst  wart  alarms  are  charmM  with  musach 

tutce, 
And  all  tbe  bloody  scenę  of  death  withdraws, 

Fam'd  BoufHers'  sdf  consents  to  fear, 
ET»n  Boufflers  dreads  the  British  thunderer : 
He  sues  for  mercy  whilst  hefeeU  his  power, 
And  with  a  trembiing  band  subscribes  him  couąueioi, 

And  berę  your  worthies  shall  your  triumphs  grace, 
In  war  your  guard,  your  ornaments  in  peace : 
Heroes  are  William'8  and  the  Muse's  cara, 
Partake  their  Jabours,  and  their  burels  sbare. 

Let  willing  Famę  her  trumpet  sound, 
Oreat  Ormond's  name  shall  all  her  breath  employ, 

And  fili  tbe  eohotng  shores  with  joy : 
Whilst  each  ofncious  wind  oonveys  tbe  sound^ 
And  wafts  it  all  the  attentive  world  around. 
In  bloody  camps  he  early  gain*d  renown, 
£ar1y  the  distant  goal  of  bonour  won : 
What  toils,  what  labours,  bas  tbe  beto  borę  ł 
Not  the  fam'd  Ossory  enoonntei^d  morę : 
Of  whom  the  Belgie  plains  such  wondets  tell, 
Wbo  liv'd  so  Iov*d  and  so  lamented  felŁ 
Triumphant  prince !  thou  patron  of  tbe  Mose, 

Unweary*d  tbee  she  smgs,thy  actswHh  wondervlewf : 
Renown^d  in  war !  thy  Rhedecina^  pride ! 
Thou  dost  o'er  wit,  and  głorious  camps  preside; 
To  thee  tbe  cafe  of  arms  and  arts  belong, 

Wbose  fanie  shall  \vre  to  ages  m  beroie  i 


For  all  thy  ▼ictories  in 
You  raliant  Cutts,  th'  officious  Musefl  crown,  *■ 
For  you  triumphant  wreaths  prepare, 
Immoital  as  your  famo,  and  fair  as  your  renown, 
Weil  did  you  ezecute  your  great  command, 
•  And  scatter  deaths  with  a  destructrte  band : 
What  wonders  did  your  sword  perfonn, 
When  urging  on  tbe  fatal  storm, 
Undaunted,  lindismay  VI ! 
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Up  to  the  walls  endosU  with  ńames  you  led, 
And  overhmkłd  the  works  on  mighty  heaps  of  dead. 
In  you  the  hero  and  the  poetmeet, 
Your  sword  w  mtal,  but  your  numbers  sweet. 
When  in  Maria's  praise  your  lyre  was  strung, 
Yon  charmM  the  bearaily  nymph  to  whom  you 
Oh  honour )  morę  than  all  thy  bays,  [sung. 
Tlmn  all  the  trophies  fasie  and  conquest  raise,  - 
To  *ve  charmM  Maria-  breaet,  and  gaia'd  Maiia's 


Indnlge  one  grateral  hbour  morę,  my  Muse, 

A  subject  Friendship  bids  thee  chuse : 
Let  Codrington's  lor'd  name  inspire  thy  thought, 
Wfth  such  a  warmth  and  rigour  as  he  fought : 
In  tob  thou  dost  of  anns  and  triumphs  sing, 
TJokss  he  crown  thy  ▼erse,  and  tnne  thy  soundrag 


yjctorious  yonth !  yourCharwelPsgreatestpride, 
Whom  głorious  anns,  and  learned  arts  divide : 
Whilst  imitating  great  Nassau  you  figbt, ' 
Bis  person  guard,  and  oonąuer  in  his  sight  r 
Too  fwiftfor  Famę  your  early  triumphs  grow, 
Ąnd  grores  of  laurel  shade  your  yotithful  brow. 
In  you  the  Muses  and  the  Graces  join, 
The  głorious  palm,  and  deathless  laurels  thine : 
Iike  Phosbos'  self  your  charming  Muse  hathsung 
Iike  his,  your  warlike  bow  and  tunefnl  lyre  is  strung' 

But  who  fam'd  Wflliam's  valour  dares  espress, 
No  Muse  can  soar  so  high,  nor  mncy  paint 

Each  image  will  appear  too  feint :      [verse. 
Too  weak  'a  the  pencift  art,  and  ali  the  pow'r  of 

How  calm  he  lookM,  and  how  serene ! 
Anudst  the  bloody  labours  of  the  field  : 
Unmov*d  he  riews  thebullets  round  him  fly, 

And  dangers  mors  with  hotrour  by  j 
Whilst  judgment  swayM  his  nobler  ragę  withm, 
And  his preaagmg brow  with  hopes  ofconquestsraii'd, 
His  ohearful  looks  a  gayerclressput  on, 

His  eyes  with  decent  fury  shone : 
Dangers  but  serv'd  to  heighten  ereiy  grace, 
And  add  an  awful  terrour  to  the  hero's  face. 


Where*er  in  anns  the  great  Nassau  appears, 
Th'  extreme  of  actioo  's  tbere : 
Hhoself  the  thickest  danger  shares, 
HHnself  th'  raforming  sou)  that  animates  the  war. 
Heroes  of  old  in  wondroqs  armour  fought, 

By  some  immortal  artist  wrpught : 
Achilles'  arms,  and  Ą}ax'  seven  fold  shield, 
Werę  proof  against  the  dangers  of  the  field. 
But  greater  William  dares  his  breast  expose 

Unarm'd,  unguarded  to  his  foes : 
A  tbousand  deaths  and  ruins  rounó/him  fled, 
But  dunt  not  nolate  his  sacred  head : 
For  angels  guard  the  prioce'8  life  and  throne, 
Who  for  bis  empire^  safety  thus  negleets  his  own. 

Had  he  in  ages  past  the  sceptre  sway'd, 
\  When  sacred  rite*  were  ontó  heroes  pakł ; 

Has  statuę  had  on  every  altąr  stood, 
Hbcoort  a  tempie  bcen,  bis  greater  self  a  god, 

New  tnne  thy  lyre,  my  Muse,  now  raise  thy  *oice> 
let  AłbJon  Hear,  ber  distant  shores  rejoiee : 
Thy  solemn  pseans  now  prepare,   . 
Sweet  as  the  bymns  that  tilFd  the  £f, 
When  Phcebas'  self  return'd  the  Py  thon's  'ccnqueror. 
When  etery  grome,  with  a  triumphant  song, 
Coufess^d  the  victor  as  he  pass'd  akmg, 
Whilst  witKthe  trophies  erery  hill  was  crownHl, 
Aadesery  echoing  vaje  dispertM  his  fama  around : 


As  loud  the  British  shores  their  voicesra'se, 
And  thus  united  sing  the  godlike  Williams  praise. 
What  the  mm'd  Merlin' s  sacred  verte  of  old/ 
And  Nostradam's  prophetic  lines  foretold  ; 

To  thee,  oh  happy  Albion  >s  shown, 
And  in  Nassau,  thepromise  is  out-done. 
Behold  a  prince  indulgent  Heaven  bas  sent, 

Thy  bouodless  wishes  to  contenti 
A  prophet  great  indeed,  whose  powerfiil  band 
Shall  ▼anąuish  hosts  of  plagues,  and  heal  the  groaa- 
ingland. 

The  great  Nassau  now  leads  thy  armies  forth, 
And  shows  the  world  the  British  worth  j 

Beneath  bis  conduct  they  securely  fight, 
Their  cloud  by  day,  their  guardian  fiame  by  night. 

His  bounty  too  shall  every  bard  inspire, 

Reward  their  labottrs,  and  protect  their  lyre; 

For  poeta  are  to  warlike  princes  deas, 
And  they  are  ^aliant  Williams  care : 

His  Yictories  instruct  them  bow  to  write,       [wit. 
William  »i  the  głorious  theme  and  patron  of  their 
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Yiao.  Mną 
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VicToaioui  prince !  fbrmU  lor  supremę  command, 
Worthy  the  empire  of  the  seas  and  land  i 
Whilst  imptous  Faction  swells  with  nati^e  pride, 
Parties  distract  the  state,  and  church  dmde! 
And  senseless  libeb,  with  audacioua  style, 
Insolt  thy  senate,  and  thy  power  ręvile  L 
Vonchsafe  to  hear  th'  admjre4  trutbs  of  oW, 
Which  birds  and  beasts  in  sportive  tales  unśold) 
To  curb  the  insolent,  advance  the  gjod,    . 
And  quell  the  ragings  of  the  multitude. 
O  fam'd  for  arms,  and  matchless  in  renown  1 
Permit  old  Asop  to  approach  thy  throue  : 
To  you  the  labours  of  his  Muse  beloog; 
Accept  the  humble,  but  instructive,  song. 

FABLĘ    I. 

THI  tlTK*  A«D  TB*  FOUHT^IMS, 

A  ai^aa,  insolent  with  prkłe, 
The  Fountain  and  its  Ąnings  defied; 
That  Fountain,  from  whose  watery  bed 
Th'  ungrateful  Floqd  was  daiiy  fccL 

A  '^1  thus  the  rabble  Waves  began : 
"  We're  the  debght  of  god*  and  man  I 
How  charming  do  our  banks  appear  ! 
How  swift  the  streąm,  the  flood  how  elear! 

"  See  how,  by  Naturę^  bounty 
We  whirl  our  legion  waves  along* 
In  soft  meanders  winding  play, 
Aąd  glitter  in  the  nce  of  4ay, 
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Bnt  thou,  poor  Fountain,  sffly  toni !  ' 

Thy  head  absconding  in  a  hole, 
Run'st  meddling  on  finom  place  to  place, 
Asham'd  to  show  thy  dirty  face ; 
In  rocka  and  gloomy  caTerns  fbund, 
Thou  creep'st  inglorious  onder  ground : 
D*  you  hear  ?  henceforth  yoar  lords  obcy ! 
We  the  grand  Waves  amime  the  eway." 

"  Weil,  angry  sin,  the  Fountain  cryM, 
And  how  ł8  your  streams  to  be  supply'd  r 
Ye  senseless  fools,  that  would  command, 
Shouid  I  withdraw  my  boonteons  band, 
Or  backward  turo  my  watery  storę, 
That  hour  you  M  cease,  and  be  no  morę. 
Go  ask  that  blustering  fbp  the  Wind, 
That  puts  this  whimsy  in  your  mmd, 
And  make*  your  ractious  surges  riee, 
If  he  '11  recroit  you  with  supplies. 

"  And  whcn  to  natire  mud  yoa  turn, 
Sach  as  a  common-sewer  would  scorn, 
Too  late  you  'Q  corte  thłs  frantic  whim, 
Whcn  carriers'  steeds  shall  pin  a  nobler  ftremiiL 

THE  MOftAŁ. 

Unhappy  Britain  !  I  deplore  thy  nitą, 
When  juries  pack'd,  and  brioM,  insult  thy  state : 
Iike  waves  tumultuous,  insoleudy  wise, 
They  tutor  kings,  and  senatora  advise; 
Whilst  old  republieans  direct  the  stream, 
Kot  France  j^ad  Romę,  but  monarchy  's  their  aim : 
Fools  rode  by  knaves  !  and  paid  as  they  deseire, 
Pespis'd  whilst  us'd !  then  left  to  hang  or  sUrre* 

,  FABLE    IL 

THE  L!OH's  T*EATY  OF  PAITITIOJC. 

A  miobtt  Iion  heretofore, 

Of  monstroos  paws  and  dreadful  róar, 

Was  bent  upon  a  chatę: 
Inriting  rriends  and  near  allies 
Frankly  to  share  the  sport  and  prize, 

During  the  hunting-spaoe. 

The  Lynx  and  royal  Panther  came, 
The  Boar  and  Wolf  of  Wolftngham, 

The  articles  were  these: 
Share  and  share  like,  whate*er  tbcy"  got, 
The  diridend  upon  the  spot, 

And  só  depart  in  peace. 

A  royal  Hart,  delicious  meat ! 
Destin'd  by  inaupicious  Fate, 

Was  started  for  the  gamę : 
The  huntera  run  him  one  and  al], 
The  chase  was  long,  and,  at  the,  fali, 

Each  eaterM  with  his  cJeim. 

One  lov'd  a  haunch,  and  one  a  side, 
This  ate  it  powderM,  t'  other  dried, 

Each  for  his  share  alone  : 
Old  Grey-beard  then  began  to  roar, 
The  whiskers  twńiM,  bully>d,  and  swore, 

The  Hart  was  all  his  own. 

"  And  thus  I  proye  my  title  good ; 

My  friend  deceasM  sprung  from  our  Hood,  ' 

Half  >s  minę  as  we  're  atiyM : 
My  yalourclaims  the  other  part; 
In  short,  I*love  a  hunted^Hart :      ' 

And  who  dares  now  drnde  r19 


The  bilkM  cordfederates  tfiey  staw, 
And  cryM,  "  Old  gentleman,  deal 

For  oncte  be  just  and  tnie." 
Quoth  he,  and  looking  woodrous  gromy 
"  Behold  my  paws,  the  word  is  mum; 

And  so  messieurs,  adieu  1" 

THE   MOaAŁ. 

lyrants  can  only  be  restrain*d  by  might, 
Power's  their  conscience,  and  the  swotd  their  rjsjbtt 
Allies  they  court,  to  compass  priyate  enda, 
But  at  the  dfridend  disclaim  their  frienda. 
Yet  boast  not,  France,  of  thy  successrul  fraod, 
Maintain'd  by  hlood,  a  torment  whilst  enjoy'(U 
Imperial  Capsar  drives  the  storm  along, 
And  Nassau's  arms  avenge  the  public  wrong. 

FABLE    UL 

THE  BŁIMb  WOKAH  AMD  BEK  DOCTOES. 

A  wialthy  matron,  now  grown  old. 

Was  weajt  m  every  part : 
Afflłcted  eore  with  rheums  and  cołd, 

Yet  pretty  sound  at  heart. 

But  most  her  eyes  began  to  filii, 

Depriv'd  of  needful  light : 
Nor  could  her  spectacles  avail, 

To  rectify  their.sight. 

Receipts  she  tryM,  she  doctors  fce'd, 

And  spar'd  for  no  advice 
Of  men  of  skill,  or  quacks  for  need 

That  practise  on  sore  eyes. 

Sabes  they  daubM  on,  and  plaisters  both* 

And  this,  and  that  was  done : 
iThen  nannels,  and  a  forehead-clotn, 

To  bind  and  keep  them  on. 

Her  house,  though  smali,  was  roniatfd  seat, 

And  erery  room  did  shine 
With  płctures,  tapestry,  and  plate, 

All  rich,  and  woodrous  fine. 

Whilst  they  kent  blind  the  silły  soul, 

Their  banda  fbund  work  enough  ! 
They  pilferM  plate,  and  goods  they  stole, 

TUI  all  was  carry'd  off. 

When  they  undammM  their  patienfs  eye^ 
And  "  now  pray  how  's  your  sight  ?* 

Cries  t*  other,  "  this  was  my  advice, 
I  knew  *t  would  set  you  right  ;'* 

Like  a  stuck  pig  the  woman  star^d, 

And  up  and  down  she  ran  : 
With  naked  house  and  walk  quite  scaiM, 

She  found  herself  undone. 

"  Doctors,  qnoth  she,  your  cure  "s  my  pain^ 

For  what  are  eyes  to  me : 
Bring  salwes  and  forehead-cloths  agam, 

I  've  notbing  left  to 
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THE   MOEAL. 

See,  injur^d  Britain,  thy  unhappy „ 

Thou  jwtient  with  distempcr^d  eyes : 

StateHj-acks  but  nourish  the  disease, 
And  thrive  by  treacherous  advioe. 

If  fbndof  theexpenshe  pam, 

When  eighteen  milTions  ran  on  toDlwi 
Ifit  tim  clap  mufflers  on  again, 

Alki  pbysjc  thet  of  eifhteen  more» 


FABŁES. 


V 


FABLE    IV. 

THE  8ATTRł8  ADDRBSS* 

Fm  Satyra  of  the  woodlaiid  sort, 

Tbought  poltócians  then, 
Thes  etan  priekM  up,  tfaeir  notes  ahort, 

And  brows  adorn'd  llke  aldermen ; 
Wito  asses  hoofs,  great  goggle  eyes, 
And  ample  cfains  of  Be--m,8  size, 

To  Jon  tript  up  with  ąn  address, 

In  farour  of  tbe  plains : 
That  it  would  please  him  to  suppress 

Ali  hesta  and  colds,  his  winda  and  rains ; 
The  Sun  that  he  'd  estinguish  too, 
And  m  the  akiea  hang  something  new. 

**  My  wise  refoiming  friends,  quoth  Jove, 

Oor  elements  are  good  ! 
We  manage  for  the  best  above, 

Thongh  not  so  rightly  understood ; 
Bot  sińce  soch  profound  squires  are  sent, 
We  *U  treat  you  like  the  cream  of  kent" 

Then  Jove  brought  out  etherial  flre 

In  a  gik  cbafing-dish : 
The  sparkling  flame  they  all  admire, 

Trofine,  they  vow'd,  as  heart  could  wish : 
They  gap'd»  they  grin'd,  they  jumptt  about ! 
Jare,  grve  ns  that,  the  Sun  put  out ! 

The  charmmg  flames  they  all  embrace, 

Which,  urgM  by  Nature*s  laws, 
Tbeir  shaggy  hides  set  in  a  blaze, 

And  *mndry  smg'd  their  paws $ 
h  ćorners  then  they  sneak'd  with  terrour  damb, 
And  &er  th'  immoital  pavements  scud  it  home. 

TBl   MORAŁ. 

Hbw  aenseless  are  our  modern  Whiggish  tools, 

Beneath  the  dignłty  of  British  foob ! 

With  beef  resoWd,  and  forafy'd  with  ale, 

They  censure  monarcha,  and  at  aenates  nil ; 

80  eagerly  to  puWic  mischief  run, 

That  they  prezent  the  hands,  which  loo  them  on. 

O  tnie  machines  J  and  heads  devoid  of  brains ! 
Anront  that  senate  which  your  rights  maintains ! 
Thos  ideots  sport  with  power,  and  flames  embrace, 
Tul  smarting  Folly  glares  them  in  the  face. 

FABLE    V. 

1 

TH*    FARMER  AMD  HIS  DOG. 

Tnu  dweh  a  Farmer  m  the  west»- 

Aswe  're  m  story  told  ; 
Whose  herds  were  large  and  fiocks  the  best 

That  ever  lin'd  a  fold. 

Arm'd  with  a  staff,  his  rustet  coat, 

And  Towser  by  his  side, 
Early  and  late  he  tun'd  hia  throat 

And  ewery  wolf  detyd. 

lor*d  Towser  was  his  heart'8  delight, 

In  cringe  and*  fiiwning  akuTd, 
btruated  with  the  fiocks  by  night, 

AndcuardianofthenelcL 


"Towser,  qnoth  be,  I  'm  for  a  fair; 

Be  regent  in  my  room : 
Pray  of  my  tender  fiocks  take  care, 

AndkeepaU  safeathome. 


Iknowtheesratobfuljust, 

Right  woithy  suoh  a  place : 
No  wiły  fox  ahall  thee  deoeire, 

Nor  wolf  dare  ahww  a«  fcoe." 

But  ne»er  did  wolyes  a  fold  infest, 

At  regent  Towser'*  rata : 
He  din'd  and  supp*d  opon  the  best, 

And  frequent breakfasts  ate. 

The  Farmer  oft  rccerWd  advice, 

And  laugh'dat  the  report: 
But  coming  on  him  by  surprize, 

Just  found  him  at  the  sport 

"  Ingratefol  beast,  ąuoth  he,  what  means 

That  btoody  mouth  and  paws  ? 
I  know  the  base,  the  treacberous  stains, 

Thy  braaoh  of  trust  and  laws. 

The  fruits  of  my  past  love  I  see : 

Roger,  the  halter  bring ; 
E'en  truss  him  on  that  pippin  tree, 

And  let  friend  Towser  swing. 

I  '11  spare  the  femishM  wolf  and  fbx, 

That  ne'er  my  bounty  knew : 
But,  as  the  guardian  of  my  fiocks, 

This  neckcloth  is  your  due. " 

THB  MORAŁ. 

When  ministers  their  prince  abuse, 

And  on  the  subjects  prey : 
With  ancient  monarcha  'twa*  in  use» 

To  send  them  Towaert  way. 

FABI4E    VL 

THl   POX  AND  BRAM8Ł*. 

Rrn,  an  old  poacher  after  gama, 
Saw  grapes  look  tempting  fine  * 
But,  now  grown  impotent  and  lamę, 
Could  not  command  the  vine  ; 
His  lips  he  lick'd,  stood  ogling  with  his  eyes, 
Strain'd  at  a  running  jump,  but  miasM  the  prize  1 

Quoth  he,  "  that  honest  Bush  hard-by 

Might  give  a  friend  a  lift : 
In  troth'  its  cmtesy  I  łll  try, 
And  venture  for  a  shift." 
Without  morę  words  he  bounces  to  the  top, 
But  gortt  and  wounded  is  compelPd  to  drop. 

Down  Reynard  came,  batterM  and  tore, 

He  blow'd  and  1ick'd  his  paws : 
Then  rautterM  .to  himsetf  and  swore, 
Cursing  the  fatal  cause;  [stakes  scorn, 

"  Damn'd  rascal  shrub,"  quoth  he,  "  whom  hedge* 
Beneath  a  furs-bush,  or  the  scoundrel  thorn  ! 

"  Good  words,  friend  Ren,"  the  Bush  replyM, 

"  Herę  no  incroacher  *scapes : 
Those  Foxes  that  on  brambles  ride 
Love  thorns,  as  well  as  grapes ; 
But  better  language  would  your  mouth  becomór 
If  you  must  curse,  go  curse  the  fool  at  home.,> 

ns  MORAŁ. 

Who  first  offend,  then  in  disputes  engage, 
Shonld  check  tbeir  pasńons  and  indecent  ragę  t 
But  peeviah  age,  of  weak  lesentmenta  prood, 
like  woman  's  stuoborn,  impotent,  and  loud. 


90 

IU-BMUMH  BSfl6r  fcund  U 

And  rude  ciyi  essiom  shew  a  barren 
But,  when  high  bhthdescendi  to  meta 
Tne  crime  ransfoulest,  and  finds  do 

FABLE  VIL 

TIR  VOS  AM>  WtAIŁB. 


YALDEN'S  POEMS. 


or 


10  TBl  LATS  ■OKOORAIŁS    TM  COMKISSIOirttf 

tub  raun-omcs, 

A  hbbdt  Wearie  hei^tofore, 
Very  rapacious,  lank,  and  poor, 
That  nad  no  place,  smali  comingt-in, 
Aiiduv'dmterrourofthegin; 
Kor  got  a  morał  to  his  hole, 
Bot  what  he  either  begg'd  or  stole  \ 
One  nightia  foragittg  for  prey, 
He  fbund  astore-bontem  his  wey : 
Bach  cranny  then  be  nimMy  past, 
With  hurtem  jaws  and  slenjder  wmist ; 
And  madę  long  time  hit  ąnaitera  goed, 
On  sUughter>a  mice  and  wheaten  food. 

But  gfowing  eorpulent  and  round, 
Too  smali  the  widest  chink  was  fonnd : 
And  now  he  saueeaM  and  thurst  in  rain, 
For  liberty  and  home  agam. 

A  Fał  that  chancM  to  stroO  that  way> 
For  ineditation's  sake,  or  prey, 
fltood  grinnmg at  him  lor  a  wbile, 
With  rogneish  looks  and  sneering  anfle ; 
And  though  he  shrewdly  gave  a  goess, 
Yet  ask%d  him  how  and  what''s  the  case; 
And  why  his  Weazleship  would  keep 
In  durance  vilę,  and  play  bobj-peep, 

Ouoth  he»  M  Alach,  sir,  I  was  leąn* 
Haggard  and  poor,  when  I  came  in: 
A  skeleton,  metę  skin  and  bonę ! 
Though  now  so  gross  and  boUcy  grown, 
That  with  good  cbear  and  dainties  fed, 
My  ramp  fo  bigger  than  my  head. 
Bnt  tf  a  helnmg  paw  you  >1I  lend, 
To  fbrce  a  hoard  and  serve  a  friend  ; 
80  min  I  would  my  bacon  save, 
1  '11  kiss  yoarfoot  and  lite  your  slave." 

OnothRen,  "  Wedoctorsholditbeit, 
After  a  kng  debanch,  to  fiut : 
Then  as  for  discipline,  tis  fit, 
Yon  take  a  auantom  sujfficit, 
Slacken  with  abstmence  your  skin* 
And  yon  11  retom  aa  yon  got  in, ; 
For,  tfll  each  collop  yoo  rerand, 
Yon  *»  like  to  qoarter  in  Lob^pound."  ' 

T«l  NOtAL. 

OmbTi  no  morę  in  foreign  camps  espose 
Your  sacred  lin,  to  Britain^s  generous  foest 
Thy  dread  tribunal  now  erect  at  home, 
And,  arm'd  with  Ycngeance,  to  her  rescue  come. 

In  power  her  basest  enemies  remain, 
Oppress  thy  subjects,  and  thy  traasores  dratn : 
With  smns  immense  they  raise  their  fortones  high, 
Though  annies  starve,  and  fleets  neglected  lie. 

Baneof  thewar!  curse  of  thy  martial  reign ! 
Yon  share  the  toil  and  dangers,  they  the  gam ; 
To  jostice  then  the  known  oisenders  hring, 
Avenge  thy  people,  and  assert  the  king. 


FABLE  YHI. 

AU  OWŁ  AHD  TBB  SOF. 


A  sauct  boflie-tieaded  Owi 

One  morning  on  the  Son  feU  foul, 

Because  it  madę  him  Wind : 
Bot  by  his  sophistry  you'U  guess 
Him  not  of  the  Athenian  race, 

But  a  morę  modern  kind. 

The  mora  was  fragrant,  cool,  and  bright, 
The  Sun  ilrastrious  wi^h  his  light, 

DJspensmg  wannth  to  all ; 
Madge  on  a  pinnacle  was  got, 
Spnttering  and  hooting  tike  a  sot, 

And  thos  began  the  brawl. 

"  D'ye  hear,  you  mince  of  red-fiscM  fools  * 
Hot-headed  puppy !  foc  to  owls '. 

Why  thb  oflensfee  blaze  ? 
BebJnd  some  clond  go  sneak  aside, 
Your  earboncles  and  ruhies  hide, 

And  auench  thajt  flaming  lace. 

"  Wbenl'matakingthefineshair9  . 
Wbip  in  my  eyes  you  oome  fuli  glare, 

And  so  much  rodeness  show  ! 
I  wonder  when  the  modest  Moon 
Would  serre  an  Owi  as  you  have  done, 

Or  tan  and  bura  one  so  !M 

Bright  Phosbus  tmil'd  at  what  was  said. 
And  cry'd,  "  Tis  well,  sir  Ix>jget-bea4 

You've  neither  sense  nor  shame  \ 
Because  a  blinking  fool  cajrt  beejr 
An  object  so  tianscending  mir, 

The  Sun  must  take  the  blame, 

Shail  I  the  unfoerse  bcnigbt, 
And  rob  the  iujurM  world  of  light, 

Because  you  raił  and  scowl  j 
When  birds  of  the  most  abject  sort 
Deride  and  grin  you  (br  their  sport* 

And  treat  you  like  an  Owi  r» 

TH  I   MORĄL. 

Who  libel  senateś,  and  traduce  the 
Measure  the  public  good  by  pri  vatc  hale  : 
Interest  's  their  role  of  lorę ;  nerce  to  oppost 
All  whom  superior  virtue  makes  their  foes. 

Thy  merita,  Rochester  *,  thus  give  ofienoe ; 
The  guilty  mctiou  hatm  ó?scerning  sense:       [And, 
Thus  Harley  *,  Seymour,3,  Howe  4,  and  Mackworth 
Oreat  eyesores  to  the  lood  rapacious  kind ; 
But,  whilst  in  holes  ajdó>es$mg  Ow)s  repine, 
Bright  as  the  8un  their  pątrio^  names  will  shine, 

FABLE    IŁ 

T«t  SRA  AHD  Tflt  BAmCS. 


Af  out  at  sea  a  raffling  gale  it  Mew, 
And  clouds  o*ercast  the  gloomy  sajes: 
The  surges  tbey  began  to  rise, 

And  terrify  the  sallors,  jocund  crew. 

\  Laurence  Hyde,  eari  of  Rochester, 
lord-lieutenant  of  Ireland.    See  an  account  of 
in  the  Supplemeutto  SwjĄ.    N. 
.  *  Arleiwards  eari  ef  O^ford.    K. 
s  Charles  Seymour,  duke  of  Somerset    JV^ 
4  JobnHowe,  eaqj  of  ftunous  memory,    Ń< 
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This  to  the  wanton  biOonra  was  bot  sport, 

They  roar'd  and  gamboPd  it  along, 

This  was  the  burthen  of  their  song, 
TheyM  uave  a  storm,  and  show  gqod  reason  fort. 

Then  a  fresh  maggot  takes  them  in  the  head, 
To  ha*e  one  meny  jaunt  on  snore: 
They  VI  not  be  fettertl-up,  they  swore, 

But  thus  to  the  insnited  margin  amid : 

"  Hey9  slugs  ?  d*  ye  hear,  ye  lazy  hounds ! 

Open  to  rigbt  and  left !  make  way, 

And  gra  free  passage  to  the  Sea, 
Down  with  your  ramparts  and  obstructing  inounda, 

"  See  how  they  itir !  awake,  ye  brutes ! 
And  let  os  bavc  one  firisk  at  land  j 
Or,  'zbud,  we  'U  wash  you  rato  sand, 

Without  the  tedious  form  of  long  $sputes." 

"  Hołd !  soft  and  fair !  thę  Banks  replyM;  we're 
In  honour,  to  make  good  our  post :  [bound, 

And  will,  for  all  your  windy  boast, 

As  barriers  to  the  Sea  maintain  our  gronnd. 

'*  Go,  lord  it  in  your  watery  realms,  the  Main ! 

There  ragę  and  bluster  as  you  please,    . 

Łicentious  in  your  natiwe  Seas, 
Bot  not  an  inch  as  trespassers  youll  gain. 

"  So,  my  nerce  mutineers,  be  jogging  home ! 
For  if  you  dar*  mrade  our  poast, 
You  'U  run  your  heads  against  a  post, 

And  shameftily  retire  ra  empty  foam." 

THS    MORAŁ. 

Thonga  Discord  forms  the  ełemeuni  for  war, 
Tbeir  well-pois*d  strength  prerents  the  fatal  jar : 
Hannonśoua  Naturę  seta  the  batance  rigłit, 
And  each  compels  the  other  to  unitę. 

In  empire  thus  trne  imion  is  maintainM, 
Each  power  H  by  a  subordinate  restrain'd : 
But  wben,  fike  raging  waves,they  overflow 
Their  stated  bounds,  and  on  the  weaker  grow, 
Thrice  happy  realms!  where  there  are  patriotsłoand, 
To  check  iuraders,  and  maintain  their  ground. 

FABLE    X. 

TM  NIOBTOICALB   AND   CUCKOW, 

A  YUMEPUŁ  Nightrogale,  whose  warbling  throat 

Was  forjn'd  for  lofty  song, 
With  evęry  sweet  barmonious  notę 

He  charmM  the  tistenmg  throng : 
The  hooting  Cuckow  was  displeasłd  alone, 
€oodemn'd  his  manner,  and  octolPd  ner  own. 

"  This  screaming  fbp,  quoth  shę,  that  scares 

AB  creatures  with  his  din ; 
When  folks  are  tistening  to  my  ans, 

Forsooth  be  's  putting  m. 
Herę  'i  such  a  chatterrag  kept,  and  odious  noise, 
My  song's  quite  spoird  with  his  confounded  voice.w 

The injurM  songster  modestly  replyd ; 

"  Since  you  peifoitn  so  fine, 
the  eoutest  let  some"  jndge  decide, 

And  try  your  skill  with  minę ; 
Vasqaish'd,  1  '11  your  superior  genins  own." 
The  Cackow  sbook  ber  head,  and  cryM  twes  done, 

A  sotema  plodding  Ass  that  graz'd  the  pląta 

Was  fos  an  nmptre  chose : 
The  Nightingałe  adranctd  his  strata, 

And  charmM  with  etery  close. 


The  Cuckow1*  notę  wai  one  uuvary'd  tonę, 
Eiceeding  boarse,  yet  pleasM,  she  roar'd  it  on, 
Appeal  was. madę ;  the  judge  this  seotooce  garn, 

"  You,  shrrah,  Nightingak  ! 
Of  musie  you  some  smatterings  hare, 

And  may  in  time  do  welł  j 
But  for  substantial  song,  I  needs  must  say, 
My  friend,  the  Cuckow,  bears  the  beli  away." 

TH1*  MORAŁ. 

Mackworth  l,  who  reads  thy  well-digested  lines, 
Where  ełoouence  with  nervous  reason  shines, 
Sees  ait  and  judgment  flow  through  every  page, 
The  patriofs  zeal  free  from  indecent  ragę ; 
So  pure  thy  style,  thy  manners  so  refui'd, 
Your  pen  transmits  the  eandour  of  your  miód, 

Yet  happier  he  that  has  the  answer  wrote, 
In  penury  of  sense,  and  dearth  of  thought f 
Whilst  Asses  judge,  and  Faction  claims  a  vote, 
Abusive  nonsense  is  th'  admired  notę : 
Where  want  of  art  and  manners  merit  praise, 
He  robs  the  Cuckow  of  her  ancient  bays. 

FABLE    XL 

TBE  SUM  AWD  TBI  WIHDw 

Tał  Sun  and  Wjnd  one  day  fell  out 
In  matters  they  discours'd  about. 

Old  Boreas,  in  a  ragę, 
CalPd  the  Sun  fool,  and  swore  he  tytt, 
Spit  in  his  face,  his  power  defyd, 

And  darM  nim  to  engage. 

Quoth  he,  "  Yon  goes  a  traTeller, 
With  forma!  cloak  and  looks  demore, 

The  whiggish  signs  of  grace :  % 

Who  fairly  off  the  cloak  can  force, 
From  one  so  stiff,  pnjud,  and  morate* 

Desenes  the  uppe*  place," 

With  that  the  Wind  began  to  rise, 
Bhistei^d  and  stormM  it  through  the  skies, 

Making  a  dismal  roar : 
The  non-oon  wrapp^d  bis  cloak  about, 
Trudg'd  on,  reso^d  to  weather  tout, 

And  see  the  tempest  o*er. 

The  storm  being  spent,  with  piercing  rays, 
Fuli  on  his  sboulders  Phosbui  plays, 

Which  soon  the  zealot  felt; 
Aasde  the  cumbeious  cloak  was  thrown, 
Panting  and  faint,  he  laid  him  down, 

Morę  decently  to  melt, 

The  Sun  then  ask'd  his  blnjtering  friend,' 
If  farther  yet  he  durst  contend, 

And  try  some  other  way : 
But,  consciotis  of  so  plain  a  truth, 
He  put  his  finger  in  his  moath, 

WHhout  a  word  to  say. 

THE   MORAŁ. 

Your  Whige  disgradd,  like  bullies  of  the  towa, 
I Jbel  and  raił,  the  morę  they  're  tumbled  down : 
Superior  merit  still  prevails  at  last, 
The  fury  of  their  feeble  storm  is  past 

1  Sir  Humphry  Mackworth,  to  whom  Yalden  ad. 
dressed  an  escellent  poettcal  epiatle  On  the  Minet 
late  of  Sir  Carbery  Price,  p.  74.-— SirHumphry  wrota 
some  politicaf  pamphlets  about  this  time.    A; 
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Bat  when  the  senate  darta  its  pasrang  rayi, 
Faotion  unbuttons,  and  rebates  itB  pace :         f 
The  hypocritic  cloak  is  tireśome  found, 
And  the  fiunt  zealot  panta  upon  the  ground, 

FABLE    XIL 

THB  BOAR  AMD   POBBJT. 

A  Lk>v,  generous  and  brare, 
For  wara  renownM,  beIov'd  in  peaoe; 
His  landa  in  royal  boanties  gavc, 
And  treasures  much  impairM  by  acte  of  grace, 

His  ministera  whole  realms  obtainM ; 
And  courtiers,  much  inclin'd  to  want,  / 

His  manors  beggM,  and  forfeits  gain'dy 
With  patents  to  confirm  the  royal  grant, 

The  Boar,  to  shew  a  subjecfs  love, 
Crav'd  for  the  public  good  a  boon, 
His  ancient  fbrest  to  improre,      s 
By  felling  trees,  and  cutting  timber  down. 

"  Alcoves  and  shady  walka,  quoth  he, 
Are  laid  aside,  become  a  jest j 
Your  vistoe  lofty,  wide,  and  free, 
Are  a  la  modę,  and  only  in  reąuest"  ' 

The  grant  being  passM,  the  farenens  Boar, 
A  deserł  of  the  forest  madę : 
Up  by  the  roots  vas#  oaks  he  tore, 
And  Iow  on  earth  the  princely  cedars  laid, 

This  act  of  violenoe  and  wrong 
AlarumM  all  the  sarage  race ; 
With  loud  complaints  to  court  they  throng, 
8trjpp*d  of  their  shades,  and  ancient  resting-piace, 

With  generoua  ragę  the  Łion  shook,  ' 
And  towM  the  Boar  should  dearly  pay  j 
u  I  hate,  quoth  he,  a  down-cast  look, 
That  robs  the  public  in  a  łriendły  way. 

"  Unhappy  grores,  my  empire1*  pride ! 
Lov'd  sotitudes,  ya  shades  dmne  f 
The  ragę  of  tempests  ye  defy'd, 
Condemn'd  to  perish  by  a  sordid  swine, 

"  Ye  rural  deities,  and  powers  unknown, 
What  can  ao  graat  a  loss  sufilce ! 
If  a  hang  brawner  will  atone, 
Accept  friend  Chucky  for  a  sacrifice," 

THB   MORAŁ. 

The  British  oak  'a  our  nation's  strength  and  pride, 
With  whieh  triumphant  o'er  the  main  we  ride ; 
Jnsulting  foes  are  by  our  navies  awłd, 
A  guard  at  borne,  our  dreaded  power  abroad. 

like  druida  then  your  foreste  tacred  keep, 
frieseife  with  them  your  empire  of  the  deep. 
Subjects  their  prrace's  bounty  oft  abuse, 
And  spoil  the  public  for  their  private  use; 
But  no  rapacioui  band  should  dare  deface, 
The  royal  stores  of  a  weU-timberil  cbase. 

FABLE    XIII*   . 

THB  FOX  AMD  FLIS*. 

As  crafty  Reynard  strove  to  swim 
The  torrent  of  a  rapid  itreamj 
•   To  gain  the  farther  skle : 
Before  the  middie  spece  was  past, 
A  whirTing  eddy  caught  nim  fest, 
And  drore  nim  with  the 


With  vain  eflbrts  and  struggfing  spens, 
Half  drown'd,  yet  fbroM  to  be  content, 

PoorUen  a  soaking  lay; 
TUI  some  kind  ebb  should  set  him  free, 
Or  chance  restore  that  liberty 

The  waves  had  took  away. 

A  swarm  of  half-stanftl  haggard  Fika, 
WHh  fury  seiz'd  the  floating  prize, 

By  raging  hunger  led ; 
With  many  a  curse  and  bitter  groan, 
He  shook  his  sides,  and  wish'd  them  gone, 

Whilst  plenteously  they  fcd> 

A  Hedge-hog  saw  his  eril  plightj 
Toucb'd  with  compassion  at  Sie  sight, 

Ouoth  he,  "  To  show  I  >m  civil, 
I  'U  brush  those  swigging  dogs  away, 
That  on  thy  blood  remoraeleas  prey, 

And  send  them  to  the  Deril." 

"  No,  eourteons  sir,  the  Fox  replyM, 
Let  them  incest  and  gore  my  hide, 

With  their  insatiate  thirst ; 
Since  I  such  fatal  wounds  sustain, 
Twill  yield  some  pleasure  midst  the  pam, 

To  see  the  blood  hounds  burst.n 

THB  MORAŁ;    FROM   ROSTRADAMUS. 

Le  sang  du  juste  a  Londres  fera  saute 
Brualer  par  feu,  &c. 

Thus  guilty  Britain  to  her  Thamea  oottplama. 
"  With  royal  blood  dehTd,  O  cleanse  my  stains ! 
Whence  plagues  arise !  whence  dtre  contagiona  come ! 
And  flames  that  my  Angustała  pride  oonsame ! n 

"  In  vain,»  saith  Thames;  "  the  regfcidal  breed 
Will  swarm  again,  by  them  thy  land  shall  bleed: 
Eatremest  curse !  but  so  just  Heewen  decreed  I 
Republicans  shall  Britain'*  treasures  drain, 
Betray  ber  monarch,  and  .her  church  prophane  f 
Till,  gorgtt  with  spoils,  with  blood  the  leeches  burat, 
Or  Tyburn  add  the  second  to  tbe  first." 

FABLE  XIV. 

THB  BBAR  AND   MOUNTBBANE. 

Thbrs  ]iy'd  a  quack  in  high  repote, 
By  Tutue  of  a  velret  suit, 

And  celebrated  bill ; 
As  for  his  knowledge,  'tis  aUow*d, 
He  had  enough  to  cbeat  the  crowd, 

And  that  's  good  modern  skill. 

Once  as  this  orator  held  forth 
On  topios  of  his  medioines*  wortb, 

And  woodrous  cures  they  wrought; 
Though  not  a  word  they  understood, 
His  eloquence  so  charm'd  the  crowd, 

That  stoli  they  gap*d  and  bought, . 

Midst  his  harangae,  one  day  it  chantfd, 
Tom  Dove  *  the  Bear  that  way  advanc,d, 

In  procession  to  his  stake  j 
The  rabble  quit  their  doctor  straight, 
And  with  huzzas  on  Bruin  wait, 

Who  thus  the  chief  bespake : 

"  D»  ye  hear,  ye  pack  of  bawlmg  louta, 
Compos^d  of  Termin,  stink,  and  clouts, 

.  Why  all  this  noise  and  do  ? 
Though  through  my  nose  a  ring  is  got, 
And  here  I  *m  baited  like  a  sot, 

StiU  I  resemble  you. 

i  Tom  Dore  has  been  celebrated  by  Dryden  and  King. 
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**  Ohtenre  that  Mountehaiik  wg  foól, 
forchM  yonder  on  his  three-leggM  stool, 

With  poiwnous  druga  to  sell ; 
Sec  o>er  his  shoulder  baw  be  sneers, 
Three  hours  to  lugyou  by  the  ears, 

Yct  pleases  wondrous  welL 

'*  With  łakome  lyes  and  stupid  stuff, 
He  cheats  and  banters  you  enough, 

Yct  thereye  lock  by  shoals ; 
Bot  if  by  chance  a  bear  's  brought  out, 
At  him  ye  hoUow,  laugh,  and  sbout, 

And  who  *s  the  greater  fools  ? 

"  So^Tjrothermonsters,  face  about, 

The  qnack,  yoor  keeper,  wants  his  routj  ; 

For,  undcroeatb  the  rosef 
Another  aort  of  hrutes  there  are, 
Besides  a  stupid  Rutsian  bear, 

That  's  mjsled  by  thenose." 

THE  MORAŁ.  / 

Ul  mimsters,  like  quacks,  the  erowd  deceive, 
Defraod  them  for  their  good  5  and  they  believe : 
At  France  and  Koma  they  raił  with  specious  arts, 
And,  whilst  they  cheat  the  vulgaiy  gain  their  hearts. 

Bot  if  sagackms  Brum  smells  them  out, 
Their  frauds  esposing  to  the  injur'd  rout  j 
To  nńschief  prone,  implacable,  and  strong, 
Ten  tfrmsawd  tongues  and  hands  rerenge  the  wrong. 

FABLE  XV. 

THE  PEACOCK  PROCŁAtMBD  KIHO. 

A  Vultuu,  oW  and  feebłe  grown, 
Took  up  and  mach refbrm'd  his  lite; 
His  beak  deeay*d,  and  talons  gonev 
Yet  still  he  relish'd  noise  and  strife : 
Once  a  young  Peacock  to  the  birds  brought  forth, 
On  his  high  buth  barangued,  and  blooming  werth. 

The  isles  and  watery  realm,"  said  he, 
This  hopeful  monarch  sball oommandl 
His  sceptreto  depend  on  me,  ; 

And  role  the  tributary  land; 
Beserving  only  for  our  royal  use, 
What^er  the  seas  and  fertile  coasts  produces-" 

The  Peacock,  a  pert  dapper  spark, 
Madę  the  sagacious  Vulture's  choice ; 
His  title  and  descent,  though  dark, 
Soon  gain'd  the  whole  assembły^s  voice, 
The  Pye  tscept,  a  meinber  of  the  board, 
Who,  mjdst  their  acclamations,  crav'd  a  word. 

"  Hit  highness'  merits  and  desert," 
Quoth  he,  "  'tis  needless  to  dispute ! 
In  gmng  empires  we  're  too  pert, 
WHh  neither  right  nor  power  to  do  't; 
Yo»  *ve  madę  a  Peacock  king :  pray  naw  tis  done\ 
What  champion  here  conducts  him  to  his  throne, 

"  Wbere  the  Imperial  Eag\e  reigns, 
JLenown'd  for  arms  and  waiiike  might, 
Who  soch  a  feeble  youth  disdains,  N 
And  Yuftares  dares  engage  in  fight? 
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Therefbre,  messieun,  it  is  my  prirate  voice, 
That  the  possessor  first  approro  our  choice." 

THB   MOŁAL. 

Cesar,  that  prince  betrays  his  fears, 
Who  styles  thee  monarch  in  the  field, 
But,  when  thy  army  disappears, 
To  weak  pretenders  wili  thy  titles  yield* 

But  wiser  politicians  say, 
Troe  conduct  is  not  so  much  shown, 
In  giving  others'  realms  away, 
As  in  defendmg  well  their  own. 

FABLE  XVL 

▲  LACONIC   CONDIMNBD, 

A  sagi  Laconic,  truły  wise> 
Whose  conversation  was  concise, 

Train'd  up  in  rigid  schooU ; 
Once,  when  a  single  word  would  do, 
Had  lavishly  madę  use  of  two, 

In  high  contempt  of  rulea. 

A  bill  against  him  was  preferrM, 
•The  charge  by  evidence  ayer^d, 

That  fully  prov*d  the  fact : 
The  judges  aggravate  the  crime, 
In  words  as  few,  and  little  time, 

As  answei^d  men  compact 

Quoth  one,  "  The  beiog  too  verbose 
A  misdemeanor  is  so  gross, 

Of  that  pernicious  kJnd ! 
The  punishment  must  reach  your  sense. 
And  reason  smart  for  this  ofience, 

By  torturing  your  mind. 

"  Read  Jura  PopoJi  o'er  twice, 
Pittis  and  Bunyan,  books  of  price, 

And  Oats's  modest  vein : 
Read  Baxter's  volumes,  TindaKs  works, 
Yorkshire  Petish  with  that  of  Bucks, 

True  cant  and  libel  strain, 

((  For  solid  nonsense,  thoughtless  worda, 
The  Yindication  of  the  Lorda, 

That  answers  Mackworth's  State  s 
Read  first  and  secoud  paragraph, 
If  possible  drudge  on  through  half, 

Your  crime  you  '11  eapiate." 

The  wretch  with  strong  convnlsions  sbook, 
Despair  and  anguish  in  hit  look, 

To  Heaven  for  mercy  cry'd : 
Quoth  be,  "  Send  gibbets,  racks,  or  wheel, 
Algiers  and  gallies  please  me  well, 

Such  torments  I  Ml  abide* 

"  But  damn  me  not  for  one  ofience, 
To  yolumes  unall^d  to  sense, 

Vatnly  to  waste  my  breath : 
That  answer  to  the  Gommons*  Rights 
With  laboarM  dul  mess  so  affrights, 

The  thoughts  are  worse  than  death.'* 
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afterwards  raentioned  *s  Whiggissimus,  had  thęn  connected  himself  with  any  party,  t 
know  not ;  this  poem  certainly  did  not  flatter  the  practices,  or  promote  the  oponom,  of 
the  men  by  whom  he  was  afterwards  befriended. 

Mr.  Addison,  howcver  he  hated  the  men  men  in  power,  suffered  his  friendship  to 
prevail  over  his  public  spirit,  and  gave  in  the  Spectator  sueh  praises  of  Tickell  s  poem* 
that  when,  after  having  long  Wished  to  peruse  ft,  I  feidhold  on it  at  last,  I  thought  it 
uneąual  to  the  honours  which  it  had  received,  and  fbund  it  a  piece  to  be  approved 
rather  than  admired.  But  the  hope  excited  by  a  work  of  genius,  being  generał  and 
indeiinite,  is  rarely  gratified*  It  was  read  at  that  time  with  so  mach  favour,  that  «z 
editions  were  sold*  % 

At  tfae  arrival  of  king  Geórge  fae  sung  The  Royal  Progress ;  which,  being  inseited  m 
the  Spectator,  is  well  known ;  and  of  which  it  is  just  to  say,  that  it  is  neither  high  nor  Iow* 

The  poetical  ineident  of  most  importance  in  T5ckeU's  life  was  his  pubtication  of  the 
first  boók  of  the  Iliad,  as  translated  by  himself,  an  apparent  opposition  to  R>pe's  Homera 
ót  which  the  first  part  madę  its  entrance  into  the  wórid  at  the  same  time. 

Addison  declared  that  the  rival  ver$ions  were  bom  good;  but  that  Tickell's  was  the 
best  that  ever  was  madę ;  and  with  Addison,  the  wits,  his  adhererits  and  feUowers, 
certain  to  concur.  Pope  does  not  appear  to  have  been  much  dismayed;  "for,"  sai 
«*  I  have  the  town,  that  is,  the  mob  on  my  side."  But  he  remarks,  "  that  it  is  comrnoa 
/or  the  sraaller  party  to  make  up  in  diligence  what  they  want  in  numbers;  he  appeab 
to  the  people  as  his  proper  judges;  and,  if  they  are  not  indined  to  condemn  mm,  he  k 
in  little  care  about  the  high-fiyers  at  Button's* 

Pope  did  not  tong  think  Addison  an  impartial  jndge ;  for  be  constdered  him  as  tbe 
writer  of  Tickell's  version.  The  reasons  for  his  suspicion  I  wHl  litetally  transcribe  rrom 
Mr.  Spence's  Collection. 

'"  There  had  been  a  coldness  (said  Mr.  Pope)  between  Mr.  Addison  and  me  for  some 
time ;  and  we  had  not  been  in  company  togetfaer,  tor  a  good  while,  any  where  but  at 
Button's  coffee-house,  where  I  used  to  see  bim  almost  every  day. — On  his  meeting  me 
there,  one  day  in  particular,  he  took  me  aside,  and  said  he  should  be  glad  to  dine  with 
me,  at  such  a  tavern,  if  I  staid  till  thope  people  were  gone  (Budgell  and  Philips).  We 
went  accordingty ;  and  after  dinner  Mr.  Addison  aaid,  *  That  he  had  wanted  for  some  time 
to  talk  with  me ;  that  his  friend  Tickell  had  fbrmeriy,  whilst  at  Oxford,  translated  the 
ćrst  book  of  the  Iliad ;  that  he  designed  to  print  it,  and  had  desired  him  to  look  it  over ; 
that  he  must  therefore  beg  that  I  would  not  desire  him  to  look  over  my  first  book, 
because,  if  he  did,  it  would  jbave  the  air  of  double-dealing.'  I  assured  him,  that  I 
did  not  at  afl  take  it  iii  of  Mr.  Tickell  thalt  he  was  going  to  puUish  his  translation ; 
that  he  certainly  had  as  much  right  to  translate  any  author  as  myself ;  and  that  pnb- 
lishing  both  was  entering  on  a  fair  stage.  I  then  added,  that  I  would  fiot  desire  him  to 
look  over  my  first  book  of  the  Iliad,  because  he  had  looked  over  Mr.  Tickell  s;  but  could 
wish  to  haye  the  benefit  of  bis  observations  on  the  second,  which  I  had  then  finwhH,, 
and  which  Mr.  Tickell  had  not  touched  upon.  Accordingly  I  sent  him  the  second 
book  the  neat  morning ;  and  Mr.  Addison  a  few  days  after  retumed  it,  with  very  high 
commendations,  Soon  after  it  was  generally  known  that  Mr.  Tickell  was  publishing  the. 
first  bookof  the  Iliad,  I  met  Dr.  Young  io  the  street;  and  upon  our  falling  into  that 
subject,  the  Doctor  expressed  a  great  deal  of  surprize  at  TickelTs  haviug  had  such  a  trans-' 
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fonon  so  long  by  him.  He  said,  that  it  was  inconceivable  to  Iiim,  and  that  there  must 
be  sorne  mistake  in  tfae  inatter ;  that  each  used  to  communicate  to  tbe  otber  whatever 
▼erses  they  wrote,  eveu  to  tbe  least  things ;  that  Tickell  could  not  have  been  busied  in 
90  long  a  work  there  without  his  knowing  something  of  the  matter ;  and  that  he  had 
new  beard  a  single  word  of  it  till  on  this  occasion.  The  surprise  of  Dr.  Young,  togetber 
with  what  Steele  has  said  against  Tickell  in  relation  to  this  afiair,  make  it  highly  proba- 
ble  that  there  was  some  underhand  dealing  in  that  business ;  and  indeed  Tickell  him- 
lelf,  who  b  a  rery  fair  worthy  man,  has  sińce,  in  a  manner  as  good  as  owned  it  to  me. 
Wben  it  was  introduced  into  a  conversation  between  Mr.  Tickell  and  Mr.  Pope,  by  a 
third  person,  Tickell  did  not  deny  it;  which,  eonsidering  hb  honour  and  zeal  for  his 
departed  ftiend,  was  the  same  as  owning  it/' 

Upon  these  suspicions,  with  which  Dr.  Warburton  hints  that  otber  circumstances  con- 
cnrred,  Pope  always  in  his  Art  of  Sinking  quotes  this  book  as  the  work  of  Addison. 

To  compare  the  two  translations  would  be  tedious ;  the  palm  is  now  given  universally 
to  Pope;  but  I  think  the  first  lines  of  TickeH's  were  rather  to  be  preferred;  and  Pope 
feems  to  bave  sińce  borrowed  something  from  them  in  the  correction  of  his  own. 

When  the  Hanover  succession  was  dbputed,  Tickell  gave  what  assistance  hb  pen 
would  supply.  His  Letter  to  Avignon  stands  high  among  party-poems ;  it  expresses 
contempt  without  coarseness,  and  superiority  without  insolence.  It  had  the  success 
which  it  deserved,  being  five  times  printed. 

He  was  now  intimately  unrted  to  Mr.  Addison,  who,  whep  he  went  into  Ireland  as 
secretary  to  the  lord  Sunderland,  took  him  thither  and  employed  him  in  public  busi- 
ness; and  when  (1717)  afterwards  he  rosę  to  be  secretary  of  state,  madę  him  under- 
secretary.  Their  friendship  seems  to  have  continued  without  abatement;  for,  when 
Addison  died,  he  left  him  the  charge  of  publishing  his  works,  with  a  solemn  recom- 
mcndation  to  the  patronage  of  Craggs. 

To  these  works  he  prefixed  an  elegy  on  the  author,  which  could  owe  nonę  of  its 
betunes  to  the  assistance  which  might  be  suspected  to  have  strengthened  or  embellished 
his  earlier  compositions ;  but  neither  he  nor  Addison  ever  produced  nobler  lines  than 
arecontained  in  the  third  and  fourtb  paragraphs ;  nor  is  a  morę  sublime  or  morę  elegant 
fnneral-poem  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compass  of  Englisb  literaturę. 

He  was  afterwards  (about  1725)  madę  secretary  to  the  Lords  Justices  of  Ireland,  a 
place  of  great  honour;  in  which  he  continued  tilT  1740,  when  he  died  on  the  twenty 
tłnrd  of  April  at  Bath. 

Of  tfae  poems  yet  nnmentioned  the  longest  is  Ktnsington  Gardens,  of  which  the  ver- 
fification  is  smooth  and  elegant,  but  the  fiction  unskflfully  compounded  of  Grecian  dei- 
tin  and  Gothk  fairies.  Neither  specfes  of  those  exploded  beings  could  have  done 
much;  and,  when  tbey  are  brought  togetber,  they  only  make  each  other  contemptible. 
To  Tickell,  however,  cannot  be  refiised  a  high  place  among  the  minor  poeto ;  nor  should 
it  be  forgotten  that  he  was  one  of  the  contributors  to  the  Spectator.  With  respect  to 
hh  personal  character,  he  is  said  to  have  been  a  man  of  gay  conversation,  at  least  a  tem~ 
perate  lorer  of  winę  and  company,  and  in  his  domestic  relations  without  censure. 
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THOMAS  TICKELL. 


•w 
3UEEN  CAROUN&S 

UStflLDIKG    THE   ŁODOIKC8    OP    TUK  BLACK  HMNC1, 
AMD  BłM*Y   ▼.   AT  QUECN's  COLLEGB,   OXFORD. 

W  HERĘ  boH  and  graeefal  soars,  secore  of  mme, 
The  pite,  now  worthy  great  Philippa'*  name, 
Mark  that  ołd  min,  gothic  and  uncouth, 
Where  the  Black  Edward  pass'd  bis  beardless  youth ; 
And  the  FHth  Henry,  for  his  fint  renown, 
OuUstsippM  each  ńvnl  in  a  stadenfs  gown. 

In  that  eoarse  age  were  prinees  fbnd  to  dwell 
With  meagre  monks,  and  haont  the  silent  celi : 
Sent  from  the  monarcho  to  the  Mase's  court, 
TheirmeaJs  werefrugal,  and  their  steeps  were  sbort; 
Tb  couch  at  cnrfeu-time  they  thought  no  scorn, 
And  froze  at  matins  every  winter-morn ; 
They  read,  an  early  book,  the  stany  frame, 
And  fisp'd  each  eonstellatiOD  by  its  name ; 
Art  afterart  ttfll  dawning  to  their  view, 
And  their  mind  openrag  as  their  statare  grew. 

Yet,  whose  ripe  manhood  ipread  our  famę  so  far, 
flagę*  in  peaoe,  and  detni-gods  in  war  ! 
Who,  stern  in  fight,  madę  eehoing  Creań  ring, 
And,  mild  ra  concraest,  serv»d  his  captfre  king ! 
Wbo  gain'd,  at  Agracourt,  the  victor,s  bays ; 
Kor  took  bimsetf/twt  gave  good  Heaven,  the  prane! 
Tby  nnrselings,  ancient  dome  I  to  ▼irtue  fbrm*d  $ 
16  mercy  tistaning,  whilst  in  fields  they  storm'd : 
Fierce  to  the  nerce;  andwarm  th'oppresttosave; 
Through  lite  rever*d,  and  wership'd  in  the  grare ! 

In  tenfbld  pride  the  mooJdermg  roofc  sbail  skinę, 
The  stately  work  of  bonnteons  Caroline ; 
And  bkat  Pbitippa,  with  unemrions  eyeś, 
From  Heaten  beboM  ber  róaft  fabric  rise. 
ff  still,  bright  saint,  this  spot  desenres  tby  care, 
mchne  thee  to  th'  ambitiotts  Muse's  prayer : 
O,  coukPst  thou  win  yoang  Williantfs  bloom  to  grace 
ffis  mother*s  walk,  and  fili  thy  Edward's  place, 
How  would  that  genios,  whose  propitious  wings 
ftaweheretwice  hover»d  o*er  thesons  of  kings, 
.pescend  trrampnant  to  his  ancient  seat, 
£ad  take  in  charge  a  third  Ptantagenet ! 


TO  THE   ffUPPOSlD 

AUTHOR  OF  THE  SPECTATOR. 

Im  coorts  licentious,  and  a  shameless  stage, 
How  long  the  war  shall  wit  with  virtue  wagę  ? 
Bnchanted  by  tbis  prostitnted  fair, 
Our  youth  run  headlong  in  the  fatal  snare; 
In  height  of  rapture  dasp  unheeded  pains, 
And  suck  pollution  through  their  tmgling  veins? 

Tliy  spotless  thougbts  unshock'd  the  priest  ma?  \ 
And  the  pure  vestal  in  ber  bosom  wear.         [hear  j  [ 
To  oonscious  bluthes  and  diminish*d  pride, 
Thy  glass  betrays  what  treacherous  love  would  hide  j  ; 
Nor  harsh  thy  precepts,  but  intWd  by  stealth, 
PleasM  wbile  tbey  cure,  and  cheat  us  into  healtb. 
Thy  worka  in  Chloe's  toilet  gain  a  part, 
And  with  bis  tailor  share  the  fbpung's  heart :  » 

Lash'd  in  thy  satire,  the  penurious  cit 
Laughs  at  himself,  and  finds  no  harm  in  wit : 
From  felon  gamesters  the  raw  sąuire  is  frec, 
And  Britain  owes  her  rescued  oaks  to  thee. 
His  miss  the  frotte  yiscount  dreads  to  toast, 
Or  his  third  cure  the  shallow  Templar  boast ; 
And  the  rash  fool,  who  scorn'd  the  beaten  road, 
Dares  ouake  at  thunder,  and  confess  his  God. 

The  brainless  stripling,  who,  expell'd  the  town, 
Damn'd  the  stiff  college  and  pedantie  gown, 
Aw'd  by  tby  name,  is  dumb,  and  thrice  a  week 
Spells  uncouth  Latin,  and  pretends  to  Greek. 
A  sauntering  tribe !  such,  bora  to  wide  estates, 
With  yea  and  no  in  senates  hołd  debates : 
At  length  despisM  each  to  his  fields  retires, 
First  with  the  dogs,  and  king  amidst  the  squires  j 
From  pert  to  stupid,  sinks  supmely  down, 
In  youth  a  cozcomb,  and  in  age  a  clown. 

Such  readers  8corn'd,  thou  wing'st  thy  daring 
flight, 
Abore  the  stars,  and  tread'ft  the  fields  of  hght; 
Famę,  IIeaven  and  Heli,  are  thy  exalted  theme, 
And  visions  such  as  Jore  himself  might  dream ', 
Man  sunk  to  slavery,  though  to  glory  boro, 
Heaven's  pride  when  upright,  and  depTavłd  his  scora> 

Soch  hints  alone  could  British  Virgil  lend. 
And  thou  alone  deserye  (pępi  such  a  friend  i 
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A  debt  «o  borrowM  is  illustrious  shame, 
And  famę  when  shar'd  with  him  is  double  famę. 
So,  flush*d  with  sweets  by  Beauty*8.queen  bestow'd, 
With  more.than  morCalcfcaynw  £neas  giow*d : 
S\ch  getetoui  strifcs  -$ig?iir>*ąn<  ^f  arlboroughtry, 
And  as  in  glory,  so  in  frieadship  vie. ,  •  . 

1       Pj^nciCtWMe'fia*-Bj  ibee  tt>  liW-^iwir  blame 
A  $fcte*  CHat  psfóti  *nd  tahgu&bcsfcr. fenie ; 

!    Tbat  ffears  to  s.nk  when  humbler  themes  she  sings, 
Lost  in  the  mass  of  mean  forgotten  things : 
Receiv'd  bv  th««,  I  nrophesy,  my  rhymes, 
The  praise  of  virgins  in  succeeding  times : 
Mix'd  with  thy  works,  their  life  no  bounds  shall  sec, 
But  stand  protected,  as  inspirM,  by  thec. 

So  some  weak  shoot,  which  #Ise  woukł  poorly  rise, 
Jove's  tree  adopts,  and  lifts  him  to  the  skies ;    . 
Through  the  new  pupil  fostering  juices  flow, 
Thrust  fbrth  the  gems,  and  give  the  flowers  to  blow 
Aloft ;  immortal  reigns  the  plant  unknown, 
With  borrow'd  life,  and  vigour  not  his  own. 


A  POEM, 

TO  HIS   «XCELT.EKCY   THE   LORD   PRIW-SEAL,  J 

ON  THE  PROSPECT  OP  PEACE. 

....  Saccrdos 

Frondę  super  mitram,  &  felrci  comptus  óliva. 

Virg. 

TO  THE  LORD  PRIVY  SEAL. 

Conte*  nnro  kings,  and  fields  of  death,  too  long 
Have  been  the  subject  of  the  British  song. 
Who  hath  not  read  of  fam'd  Rami!Ua's  plain, 
Bavaria's  tali,  and  Danube  choak'd  with  slain ! 
Kxhausted  themes  !  a  gentler  notę  I  raisc, 
And  sing  returning  peace  in  softer  lays. 
■  Their  fory  quell'd,  and  martial  rafce  al)ay*d,  "* 
I  wait  our  heroes  in  the  syWan  shade : 
Disbanding  hosts  are  imag'd  to  my  mind, 
And  warring  powers  in  friendly  leagues  combin'd, 
While  ease  and  pleasure  make  the  nations  smile, 
And  Heaven  and  Anna  bless  Britannia's  isle. 

Weil  sends  our  queen  her  mitred  Bristol  forth, 
For  earty  counsels  fam'd,  and  long-tryM  worth; 
Who,  thirty  rolling  years,  had  oft  withheld 
The  Swede  and  Saxon  finom  the  dusty  field ; 
Completely  formM  to  heal  the  Christian  wounds, 
To  name  the  kings,  and  give  each  kingdom  bounds ; 
The  face  of  raragłd  Naturę  to  repair, 
By  leagues  to  suften  Earth,  and  Heaven  by  prayer, 
To  gam  by  love,  where  ragę  and  slaughter  mil, 
And  make  the  crosier  o,er  the  sword  prevail. 

So  when  great  Moses,  with  Jefcovah's  wand, 
Rad  scatterM  plagues  o'er  stubborn  Pharaoh'sland, 
Now  spread  an  host  of  locusts  round  the  sKore, 
Now  turn'd  NuVs  fattening  stteams  to  putrid  gore ; 
Plenty  and  gladness  mark'd  the  priest  of  God, 
And  sudden  almonds  shot  from  Aaron's  rod. 

O  thou,  from  whom  these  bounteous  blessinesflow, 
To  whom,  as  chief,  the  Kpes  of  peace  we  owe, 
(For  next  to  thee,  the  man  whonfr  kings  contend 
To  style  companion,  and  to  make  their  friend, 
Great  Stratford,  rich  in  erery  courtly  grace, 
WHh  joyful  prkle  accepts  the  second  place) 
From  Britain's  isle,  and  Isis'  saćred  spring, 
Cne  hovr,  oh !  listen  whHe  the  Muses  sing. 


Thougb  mmisters  of  mighty  monarchs  wait, 
With  beating  hearts  to  learn  their  masters*  fsu?, 
One  hour  fbrbear  to  speak  thy  queen's  commands, 
Nor  think  the  world,  thy  charge,  neglected  stands  $ 
The  blistful  prospeets,  in  my  verse  display'd 
May  lure  the  stubborn,  the  deceiv'd  persóade: 
Ev*n  thou  to  peaoe  shalt  speedier  urge  the  way, 
And  morę  be  hastenM  by  this  short  delay. 

ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 

THE  haughty  Gaul,  in  ten  campaigns  oterthiosni, 
Now  ceas'd  to  think  the  western  world  bis  own. 
Oft  had  he  mourn'd  his  boasting  leaders  bound, 
And  his  proud,  bulwark6.  smoking  on  the  gnrand : 
In  valn  wkh  póweri  ńsnew'd  he  ń\Vd  the  plain, 
Madę  timorous  vows,  and  brib'd  the  saints  in  vain  ; 
As  oft  his  legions  did  tl.e  fight  decline, 
Lurk'd  in  the  trench,  and  skulk'd  behind  the  linę. 
Before  his  eyes  the  fancied  javelin  gleams, 
At  fcasta  he  starts,  and  seems  dethron'd  in  dreams  ; 
On  glory  past  reflects  with  secret  pain, 
On  mines  exhausted,  and  on  miliions  slain. 

To  Britainłs  qneen  the  scepter'd  suppliant  beods. 
To  her  his  crowns  and  infant  race  commenjds, 
Who  grieres  her  famę  with  Christian  blood  to  buy, 
Nor  asks  for  glory  at  a  price  so  high.  /  . 

At  her  deci*e,  the  war  suspended  stands, 
And  Britain's  beroes  bold  their  lifbed  hańds, 
Their  open  brows  no  threatening  frowns  disguise, 
But  gentler  passions  sparkle  in  their  eyes. 
The  Ganls,  who  nerer  in  their  courts  could  find  • 
Such  temper'd  nre  with  manly  beauty  join'd, 
Doubt  if  tbey  're  those,  whom,  dreadful  to  the  view, 
In  forms  so  nerce  their  fearful  fancies  drew  -$ 
At  whose  dire  names  ten  thousand  widows  prest 
Their  heipless  orphans  clinging  to  the  breabt. 
In  silent  rapture  each  his  foe  suireys  $ 
They  vow  firm  friendsbip,  and  give  mutual  praise. 
Brave  minds,  bowe'er  at  war,  are  secret  friends; 
Their  generous  discord  with  the  battle  ends ; 
In  peace  they  wonder  whence  dissension  rosę, 
And  ask  how  souls  so  like  could  e'er  be  foes. 

Methinks  I  hear  morę  friendly  shouts  rebound, 
And  social  clarions  mis  tbeir  sprigbtly  sound. 
The  British  flags are  furld,  her  troops dishand, 
And  acattei^d  armies  seek  tbeir  native  land. 
The  hardy  veteran,  proud  of  many  a  scar, 
The  manly  charma  and  honours  of  the  war, 
Who  hopd  to share  his  frłends'  illustrious doom, 
And  in  the  battle  find  a  soldier'8  tomb, 
Leans  on  his  spear  to  take  his  faiaweli  view, 
And,  sighing,  bida  the  glorious  camp  adieu. 

Ye  generous  fair,  ivceive  the  brave  with  smikf, 
Cerpay  their  sleepfess  nights,  and  crown  their  toils  { 
Soft  ^eauty  is  the  gallant  soldier'*  due, 
For  you  tbey  conquer,  and  they  bleed  for  you. 
In  vain  proud  Gaul  with  boastful  Spam  coospires, 
When  Eoglish  valour  English  beauty  fires  ; 
The  nations  dread  your  eyes,  and  kings  des)»air 
Of  chiefs  so  braw,  till  they  bave  nymphs  so  fair.  s 

See  the  fond  wifc  in  tears  of  transport  drown'd,  , 
Hugs  her  rough  lord,  and  weeps  ołer  every  woundy! 
Hangs  on  the  lips  tbat  fields  of  blood  relate, 
And  smiles,  or  trembles,  at  his  various  fetę. 
Near  the  fuli  bowl  he  draws  the  faney'd  linę, 
And  marks  feign'd  trenches  in  the  flowing  winc, 
Then  sets  th*  invested  fort  befóre  his  eyes, 
And  mines,  that  whirl'd  battalions  to  the  skies ; 
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His  lltłle  listening  progeny  tam  pale, 
And  beg  again  to  hear  the  dreadful  tale. 

Such  dire  achicvements  sings  the  bard,  that  tells 
Of  paMreyM  dames,  bold  knights,  and  magie  spelk, 
Wtiere  wbole  brigades  one  championi  arms  o'er- 

throW; 
And  cleare  a  giant  at  a  random  blow, 
Słay  paynims  vile,  that  force  the  fair,  and  tamę 
Tne  gobtin's  fury,  and  the  dragoni  flame. 
Our  eager  youth  to  distant  nations  run, 
To  rjfijt  fields,  tbeir  valiant  fathers  won ; 
From  Flandria's  shore  tbeir  country 's  famę  thcytrace, 
Tilliar  Germania  shows  ber  blasted  face. 
Tb'  eaoilting  Briton  asks  his  mournful  guide, 
Where  bis  bard  fate  the  lost  Bayaria  try'd  : 
Where  Stepney  gra^d  the  stone  to  Anna's  lamę, 
He  pointa  to  Blenheim,  once  a  vulgar  name ; 
Herę  fled  the  Household,  there  did  Tallard  yield, 
Herę  Marlborough  turn'd  the  fortunę  of  the  field, 
On  those  steep  banką,  near  Danube's  raging  flood  : 
The  Gauls  thrice  started  back,  and  trembling  stood : 
Wben,  ChurchilTs  ann  perceiv'd,  they  stood  not  long, 
But  plung'd  amidst  the  waves,  a  desperate  throng, 
Crowds  whelm'd  on  crowds  dashd  wide  the  watery- 
And  drove  the  current  to  its  distant  head.        [bed, 
. .  As,  when  by  RaphaeVs,  or  by  KnelleFs  hands 
A  warlike  courser  ou  the  canvas  stands, 
Soch  as  on  Landen  bleedmg  Gnnoiid  borę, 
Or  set  young  Ammon  oo  the  Granic  shore ; 
If  chancc  a  generous  steed  tbe  work  behold, 
He  snorts,  be  neighs,  be  champs  the  foamy  gold : 
So,  Hocstet  seen,  tumultuous  passions  roli, 
And  hinti  of  glory  fire  the  Briton's  soul, 
In  €ancy*d  lights  he  sees  the  troops  engage, 
And  al]  the  tempest  of  the  battle  ragę. 

Chann  me,  ye  powers,  with  scenes  less  nobly  bright, 
Far  humbler  thoughts  th'  inglorious  Muse  delight, 
Contentto  see  the  honours  of  the  field 
By  plough-sbares  Ievell'd,  or  in  flowers  conceaTd. 
0,er  shatterd  walls may  creeping  ivy  twine, 
And  grass  luxnriaut  clothe  the  harmless  minę. 
Tamę  flocks  ascend  the  breach  without  a  wound, 
Or  crop  the  bastion,  now  a  fruitf ul  ground  ; 
Whfle  sbepherds  sleep,  along  the  rampard  laid, 
Or  pipę  beneath  the  fbrmidablc  shade. 

Who  was  the  man  ?  Oblivion  blast  his  name, 
Torn  out.  and  blotted  from  the  list  of  Famę  ! 
Wbo,  fond  of  lawless  rule,  and  proudly  braye* 
Fint  sunk  the  filial  subject  to  a  slave,  * 

His  neighbourt  realnu  by  frauds  unkingly  gaiuM, 
Ja  guiltless  blood  the  sacred  ermine  stain'd, 
Laid  schemes  for  death,  to  slaughter  turn'd  his  heart, 
Ąnd  fitted  murder  to  the  rules  of  art 

Ab !  curst  Ambition,  to  thy  lures  we  owe 
Ali  the  great  Uls,  that  mortals  bear  below. 
Cant  by  tbe  bind,  when  to  the  spoil  he  yields 
His  yeart  wbole  sweat,  and  vainly  ripen'd  fields; 
Curst  by  the  maki,  torn  from  her  lover's  si^e, 
When  lęft  a  widów,  though  not  yet  a  bride; 
By  motberc  curst,  when  floods  of  tears  they  shed,  ' 
Ąnd  scatter  useless  roses  on  the  dead, 
Oh,  sacred  Bristol !  then,  what  dangers  proye 
The  aits,  tbou  smil'st  on  with  paternal  love  ? 
Then,  miit  with  rubbish  by  tbe  brutal  fbes, 
In  yain  the  raarble  breatbes,  the  canvas  głows; 
To  shades  obscure  the  glittering  sword  pursues 
Tbe  geutie  poet,  and  defenceless  Muse. 
Ayoice  Uke  thine,  alone,  might  then  asswage 
Tbe  waniort  fary,  and  contro!  his  rage| 


To  hear  thee  speak,  might  the  Herce  Vandal  stand, 
And  fling  the  brandish'd  sabre  from  his  band. 

Far  hence  be  driren  to  Scythia's  stormy  shore 
The  drurn's  harsh  musie,  and  the  cannon'*  roar  ; 
Let  grhn  Bellona  hannt  the  lawless  plain, 
Where  Tartar  clans  and  grizly  Cossacks  reign; 
Let  the  steel'd  Turk  be  deaf  to  matrons'  cries, 
See  virgms  rayish'd  with  relentless  eyes, 
To  death  grey  heads  and  smiling  infants  doom, 
Nor  spare  the  promise  of  the  pregnant  womb, 
0'er  wasted  kingdoms  spread  his  wide  oommand, 
The  savage  lord  of  an  unpeopled  land. 

Her  guiltless  glor^  just  Britannia  draws  ł 

From  purc  religion,  and  impartial  laws,  -'  • 

To  Europe's  wounds  a  mother's  aid  she  bringi,   < 
And  holds  in  equa1  scales  the  riyal  kings :  ' 

Her  generous  sons  in  choicest  gifts  aberand,     .  \ » 
Alike  in  arms,  alike  in  arts  renown'd.  *  * 

As  when  sweet  Venus  (so  the  fable  sings) 
AwakM  by  Nereids,  from  the  ocean  springs, 
With  smiles  she  sees  the  threatening  billows  rise, 
Spreads  smooth  the  surge,and  clears  the  louring  skiefc 
I jght,  o*er  the  deep,  with  fluttermg  Cnpids  crown'<$i 
The  pearly  couch  and  siłyer  turtles  bound; 
Her  tresses  shed  ambrosial  odonrs  round, 

Amidst  tbe  world  of  wayes  so  stands  serene 
Britannia  *s  isle,  the  ocean's  srately  qneen ; 
In  vain.  the  nations  have  conspired  her  fali, 
Her  trench  the  sea,  and  flects  her  flpating  wali : 
Defenceless  barks,  her  powerful  nayy  near, 
Have  only  waves  and  hurricanes  to  fear. 
What  bold  invader,  or  what  land  opprest, 
Hath  not  her  anger  ąuellM,  her  aid  redrest ! 
Say,  where  have  e*er  her  union-crosses  saiPd, 
But  much  her  arms,  her  jusHce  morę  prenuTd ! 
Her  labours  are,  to  plead  th'  Almfghty's  cause, 
Her  pride  to  teach  Ói'  untam'd  barharian  laws : 
Who  conąuers  wins  by  brutal  strengtb  tbe  prize : 
But  'tis  a  godlike  work  to  civili2e. 

Have  we  forgot  how  frdm  great  Rttssia'8  tbrone 
The  king,  whose  power  half  Europę^  regionsown, 
Whose  sceptre  waypig,  with  one  shout  rosh  fbrth 
In  swarms  the  harness'd  millions  of  the  north, 
Tbrough  róalms  of  ice  pursued  his  tedkras  way 
To  court  our  friendship,  and  our  lamę  sufyey ! 
Hence  the  rich  prize  of  nseful  arts  he  borę, 
And  round  his  empire  spread  the  learned  storę  t 
(T*  adom  old  reahns  is  morę  than  new  to  raise, 
His  country*s  parent  is  a  monarch's  praise.) 
His  bands  now  march  in  just  array  to  war, 
And  Caspian  gulphs  unusual  navies  bear; 
With  Runick  lays  Smolensko^s  fbrests  ring, 
And  wondering  Vo1ga  hears  the  Mnses  smgf 
Did  not  the  painted  kings  of  India  greet 
Onr  queen,  and  hry  their  sceptres  at  her  feet  ? 
Chiefe  who  fuli  bowls  of  hostile  blood  had  qnaff*dt 
Fam'd  for  the  javelin,  and  envenom'd  shaft, 
Whose  haughty  brows  madę  sayages  adore, 
Nor  bowM  to  less  than  stan  or  sun  before, 
Her  pitying  smile  accepts  tbeir  suppliant  claira, 
And  adds  four  monarchs  to  the  Christian  Ramę. 

Blest  use  of  power !  O  yirtuous  pride  in  kings ! 
And  like  his  botinty,  whence  dominkm  spring*  ! 
Whtch  o'er  new  worlds  makes  Heavenł8  indulgenee 
And  ranges  myriads  under  laws  divine !        [shine, 
Weil  bought  with  all  that  those  sweet  regions  ho)dr 
With  groves  of  spices,  and  with  mines  of  gold. 

Fearless  our  merebant  now  pursues  his  gara,    ' 
And  Boamj  securely  0'er  the  bonndless  main, 
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-  jNow  o'er  his  hcad  the  polar  Bear  be  spies, 
i And  freezing  spangles  of  the  Lapland  skiea ; 
i  No  w  swells  his  canvas  to  tfoe  sultry  linę, 
JWith  glittering  spoiłs  where  Indian  grpttoe  shine, 
•I  Where  fumes  of  incenJb  glad  the  6outhern  seas, 
A  And  wafted  citron  scents  the  balmy  breeze* 
*  Herę  nearer  suns  prepare  the  ripening  gem, 
To  grace  great  Anne^s  imperial  diadem, 
And  berę  the  ore,  whose  melted  mass  shall  yield 
On  faithful  coins  eacb  memorable  field, 
Which,  mix'd  with  medals  of  immortal  Romę, 
May  elear  disputoa,-and  teach  the  times  to  come. 
•'  In  circling  beams  shall  godlike  Anna  glow, 

And  ChurchiU'8  sword  hang  o? er  the  prostrate  foe; 
In  comely  wounds  shall  bleeding  worthies  stand, 
Webb's  firm  platoon,  and  Lumley's  faithful  band. 
Bold  Mordaunt  in  Iberian  trophies  drest, 
And  Campoeirs  dragon  on  his  dauntless  breast, 
Oreat  Ormond'8  deeds  on  Vigo's  spoils  enrolPd, 
And  Guiscard's  knife  on  Harley*s  Chili  gold. 
And  if  the  Musc,  O  Bristol,  might  decree, 
Herę  Granville  noted  by  the  lyre  should  be, 
łhe  lyre  for  Granville,  and  the  cross  for  thee. 

Such  are  the  honours  grateful  Britain  pays; 
So  patriots  merit,  andso  monarcha  praise. 
Cer  distant  times  such  records  shall  prevail, 
Whcn  English  numbers,  antiquated,  mil : 
A  triflingsong  the  Muse  can  only  yield, 
And  sooth  her  soldiers  panting  from  the  field. 
To  sweet  retirements  see  them  safe  convey'd, 
And  raise  their  battłes  in  the  rural  shade. 
From  fields  of  death  to  Woodstock's  peaceful  giooms, 
(The  poet'8  haunt)  Brilannia'8  hero  coines— 
Begin  my  Muse,  and  softly  touch  the  string : 
Herę  Henry  lov'd;  and  Chaucer  learn'd  to  sing. 

Hail,  fabled  grotto !  hail,1  Elysian  soil ! 
Thou  fairest  spot  of  fair  Britannia's  isle  I 
Where  kings  of  old,  conceaPd,  fbrgot  the  throne, 
And  Beauty  was  content  to  shine  unknown ; 
Where  Lorę  and  War  by  turns  pavilions  rear, 
And  Henry 's  bowers  near  Blenheim's  dome  appearj 
The  weary'd  champion  luli  in  soft  alcoves, 
The  noblest  boastof  thy  romantic  groves. 
Oft,  if  the  Muse  presage,  shall  he  be  seea 
By  Rosamonda  fleeting  o'er  the  green, 
In  drearns  be  hail'd  by  heroes1  mighty  sbades, 
And  hear  old  Chaucer  warble  through  the  glades, 
Cer  the  fam'd  echoing  vaults  his  name  shall  bound, 
Andhill  tohill  reflect  the  fiwourite  sound. 

Herę,  here.at  least  thy  love  for  arms  give  o'er, 
Kor,  one  world  conqu6r'd,  fondly  wish  for  morę. 
Vice  of  great  souls  alone !  O  thirst  of  famę ! 
The  Muse  admires  it,  while  she  strives  to  blame, 
Tay  toils  be  now  to  cbase  the  bounding  deer, 
Qr  Tiew  the  coursers  stretch  in  wild  career. 
1  his  lovely  scenę  shall  sooth  thy  sool  to  rest, 
And  wear  each  dreadful  image  from  thy  breast. 
With  pleasure,  by  thy  conquests  shalt  thou  see 
Thy  queen  triumphant,  and  all  Europę  free. 
Ko  cares  henceforth  shall  thy  repose  destroy, 
B'it  what  thou  giv'st  the  world,  thyself  enjoy. 

Sweet  Solitude !  when  life's  gay  hours  are  past 
Howe'er  we  rangę,  in  tbee  we  fix  at  last : 
Tost  through  tempestuous  seas  (the  voyage  o'er) 
Pale  we  look  back,  and  bless  thy  friendly  shore, 
Our  owjj  Rtrjct  judges  our  past  life  we  scan, 
And  ask  if  gfory  hath  eulargd  the  span : 
If  bright  the  prospect,  we  the  grave  defy, 
Trust  futurę  ages,  aad  contonted  die. 


When  strangers  fromfardistantclimes  shall  oonfe. 
To  view  the  pomp  of  this  triumphant  dome, 
Where,  rearM  aloft,  dissembled  trophies  stand, 
And  breathing  labours  of  the  sculptor*s  band, 
Where  Kneller's  art  shall  paint  the  flying  Gaol, 
And  BourboD'8  woes  shall  fili  the  storyM  wali ; 
Heirs  of  thy  blood  shall  o'er  tbeir  bounteou*  board 
Fix  Europe*8  guard,  thy  monumental  sword, 
Banners  that  oft  have  wav*d  on  conąuerM  walls, 
And  trumps,  that  drown'd  the  groans  of  gasping 

Gauls. 
Fair  dames  shall  oft,  with  curioos  eye,  ezplore 
The  costly  robes  that  slaughter'd  generale  wora, 
Rich  trappings  from  the  Danube's  whirlpools  broaght, 
(Hesperian  nuns  the  gorgeous  broidery  wrought) 
Belts  stiff  with  gold,  the  Buian  horeeman'8  pride, 
And  GauPs  fair  flowers,  in  human  crimson  dy'd. 
Of  ChurchiU'8  race  perhaps  some  lovely  boy 
Shall  mark  the  burniah'd  steel  that  hangi  nu  high, 
Shall  gazę  transported  on  tts  glittering  cbarms, 
And  reach  it  struggling  with  uaeąual  arms, 
By  signs  the  druni's  tumultuous  sound  raniest, 
Then  seek,  in  starta,  the  hushing  mothert  breast. 

So  in  the  painter's  animated  frame, 
Where  Mars  embraces  the  soft  Paphian  damę. 
The  little  Lores  in  sport  his  fauchion  wield, 
Orjoin  tbeir  strength  toheave  his  ponderousshields 
One  gtrokes  the  plunie  in  TVtion's  gore  embrued, 
And  one  thespear,  that  reekswith  Typhoo's  blood: 
Another's  infant  brows  the  hełm  sustain, 
He  nods  his  crest,  and  frights  the  shrieking  train. 

Thus,  the  rude  tempest  of  the  field  o,erblown, 
Shall  whiter  rounds  of  smiling  years  roli  on, 
Our  rictors,  blest  in  peace,  forget  their  wara, 
Enjoy  past  dangers,  and  absolve  the  stars. 
But,  oh !  what  sorrows  shall  bedew  your  urns, 
Ye  honour'd  shades,  whom  widów  łd  Albion  mouras{ 
If  your  thin  forms  yet  discontented  moan, 
And  haunt  the  mangled  mansions,  once  your  own; 
Behold  what  flowers  the  pious  Muses  strow, 
And  tears,  which  in  the  midst  of  triumph  flow  ; 
Cypress  and  bays  your  envy'd  brows  surround, 
Your  names  the  tender  matron's  heart  shall  wound, 
And  the  soft  maid  grow  pensire  at  the  sound. 

Accept,  great  Annę,  the  tears  their  memory  draws, 
Who  nobly  perish'd  ii\  their  sovereignłs  ca^se: 
For  thou  inpity  bid 'st  the  war  gi*e  o*er, 
Moum'st  thy  slain  heroes,  nor  wilt  renture  morę.  . 
Vast  price*of  blood  on  each  victorious  day ! 
(But  Europe's  freedom  doth  that  price  repay.) 
Lam^nted  triumphs  !  when  one  breath  must  tell 
Tliat  Marlborough  cońquer*d,  and  that  Dormer  fcH. 

Great  queen  !   whuse  name  strikes  haughty  mo* 
narchs  pale, 
On  whose  just  sceptre  hangs  Europa's  scalę, 
Whose  arm  like  Mercy  wounds,  decides  like  Fate* 
On  whose  decree  the  nations  amnous  wait : 
From  Albions  cliffs  thy  wide-extended  band 
Shall  o'er  the  main  to  far  Peru  command  ; 
So  vast  a  tract  whose  wide  domain  shall  run, 
Its  circling  skies  shall  see  no  setting  sun. 
Thee,  thee  an  hundred  languages  shall  claire, 
And  savage  Indians  swear  by  Anna'8  name  j 
The  linę  and  poles  shall  own  thy  rightrul  sway, 
And  thy  command s  the  sever'd  globe  obey. 

Round  the  vast  bali  thy  new  dominions  chatą 
The  watery  kingdoms,  and  control  the  main  ; 
Magellan^  straits  to  Gibraltar  t.hey  join, 
Across  the  seas  a  formidable  lii^e ; 


ON  THE  PROSPECT  OF  PEACE. 


105 


Tfce  rf^t  of  aotase  Gaul  we  fear  no  morę, 
But  pleas'd  we  Dunkirk,  now  a  guiltless  shore ; 
In  vain  great  Neptune  turę  the  narrow  ground, 
And  meant  his  waters  for  Britannia's  bound ; 
Her  giant  genins  takes  a  mighty  stride, 
And  seta  his  fbot  beyond  the  encroaching  tide  ; 
On  either  bank  the  land  its  master  knows, 
And  in  the  midst  the  subject  ocean  ftows, 

So  nearproudKhodes,  across  the  raging  flood, 
Stupendous  form !  the  vast  Colossus  stood, 
(While  at  one  fbot  their  thronging  gallies  ride, 
A  whole  hońrt  sail  scarce  reach  the  further  śide) 
Bttwbct  his  brazen  thighs,  in  Ioose  array, 
Ten  tbousand  streamers  on  the  billows  play. 

By  Harley's  couusels,  Dunkirk,  now  restorM 
To  Brit*in*s  empire,  owns  ber  ancient  lord, 
In  nim  transfus'd  his  godlike  father  reigns, 
Kich  in  the  blood  which  swcll'd  that  patriotfs  veins, 
Wbo,  boldly  faithful,  met  his  sovęreign's  frown, 
And  scom'd  for  gold  to  yield  thł  important  town. 
His  son  was  boro  the  ravish'd  prey  to  claim, 
And  France  still  trembles  at  an  Harleyłs  name, 

A  fort  so  dreadful  to  oar  English  shore, 
Oar  fleets  scarce  fearM  the  sands  or  tempests  morę, 
Wbose  vast  expenses  to  such  sums  amount, 
That  the  tax'd  Gaul  scarce  furnishM  out  th'  account, 
Whose  walls  such  bulwarks,  such  vast  towers  restrain, 
Its  weakest  ramparts  are  the  rocks  and  main, 
His  boast  great  Louis  yields,  and  cheaply  buys 
Thy  fnendship,  Anna,  with  the  mighty  prize, 
Holland  repining,  and  in  grief  cast  down, 
Sees  the  new  glories  of  the  Brłtish  crown : 
Ah !  may  they  ne'er  proroke  thee  to  the  fight, 
Kor  foes,  morę  dreadful  than  the  Gaul,  invite. 
Soon  may  they  hołd  the  olive,  soon  asswage 
Their  sftcret  muruj  ars,  nor  cali  fbrth  thy  ragę 
To  rend  their  banks,  and  pour,  at  one  command, 
Thy  realm,  the  sea,  o*er  their  precarious  land. 

Hcnceforth  be  thine,  vice-gerent  of  the  skies, 
ScomM  worth  to  raise,  and  vice  in  robes  chastise, 
To  dry  the  orphan's  tears,  and  f  rom  the  bar, 
Chace  the  brib'd  jndge,  and  hosh  the  wordy  war, 
Deny  the  curst  blasphemer's  tongue  to  ragę, 
And  tura  God's  fury  from  an  impious  age. 
lUestchange  !  the soldJcr's late  destroying  hand 
fhall  rear  new  temples  in  his  native  land ; 
łfistaken  zealots  shall  with  fear  behold, 
And  beg  admittance  in  our  sacred  fold ; 
t)n  ker  own  works  the  pious  queen  shall  smile, 
And  tura  ber  cara  upon  her  favourite  isle. 

So  the  keen  bolt  a  warrior  angel  aims, 
ArrayM  in  clonds,  and  wrapt  in  mantling  dames  $ 
He  toears  a  tempest  on  his  sounding  wings, 
And  his  red  arm  the  forky  yengeance  flings ; 
Atlength,  Heaven^wrath  appeas'd,  hequitsthe  war, 
To  roli  his  orb,  and  guide  his  destin'd  star, 
To  shed  kind  fate,  and  lucky  bours  bestow, 
And  smile  propitious  on  the  world  below. 

Around  thy  throne  shall  faithful  nobles  wait, 
These  guard  the  church,  and  those  direct  the  state. 
To  Bristol,  graceful  in  maternal  tears, 
The  Church  her  towery  forehead  gently  rears  ; 
She  begs  ber  pious  son  t'  assert  her  cause 
Defend  her  rights,  and  reenforce  her  laws, 
With  holy  zeał  the  sacred  work  begin, 
fo  bend  the  stubborn,  and  the  meek  to  win. 
'  Our  OifbnTs  earl  in  careful  thought  shall  stand, 
Ta  raae  bis  aueen,  and  aave  a  sinking  ImmL 


The  wealthiest  glebę  to  ravmous  Spaniards  known, 
He  marks,  and  makes  the  golden  world  our  own, 
Content  with  hands  unsoiPd  to  guard  the  prize, 
And  keep  the  storę  with  undesiring  eyes. 

So  roond  the  tree,  that  borę  Hesperian  gold, 
The  sacred  watch  lay  curl'd  in  many  a  fbld, 
His  eyes  up-rearing  to  th*  untasted  prey, 
The  sleepless  guardian  wasted  Hfe  away. 

Beneath  the  peaceful  olives,  rais'd  by  you, 
Her  ancient  pride,  shall  erery  art  renew, 
(The  arts  with  you  fam'd  Harcourt  shall  dcfend, 
And  courtly  Bolingbroke  the  Muae^sfriend.) 
With  piercing  eye  some  search  where  Naturę  playi9 
And  tracę  the  wanton  through  her  darksome  inaze, 
Whence  health  from  herbs ;  from  seeds  how  grores 
How  vital  streams  in  circling  eddies  run.     [begun, 
Some  teach  why  round  the  Sun  the  spheres  advance,  V 
In  tbe  hx'd  measures  of  their  mystic  dance,  N 

How  tides,  when  heav'd  by  pressing  moons,  0'erftcw,   '■' 
And  sun-born  Iris  paints  her  showery  bow. 
In  happy  chains  our  darlng  language  bound, 
Shall  sport  no  morę  in  arbitrary  sound, 
But  buskin'd  bards  henceforth  shall  wisely  raga. 
And  Grecian  plans  reform  Britannia's  stage : 
Till  Congreve  bida  her  smile,  Augusta  stand* 
And  longs  to  weep  when  flowing  Kowe  command** 
Britain's  Spectators  shall  their  strength  combine 
To  mend  our  morals  and  our  taste  refine, 
Fight  vutuełs  cause,  stand  up  in  wifs  defence, 
Win  us  from  vice,  and  laugh  us  into  sense. 
Nor,  Prior,  hast  thou  hush'd  the  tramp  in  ram* 
Thy  lyre  shall  now  revive  her  mirthfuf  strain, 
New  tales  shall  now  be  told ;  if  right  I  see, 
The  soul  of  Chaucer  is  restord  in  thee. 
Garth,  in  maje&tic  numbers,  to  tbe  start 
Shall  raise  mock  heroes,  and  fantastic  wars  ; 
Like  the  young  spreading  laurel,  Pope,thy  name 
Shoots  up  with  strength,  and  rises  into  fanie  ; 
With  Philips  shall  the  peaceful  vallies  ring, 
And  Britain  hear  a  second  Spenser  srng. 
That  much- lovłd  youth,whomUtrecht's  walls  confine, 
To  BristoPs  praises  shall  his  Strafliird^  joint 
He  too,  from  whom  attentive  Oxford  draws 
Rules  for  just  tbinking,  and  poetic  laws, 
To  growing  bards  his  learned  aid  shall  lend, 
The  strictest  critic,  and  tbe  kindest  friend. 
£v*n  minę,  a  basbful  Muse,  whose  rude  essaya  '  ' 
Scarce  hope  for  pardon,  not  aspire  to  praise,       ^ ' 
Cherish'd  by  you,  in  time  may  grow  to  famę,     |. 
And  minę  survive  with  BristoKs  glorious  name.  ; ! 

Fir^  with  the  views  this  glittering  scenę  displaye 
And  smit  with  passion  for  my  country's  praise, 
My  artless  reed  attempts  this  lofty  theme, 
Where  sacred  Isis  rolls  her  ancient  stream ; 
In  cloiste^d  domes,  the  great  Philippafs  pride,  [side, 
Where  Learningblooms,  while  Famę  and  Worth  pre» 
Where  the  fifth  Henry  arts  and  arras  was  taught, 
And  Edward  form'd  his  Cressy,  yet  unfooght, 
Where  laurePd  bards  havestruck  the  warblingstrmfSp 
The  saat  of  sages,  and  tbe  nurse  "ii  kings. 
Herę  thy  commands,  O  Lancaster,  inflame 
My  eager  breast  to  raise  the  British  name, 
Urge  on  my  soul,  with  no  ignoble  pride, 
To  woo  the  Muse,  whom  Addison  enjoyłd, 
See  that  bold  swan  to  Hearen  sublimely  so«V 
Pnrsue  at  distance,  and  his  step*  adore, 
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to 


JUR.  ADDISOS, 

ON   HIS 

OPERA  OF  ROSAMONDl 

.  ....  Ne  forte  pndori 
Sit  tibi  Mufla  łyrae  solers,  &  cantor  Apollo. 

The  Opera  flrst  Italian  mastera  taught, 
Ku  r  i  eh  M  with  song*,  but  innocent  of  thought; 
Britannia's  learned  theatre  disdains 
Melodious  tri  2  es,  and  enervate  strains ; 
And  blushes,  on  her  injarł<f  stage  to  see 
Nonsense  well-tun'd,  and  sweet  stupidity. 

Xo  charms  arc  wanting  to  thy  artful  song, 
Solt  aa  Corelii,-and  as  Virgil  strong. 
From  *vords  so  sweet  new  grace  the  notes  receive, 
Ani  Mnsic  borrows  helpa,  she  usłd  to  gtve. 
Thy  style  hathmatch'd  what  ancient  Romans  knew, 
Thy  nowina  numbers  far  exeel  the  new. 
Tbeir  cadence  in  snch  easy  sound  convey'd, 
The  height  of  thought  may  seem  superfluous  aid j 
Yet  in  sunh  charms  the  noble  thoughts  afrrand, 
Tbat  noedlcss  seem  the  sweets  of  easy  sound. 

Landscupes  how  gay  the  bowery  grotto  yields, 
Whieh  thought  creates,  and  lavish  fancy  builds ! 
What  art  ean  tracę  the  visionary  soenes, 
The  flowery  groves,  and  everlasting  greens, 
The  babbling  sounck  that  mimie  echo  plays, 
The  fairy  shadc,  and  its  eternal  maże  ? 
Naturę  and  Art  in  all  tbeir  charms  combin'd, 
And  al)  Elysium  to  one  view  confin'd ! 
Ko  fiuther  could  imagination  roam,  [dome, 

TiH  Vanbrugh  fram'd,  and  Marlborough  rais*d  the 

Ten  thousand  pangs  my  anxious  bosom  tear, 
When  drownM  in  tears  I  see  th'  imploring  fair  ; 
When  bards  less  soft  the  moving  words  supply, 
A  secming  justice  dooms  the  nymph  to  die ; 
But  here  she  begs,  nor  can  she  beg  in  vain 
(In  dirges  thus  expiring  swans  complain) ; 
Each  verse  so  swells  expressive  of  her  woes, 
And  every  tear  in  hnes  so  mournful  flowsj 
We,  spite  ofiarne,  herfate  reversłd  believe, 
Cerlook  her  crimes,  and  think  she  ought  to  live. 

Let  joy  salute  fair  Rosamonda's  sbade, 
And  wreaths  of  njyrtle  crown  thelovely  maid. 
While  now  perhaps  with  Dido's  ghost  she  roves, 
And  bears  and  tclls  the  story  of  their  loves, 
Alike  they  mourn,  alikethey  bless  their  fetę, 
Since  Love,  whieh  madethemwretched,  makesthem 
>'or  longer  that  relcntless  doom  bemoan,        [great 
-Whieh  gain'd  a  Virgil,  and  an  Addison. 

Accept,  great  monarch  of  the  British  lays, 
The  tribute  song  an  humble  suhject  pays. 
So  tries  the  artlesę  lark  her  early  flight. 
And  soars,  to  hail  the  god  of  verse  and  light. 
Unrivall'd,  as  unmatchM,  be  stifl  thy  famę, 
And  thy  own  laurels  shade  thy  envy'd  name : 
Thy  name,  the  boast  of  all  the  tuneful  quire, 
Sball  tremble  on  the  strings  of  every  lyre ; 
While  the  charmM  ceader  with  thythoughtcomplies, 
Fecis^corresponding  }oys  or  sorrows  rise, 
And  viewa  thy  Rosamond  with  Henry łs  eyes. 
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THE  SAME; 

OM  HIS 

TRAGEDY  OF  CATO. 

Too-long  hath  love  engross'd  Bńtajuua's  stage, 
And  suńk  to  softness  all  our  tragic  ragę: 
By  that  alone  did  empires  fell  or  rise, 
And  fate  depended  on  a  fair-one's  eyes : 
The  sweet  mfection,  mixt  with  dangerous  art, 
Debas'd  our  manhood,  while  it  soothM.  the  hesot* 
You  scorn  to  raise  a  grief  thyself  must  blame, 
Nor  from  our  weakness  steal  a  vulgar  famę ; 
A  patriota  fali  may  justly  melt  the  miód, 
And  tears  flow  nobly,  shed  for  all  mankiod. 

How  do  our  souls  with  generous  pleasure  glow ! 
Our  hearts  exulting,  while  our  eyes  o'erflow, 
When  thy  firm  hero  stands  beneath  the  weight 
Of  all  his  Buffcrings  venerably  great ; 
Rome's  poor  remains  still  sbeltering  by  his  aide, 
With  conscious  rirtue,  and  becoming  pride  l 
The  aged  oak  thus  rears  his  head  in  air, 
His  sap  exhausted,  and  his  branches  bare ; 
'Midst  storms  and  earthquakes,he  maintain*  his 
Fixt  deep  in  eartb,  and  festen'd  by  his  weight : 
His  naked  boughs  still  lend  the  shepberds  aid. 
And  his  old  trunk  projects  an  awful  sbade. 

Amidst  the  joys  triumphant  peace  bestows, 
Our  patriota  sadden  at  his  glorious  woes; 
A  while  they  let  the  worlds  great  business  wait, 
Anxious  for  Romę,  and  sigh  for  Cato's  fate, 
Here  taught  how  ancient  heroe*  rosc  to  famę, 
Our  Britons  crowd,  and  catch  the  Roman 
Where  states  and  senates  well  might  lend  an 
And  kings  and  priests  without  a  blush  appear. 

France  boasts  no  morę,  but,  foarful  to  engage, 
Now  £rst  pays  bomage  to  her  rivaFs  stage, 
Hastes  to  learn  thee,  and  learning  shall  subrait 
Alike  to  British  arim,  and  British  wi^; 
No  morę  she'll  wonder,  forcTd  to  do  us  right, 
Who  think  like  Romans,  could  like  Romans  fight, 

Thy  Oxford  smiles  this  glorious  work  to  see, 
And  fondly  triumphs  in  a  son  like  thee. 
The  senates,  consuls,  and  the  gods  of  Romę, 
Like  old  acauaintance  at  their  native  borne, 
In  thee  we  find :  each  deed,  each  word  exprest, 
And  every  thonght  that  swell'd  a  Roman  breast, 
We  tracę  each  hint  that  could  thy  soul  inspire 
With  Virgil's  judgement,  and  with  Lucan's  fire; 
We  know  thy  worth,  and,  give  us  leave  to  boast, 
We  most  admire,  because  we  know  thee  most. 


THE  nOYAL  PROGRESS, 

Whbit  Brunswick  first  appeai^d,  each  honest  beart, 

Intent  on  verse,  disdainM  the  rules  of  art ; 

For  him  the  songsters,  in  unmeasu^d  odes, 

I)ebas*d  Alcides,  and  dethron^d  the  gods, 

In  golden  chains  the  kings  of  India  led,  ' , 

Or  rent  the  turban  from  the  sułtani  head. 

One,  in  old  fables,  and  the  pagan  strain, 

With  nympbs  and  tritons,  wafts  him  o'er  the  małn| 

Another  draws  nerce  Lucifer  in  arms 

And  filia  th'  mfernal  region  with  alaims; 
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A  third  awakes  sonie  druid,  to  foretel 
Bach  fatum  trtumph,  from  his  dreary  celi.  "* 
Riptoded  fancies !  that  in  vain  decewe, 
Wbile  the  mtad  naoseates  what  she  can't  beliere. 
My  Muse  th'  earpected  hero  shall  pursue 
From  clime  to  clime,  and  keep  hhn  stitl  in  view ; 
Hia  shining  march  describe  m  faithfuł  lays, 
Cootent  to  paint  him,  nor  pcesume  to  praise ; 
Their  charnu,  if  charms  they  have,  the  truth  supplies, 
And  from  the  theme  unlabourM  beauties  rise. 
By  loaging  nations  lor  the  throne  design'd, 
And  cal  Id  to  gaard  the  rights  of  hnman-kind  ; 
With  spcret  grief  his  god-łike  soul  repines, 
And  Britain's  crown  with  jOy  less  lustre  shines, 
While  prayers  and  tears  his  destinM  progress  stay, 
And  crowdsof  uaourners  choke  their  sovereignrs  way. 
Kot  so  he  marchM,  when  hostile  squadrons  stood 
In  scenes  of  death,  and  flrM  his  generous  blood ; 
When  his  hot  eonrser  paw'd  th'  Hungarian  plain, 
And  adrerse  legions  stood  the  shock  in  rain. 
His  frontiers  past,  the  Belgian  bounds  he  ricws, 
And  cross  the  leveł  fields  his  march  pursues. 
Herę,  pleasM  the*  land  offreedom  to  survey, 
He  greatly  scorns  the  thirst  of  bonndless  sway. 
O  er  the  thin  soil,  with  silent  joy,  he  spies 
Transplanted  woods,  and  borrowM  rerdure  rise ; 
Where  erery  meadow,  won  with  toil  and  blood 
from  haughty  tyrants  and  the  raging  flood, 
With  frak  and  flowers  the  careful  hind  supplies, 
And  clothes  the  marshes  in  a  rich  disguise. 
Soch  wealth  for  frugal  hands  doth  Heayen  decree, 
And  soch  thy  gifts,  celestial  Liberty ! 

Through  stately  towns,  and  many  a  fertile  plain, 
The  pomp  advances  to  the  neigbbonring  main, 
Whole  nations  croud  around  with  joyral  cries, 
And  view  the  hero  with  insatiate  eyes. 

In  Haga's  towers  he  waits  till  eastera  gales 
PropHious  rise  to  sweli  the  British  sails. 
Hither  the  famę  of England's monarch  brings 
The  vows  and  friendships  of  the  neighbouring  kings ; 
Maturę  in  wisdom,  his  extensive  mind 
Takes  in  the  blended  interests  of  mankind, 
The  world'8  great  patriot  Calm  thy  amrious  breast, 
Secure  in  him,  O  Europę,  take  thy  rest; 
Henceforth  thy  kmgdoms  shall  remain  confintt 
By  rocks  or  streams,  the  mounds  which  Hearen  de- 

sign*d; 
The  Alps  their  new-made  monarch  shal)  restrain, 
Nor  shall  thy  hills,  Pirene,  rise  in  vain. 

But  see !  to  Britam's  isle  the  sąuadrons  stand, 
And  leave  the  sinking  towers,  and  lessening  land. 
The  royal  bark  bounds  o*er  the  floating  plain, 
Breaks  through  the  billows,  and  divides  the  main. 
0'er  the  vast  deep,  great  monarch,  dart  thine  eyes, 
A  wacery  prospect  bounded  by  the  skies : 
Ten  thousand  ▼essels,  from  ten  thousand  shores, 
Brmg  gums  and  gold,  and  either  India's  stores : 
Behołd  the  tributes  hastening  to  thy  throne, 
And  see  the  wide  horizon  all  thy  own. 

Still  is  it  thine ;  though  now  the  chearful  crew 
Hail  Alburfs  cliflś  j  just  whitening  to  the  view. 
Befbre  the  wind  with  swelling  sails  they  ride, 
TUI  Thames  reccives  them  in  his  opening  tide. 
The  monarch  hears  the  thundering  peals  aruund, 
From  tremhling  woods  and  echoing  hills  rebound, 
Nor  miasta  yet,  amid  the  deafening  train, 
Theroarings  of  the  hoarse-resoonding  mnin. 

As  in  the  flood  he  sails,  from  either  aide 
He  views  his  kuigdom  in  his  mml  prlde ; 


A  various  scenę  the  widie-spread  Iandscape  yields, 
0'er  rich  enclosures  and  luxuriant  fields ; 
A  lowing  herd  each  fertile  pasture  fills, 
And  distant  flocks  stray  o'er  a  thousand  hills. 
Fair  Greenwich,  hid  m  woods,  with  new  de!ight, 
Shade  above  shade,  now  rises  to  the  sight  5 
His  woods  ordainM  to  visit  erery  shorc, 
And  guard  the  island  which  they  grac'd  befbre. 
Tlie  Stin  now  rolling  down  the  western  way, 
A  blaze  of  fires  renews  the  fading  day ; 
Unnumber'd  barks  the  regal  barge  infold, 
Brightenmg  the  twilight  with  iłs  beamy  goldj 
Less  thick  the  finny  sh  tals,  a  countless  fry, 
Befbre  the  whale  or  kingly  dolphin  fly. 
In  one  vast  shout  he  seeks  the  crouded  strandy 
And  in  a  peal  of  thunder  gains  the  land. 

Wełcome,  great  stranger,  to  our  longing  eyes, 
Oh !   king  de*Hr'd,  adopted  Albion  cries. 
For  thee  the  Hast  breath  d  out  a  pro^perous  breeze, 
Bright  were  the  suns,  and  genriy  «well  d  the  seas. 
Thy  presence  did  eqch  doubtful  heart  compo*!e, 
And  factiona  wonder'd  that  they  once  were  foes. 
That  jorfiil  day  they  loi»t  each  hostile  name, 
The  same  their  aspect,  and  their  voice  the  same. 

So  two  fair  twins,  whose  features  were  design'd  ! 
At  one  soft  moment  in  the  mother^s  mind,  .' . 

Show  each  the  other  with  reflected  grace,  / 

And  the  same  beauties  bloom  in  either  face  ; 
The  puzzted  strangers  which  is  which  inąoire  ;      f  , 
Delusion  grateful  to  the  smiling  sire.  « i 

From  that  fair  hill  l,  where  hoary  sages  boast 
To  name  the  stars,  and  count  the  heavenly  host, 
By  the  next  dawn  doth  great  Augusta  rise, 
Proud  town  !  the  noblest  scenę  beneath  the  skies. 
0'er  Thames  her  thousand  spires  their  lustre  shed. 
And  a  vast  navy  hides  his  ample  bed,  , 

A  floating  forest     From  the  distant  strand 
A  linę  of  golden  carrs  strikes  ołer  the  land : 
Britaimia'8  peers  in  pomp  and  rich  array, 
Before  their  king  triumphant,  lead  the  way. 
Far  as  the  eye  can  reach,  the  gaudy  train, 
A  bright  procession,  shines  along  the  plain. 

So,  haply  through  the  heaven's  wide  pathless  ways 
A  comet  draws  a  long  extended  blaze ; 
From  east  to  west  buras  through  the  ethereal  frame^ 
And  hałf  heaven's  convex  glitters  with  the  name. 

Now  to  the  regal  towers  seeurely  brought, 
He  plans  Britannia^s  glories  in  his  thought; 
Resumes  the  delegated  power  he  gav-e, 
Rewards  the  faithtul,  and  restores  the  brare. 
Whom  shall  the  Muse  from  out  the  shining  throng  '  ' 
Select,  to  heighten  and  adom  her  soągr 
Thee,  Hafifax.     To  thy  capacious  mind,  , 

O  man  approv'd,  is  Rritain's  wealth  ctmstgn'<L 
Her  coin,  włule  Nassau  fought,  debas'd  and  ruda,    | . 
ily  thee  in  beauty  and  in  truth  rcnew'd,  -I 

An  arduous  work !  again  thy  charge  we  see, 
And  thy  own  care  once  morę  returns  to  thee* 
O !  fonn'd  in  every  scenc  to  awe  and  please, 
Mix  wit  with  pomp,  and  dignity  with  ease  ; 
Though  call'd  to  shine  aloft,  thou  wilt  not  scorn 
To  smile  on  arts  thyself  did  once  adom  : 
For  this  thy  name  succecding  time  shall  praise, 
'And  envy  less  thy  garter,  thanthy  bays. 

The  Muse,  if  fir'd  with  thy  enlivening  beams, 
Pcrhaps  shall  aim  at  morę  exalted  themes, 
Record  our  monarch  in  a  nobler  strain, 
And  sing  the  opening  wonders  of  his  reign  ; 

1  Mr.  Flamstead's  house. 
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TICKELUS  POEMS. 


Uright  Caro1ina's  nflavenly  beanties  tracę, 

Her  valiant  consort,  and  his  blooming  race, 

A  train  of  kingą  their  fruitful  lorę  suppjies, 

A  glorious  scenę  to  Albkrfs  ravish'd  eyes ; 

Wbo  sees  by  Brunswicfs  band  ber  sceptre  8wayJd# 

An<f  through  bis  linę  from  age  to  age  convey'd, 


t* 


AN  IMITATION 

OF  THE   PROFHBCY  OP  KEWtJŁ 

FROM  HORACE.    BOOK  IL  ODE  XV. 

Picam  rasigne,  recens,  adhuc 

Indictum  ore  alio :  non  secns  in  jugis 

Ex  somnts  stupet  Euias 

Hebrum  prospiciens,  &  nive  ranriidam 

Thracen,  ac  pede  barbaro 

Lustratam  Rhodopen.  Hor. 

As  Mar  his  roiind  one  morning  took, 
(Whorn  somc  cali  earl,  and  some  cali  duka) 
And  his  new  brethren  of  tbe  blade, 
8hivering  with  fear  and  frost,  snrvey'd, 
On  Perth's  bleak  hills  be  chanc'd  to  spy 
An  aged  wizard  six  foot  high, 
With  bristled  hair  and  visage  blighted, 
Wall-ey'd,  bare-haunch'd,  and  second-sighteĄ. 

The  crizly  sagę  in  thought  profbund 
Beheld  the  chief  with  back  so  round, 
Thcn  roird  his  eye-balU  to  and  fro 
Ołer  his  paternal  hills  of  snów, 

And  into  thcse  tremendous  speeche* 

Broke  forth  tbe  prophet  without  breeches, 
"  Into  wbat  i  lis  betray'd,  by  thee, 

This  ancient  kfngdom  dp  I  see ! 

Her  realms  un-peopled  'and  fortom ! 

Wae's  me !  that  ever  thou  wert  bora ! 

Frond  English  loons  (our  clans  o'ercome) 

On  Scortrsh  pads  shall  amble  borne  j 

1  see  them  drest  in  bonnets  blue 

(Tbe  spoils  of  thy  rebcllious  crew); 

1  see  tbe  target  cast  away, 

And  chequer'd  plaid  become  their  prey, 

The  cheqoer'd  plaid  to  make  a  gown 

For  many  a  lass  in  London  town. 
"  In  vain  thy  hungry  mountaineers 

Come  forth  in  all  thy  warlike  geers, 

Tbe  shiełd,  the  pistol,  durk,  and  dagger, 

In  which  they  daily  wont  to  swagger, 

And  oft  have  sally'd  out  to  pillage 

The  hcn-roosts  of  some  peaccful  village, 

Or,  while  their  neighbours  were  asleep, 

Harc  carry'd  off  a  low-land  sheep. 

*'«  What  boots  thy  high-born  host  of  beggars, 

Mac-leans,  Mac-kenzies,  and  Mac-gregors, 

With  popish  cut-throats,  perjurU  romans, 

And  FdBt*r'B  troop  of  raggamuffins? 
"  In  vain  thy  lads  around  thee  bandy, 

InflamM  with  bag-pipe  and  with  brandy. 

Dotn  not  bold  Sutherland  the  trusty, 

With  he:irt  so  true,  and  voice  so  rusty, 

(A  loyal  soul)  thy  troops  affri;;ht, 

While  boarsely  be  demands  the  fight ) 

Dost  thou  not  gcnerous  Ilay  dread, 

The  brawst  hand,  the  wisest  head  ? 

1'ndaunted  dost  thou  bcar  th'  alarns 

Of  hcary  Athol  abeattfd  in  arm*  f 


Douglas,  wbo  draws  his  lineaga  dowłi 
From  Tbanes  and  peers  of  high  renown, 
Fiery,  and  young,  and  uncontrord, 
With  Jwigbts,  and  sąuires,  and  barons  bołd, 
(His  noble  houshold-baud)  advancea, , 
And  on  the  milK-white  courser  prance*. 
Thee  Forfar  to  the  combat  dares, 
Grown  swartby  in  Ibenan  wars; 
And  Monroe,  kindled  into  ragę, 
Sourly  defies  thee  to  engage ; 
He'U  sout  thy  foot,  though  ne'er  so  many. 
And  horae  to  boot— if  thou  hadst  any. 

"  But  see  Argyll,  with  watchral  eyes, 
Lodg'd  in  bis  deep  entrenchments  Ues, 
Couch'd  lik^e  a  lion  in  thy  wąy, 
He  waits  to  spring  upou  his  prey ; 
While,  like  a  herd  of  timorous  deer, 
Thy  army  shakes  an4  pants  with  fear, 
Led  by  their  dougbty  generaPs  skill, 
From  frith  to  frith,  from  bill  to  bill. 

"  Is  thus  thy  haughty  promise  paid 
That  to  the  Chevalier  was  madę, 
Wben  thou  didst  oaths  and  duty  barter, 
For  dakedom,  generalship,  and  garter  ? 
Three  moons  thy  Jwnmy  shall  command, 
With  Highland  sceptre  in  his  hand, 
Too  gpod  for  his  pretended  birth, 
. . .  Then  down  shall  fali  the  king  of  Perth. 

"  Tis  so  decreed :  for  George  shall  reign, 
And  traitors  be  forsworn  in  vain. 
Heaven  sball  for  ever  on  him  smile, 
And  bless  him  still  with  an  ArgyiL 
While  thou,  pursued  by  vengeful  foes, 
Condcmn*d  to  barren  roeks  and  snowi, 
And  hinder'd  passing  lpyerloclty, 
Shall  burn  the  elan,  and  carte  pqor  jocky." 
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To  thee,  dear  rorer,  and  thy  Tanquish'd  fnanda^ 

The  health,  she  wanta,  thy  gentle  Chloe  sends. 

Though  much  you  sufler,  think  I  suffer  morę, 

Worse  than  an  exile  on  my  native  sbore. 

Companions  in  your  master's  fligbt  you  roam, 

Unenryd  by  your  haughty  foes  at  home  ; 

For  ever  near  the  royal  outlawłs  side 

You  share  his  fortunes,  and  his  hopes  divide, 

On  glorious  schemes,  and  thoughts  of  empire  dweUf 

And  with  imaginary  titles  swell. 

Say,  for  thou  know'st  I  owo  his  sacred  lina, 
Tbe  passive  doctrine,  and  the  right  diriue, 
Say,  what  new  sucoours  does  tbe  chief  prepare  ? 
The  strength  of  armies  ?  or  tbe  force  of  prayer  ? 
Does  he  from  Heaven  or  Earth  his  hopes  denve? 
From  saints  departed,  or  from  priests  alive?  [stand, 
Nor  saints  nor  priests  can  Brunswick'8  troops  witbi 
And  beads  drop  useless  through  the  zealotYs  hand; 
Heaven  to  our  vows  may  futurę  kingdoms  owe, 
But  skill  and  courage  win  the  crowns  below. 

Ere  to  thy  cause,  and  thee,  my  beart  inclm1^ 
Or  love  to  party  had  seduc-d  my  mind, 
In  female  jo^  I  took  a  duli  delight, 
31ept  all  the  moro,  and  punted  half  the  nJgt^t; 
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W  now,  with  fea>*  and  publicc»Tespcs»ast, 
Tbe  churcb,  the  churcb,  for  ever  breaks  my  rest. 
The  postboy  on  my  pillow  I  ezplore, 
And  sift  the  neweof  erery  foreign  shore, 
Studious  to  find  new  friends,  and  new  allies; 
What  armiea  march  from  Sweden  in  disguise; 
How  Spejn  prepares  ber  bannen  to  unfold, 
And  Romę  deala  out  ber  blcssings,  and  ber  gold: 
Tben  o'er  the  map  my  finger,  taught  to  stray, 
Cross  many  a  region  marka  tbe  winding  way; 
Frorn  ses  to  sea,  from  realm  to  reaim  I  rove, 
And  grow  a  merę  geograpber  by  love : 
Bot  still  ATignon,  and  the  pleasing  coagt 
That  hołds  thee  baiusbM,  claims  my  eare  the  most: 
Oft  on  the  weU-known  spot  1  fhc  my  eyes, 
And  apan  the  dhtance  that  between  w  lies. 

Let  not  our  James,  though  foilM  in  arms,  despair, 
Whilst  on  his  side  be  reckons  half  the  mir: 
In  BritahTs  kweły  iale  a  shining  tbrong 
War  in  his  cause,  a  thoosand  beanties  strong. 
Th*  mtfhinkmg  rictors  yainly  boast  their  powers; 
Be  thetrs  the  musket,  whUe  the  tongoe  is  ouis. 
We  reason  with  soch  fluency  and  fire, 
Hie  beanz  we  baffle,  and  the  learned  tire, 
Against  ber  prelates  plead  the  church's  causa, 
And  from  our  judges  vindicate  the  law*. 
Tben  monrn  not,  haplesaprince,  thy  kingdomslost; 
A  crown,  thougb  Ute,  thy  saered  brows  may  boast; 
Heaten  seems  through  us  thy  empire  to  decree; 
Thoee  who  win  bearU,  have  gfoen  their  heartstothee. 

Hast  thou  not  heard  that  when,  profusely  gay, 
Our  well-drest  rirals  grac'd  tbair  sorereign^s  day, 
We  stubbom  damsels  met  the  public  view 
In  ktathsome  wormwood,  and  repentmg  rue  ? 
What  Whig  but  tremWed,  when  our  spotless  band 
In  ▼irgin  roses  whitenM  half  the  land  f 
Who  can  forget  what  fears  the  foe  possest, 
When  oaken-bougbs  mark'd  every  loyal  omast ' 
Less  acarM  than  Medway'sstreamthe  Norman  stood, 
When  cross  the  plain  he  spy'd  a  marchiog  wood, ' 
Til,  ssfiar  at  band,  a  gleąm  of  swords  betrayM 
TVe  yonth  of  Kent  beneath  its  wandermg  shade  ? 

Thoee  who  tbe  succours  of  the  mir  despise, 
May  find  that  we  bave  nails  as  well  as  eyes. 
Thy  fornale  bards,  O  prince  by  fortuna  crost, 
At  least  morę  courage  than  thy  men  can  boast : 
Our  sex  bas  darM  the  mug-house  chiefa  to  meet, 
And  purchasM  famę  in  many  a  well-fought  street 
Trora  Dniry-Lane,  tbe  region  of  renown, 
Tbe  land  of  lorę,  tbe  Paphos  of  the  town, 
Yair  patriots  sallying  oft  hare  nut  to  flight 
Wkh  afl  their  poles  the  guardtant  of  the  night, 
And  horę,  with  screams  of  triumph,  to  their  side 
The  kadert  staff  in  sil  its  painted  pride. 
Kor  fears  the  hawker  in  ber  warbling  notę 
To  vend  the  disconteuted  statesman^s  thought, 
Though  red  with  stripes,  and  recent  from  the  thong , 
Borę  smhten  for  the  lorę  of  saered  song, 
The  taneful  sisters  still  punne  their  trade, 
Iike  PhOomela  darklmg  in  tbe  shade. 
Foor  Trott  attends,  forgetfal  of  a  farę, 
And  bums  ra  conoart  o*er  his  easy  cliair. 

Meanwhile,  regardless  of  the  royal  cause, 
His  sword  for  James  no  brother  sovereign  draws* 
Tbe  pope  himself,  surrounded  with  alarms, 
To  France  his  bulls,  to  Corfu  sends  his  arms, 
And  though  he  hears  his  darling  son*s  complaint, 
Can  hardly  spare  one  tutelary  saint, 
But  lista  them  all  to  guard  his  own  abodes, 
And  into  ready  money  coias  his  gods. 


The  fćiauntless  Swede,  pursoed  by  vengenil  foes, 
Scarce  keeps  his  own  nereditary  snowi ; 
Nor  must  the  firiendly  roof  of  kiod  Łorraiii 
With  feasts  regale  our  garterM  youth  again* 
Safe,  Bar-le-Dnc,  within  thy  silent  grove 
The  pheasant  now  may  perch,  the  hare  may  rore: 
The  knight,  who  aims  unerring  from  afer, 
Th*  adventurous  knight,  now  quits  tbe  sytatn  war  : 
Thy  brinded  boars  may  slumber  uudismay'd, 
Or  grunt  secure  beneath  the  chesnut  shade. 
Inconstant  Orteans  (still  we  mourn  tbe  day, 
That  trusted  Orleans  with  imperial  sway) 
Far  •'er  the  Alps  our  helpless  monarćh  sends,  . 
Far  from  the  catl  of  his  desponding  friends. 
Such  are  the  terma,  to  gain  Britanniafs  grace !  ' 
And  such  the  terrours  of  tbe  Brunswick  race  ?     \ 

Was  it  for  thk  the  9un's  whóle  lustre  faiPd, 
And  sudden  midnight  o'er  the  Moon  prevatl'd  F  ' 
For  this  did  Heaven  display  to  mortsil  eyes 
AĆrial  kntghts  and  combats  m  the  sldes  f 
Was  it  for  this  Northumbriau  streams  fooTd  red  ? 
And  Tbames  drWn  baekward  abow'd  his  sectet  bed  I 
False  auguries !  th*  msolting  victor*s  scom ! 
Ev'n  our  own  prodigies  against  us  turn  ! 
O  portents  construed  on  our  side  in  vain  f 
Lat  nerer  Tory  trust  eclipse  again  ! 
Run  elear,  ye  fountams !  be  at  peace,  ye  skies  1 
And,  Thames,  henceforth  to  thy  green  borders  rist  S 

To  Romę  tben  must  the  royal  wanderer  go, 
And  fali  a  suppliant  at  the  papai  toe  ? 
His  life  in  sloth  inglorious  must  he  wear, 
One  half  m  luxury,  and  one  In  prayer  ? 
His  mind  perhaps  at  length  debaucbM  with  ease, 
The  proffer^d  purple  and  tbe  hat  may  nlease. 
Shall  be,  whose  ancient  patriarchat  race 
To  mighty  Nimrod  in  one  linę  we  tracę, 
In  sołemn  conclave  sit,  devoid  of  thought, 
And  poll  for  pointa  of  fahh  his  trusty  vote ! 
Be  summouM  to  his  stall  iu  time  of  need, 
And  with  his  casting  sufirage  flx  a  creed ! 
Shall  he  in  robes  on  statad  days  appear, 
And  Eoglish  heretics  cune  once  a  year ! 
Gamet  and  Faux  shall  he  with  prayers  invoke, 
And  beg  that  Smithneld  plles  once  morę  may  smokc  I 
Forbid  it,  Heaten !  my  soul,  to  fury  wrought, 
Turns  almost  Haoorerianat  the  thought 

From  James  and  Romę  I  feel  my  heart  decline* 
And  fear,  O  Brunswick,  twill  be  wholly  thine  j 
Yet  still  his  share  thy  rłral  will  contest, 
And  still  the  double  claim  diridea  my  breast. 
Tbe  fitte  of  James  with  pitying  eyes  I  view, 
And  wish  my  homage  were  not  Brunswick'8  due : 
To  James  my  passion  and  my  weakness  guide, 
But  reason  sways  me  to  the  rictort  side, 
Though  grierti  I  speak  it,  let  tbe  truth  appear  I 
You  khow  my  language,  and  my  heart,  sinoers, 
In  vain  did  falsehood  bis  fair  famę  disgraoe  ? 
What  force  had  falsehood,  whenhe  show*d  his  face  l 
In  min  to  war  our  boastful  clans  were  led ; 
Heaps  drły*n  on  heaps,  in  the  dire  ahock  they  fled ; 
France  shuns  his  wrath,  nor  raisea  to  our  shama 
A  second  Dunkirk  in  another  name : 
In  Britain*s  runda  their  wealth  all  Europę  throws. 
And  up  the  Tbames  the  world'8  abundance  flows ; 
Spite  of  feignM  fbars  and  artincial  ories, 
The  pbus  town  sees  flfty  eburefaes  rise : 
The  hero  triumphs  as  his  worth  is  known, 
And  aits  morę  firmly  on  hi«  thaken  throne. 

To  my  sad  thought  no  beam  of  hope  appeart 
Throagh  tbe  long  nrosneci  of  suocoeding  yean. 
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The  son,  aspiring  to  his  fathert  famę, 
Shows  all  his  sire :  another  and  the  same. 
He,  blest  in  lorely  Carolinsls  arms, 
To  futurę  ages  propagates  ber  chańns : 
With  pain  and  joy  at  strife,  I  often  tracę 
The  mingled  parems  in  eaeh  daughter's  lace; 
Half  sickening  at  the  sight,  teo  well  I  spy 
The  father's  spirit  through  the  mother's  eye : 
In  vain  new  thoughts  of  ragę  I  entertain, 
And  strive  to  hate  their  innoeence  in  ▼ain. 

Oprincess!  happy  by  thy  foes  confest ! 
Blest  in  thy  busband  !  in  thy  childreo  blest ! 
As  they  from  thee,  from  them  new  beauties  boni, 
Wbile  Europę  lasts,  sball  £uropeYs  thrones  adom. 
Transplanted  to  each  court,  in  times  to  come, 
Thy  smile  celestial  and  unfading  bloom, 
Great  Austria's  sons  with  aofter  lines  shall  grace, 
And  sraooth  the  frowns  of  Bourbon'8  haughty  race. 
The  fair  descendants  of  thy  sacred  bed, 
Wtde-branching  o'er  the  western  world  sball  spread, 
Like  the  fam'd  Banian  tree,  whose  pliant  shoot 
To  earthward  bending  of  feelf  takes  root, 
Tiil,  like  their  mother  plant,  ten  thousand  stand 
In  verdant  arches  en  the  fertile  land ; 
Beneath  ber  shade  the  tawny  Indians  rove, 
Or  bunt,  at  large,  through  the  wide  echejng  grove. 

O  thon,  to  whom  these  mournful  Unes  I  sead, 
My  promisM  husband,  and  my  dearest  rriend ; 
Since  Heaven  appoints  this  favour'd  race  to  reign, 
And  blood  has  dreuch'd  the  Scottiah  fields  in  vain  ; 
Must  I  be  wretched,  and  thy  flight  partake  ł 
Or  wilt  not  thou,  for  thy  lovd  Chloe^s sake, 
Tirł0  out  at  lengtb,  submit  to  fete's  decree  r 
If  not  to.  Brunswick,  O  return  to  me ! 
Prostrate  before  the  victor'6  merey  bend : 
What  spares  whole  tbousands,  may  to  thee  extend. 
Should  blinded  friend>  thy  doubtful  oonduct  blame, 
Great  Brunswick's  virtue  shall  secure  thy  famę : 
Say  these  invite  thee  to  approach  his  throne, 
And  own  the  monarcb,  Heaven  vouchsafes  to  own: 
The  world,  convinc'd,  thy  reasons  will  approve; 
Say  this  to  them ;  but  swear  to  me  'twas  love. 


AN  ODE, 


OCCASIONED     BT     BIS     ŹXCELLENCY     THS     EAUŁ     OF 
STANHOrE'8   YOYAGE   TO   FRANCE,    1718. 

Idem 
Pacia  eras  mediusnue  belli.  Hor.   • 

Fair  daughter  once  of  Wmdsort  woods ! 
In  safety  ołer  the  rolling  floods, 
Britannia's  boast  and  darling  care, 
Big  with  the  fate  of  Europę,  bear. 
May  winds  propitious  on  his  way 
The  minister  of  peace  conrey ; 
Nor  rebel  wave,  nor  risins  storm,  • 
Great  George's  liquid  realms  defnrm. 

Our  vows  are  heard.     Thy  crowded  sails 
Already  swell  with  western  gales ; 
Already  AlbiorTs  coast  ictires, 
And  Calais  multiplies  her  spires : 
At  lenefth  has  wy  al  Orleans  prest, 
With  opon  arms,  the  well-kno^n  guest; 
Before  in  8aerc<l  friendsh-p  .joi^d, 
An  1  now  in  couuscN  for  mańki nd  : 

Whilst  his  elear  s^hemes  our  patriot  shows. 
And  plans  the  tbreaton'd  world's  repose, 
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They  ftx  each  haughty  monarcho  doom, 
And  blest  whole  agej  yet  to  come. 
Hencefbrth  great  Brunswick  shall  .decree 
What  flag  must  awe  the  Tyrrheńe  sea  ; 
From  whom  the  Tusoan  grapę  shall  glow, 
And  frwtful  Arethusa  flow. 

See  in  firm  leagues  with  Thames  combioe 
The  Seine,  the  Maese,  and  (fistant  Rhine ! 
Vor,  Ebro,  let  thy  single  ragę 
With  half  the  warring  world  engage. 
Oh  !  cali  to  mmd  thy  tbousands  slain, 
And  Almananfs  fntal  plain ; 
While  yet  the  Gaflic  terrours  sleep, 
Nor  Britain  thunders  from  the  deep. 


PROLOGUE 


to  thb  VHrrBRsrrr  or  oxro*n, 

1713. 

What  kings  henoefbrth  shall  reign,  what  states  be 
Is  fixt  at  length  by  Aima'8  just  decree :  Tfree, 

Whose  brows  the  Muse^s  sacred  wreath  sball  fit 
Ts  left  to  you,  the  arbiters  of  wit. 
With-beating  hearts  the  mai  poets  wait, 
Till  you,  Atheniatis,  shall  decide  their  fetę ; 
Secure,  when  to  these  learned  seate  they  come,  ' 
Of  egual  judgment,  and  nnpartial  doom. 

Poor  is  the  player9*  lamę,  whose  whole  renów* 
la  but  the  praise  of  a  capricious  town ; 
While,  with  mock-majesty,  and  tancyM  power, 
He  struła  in  robes,  the  monarch  of  aa  bour. 
Oft  wide  of  naturę  must  he  act  a  part, 
Make  krve  m  tropes,  in  bombast  break  his  heart: 
In  tura  and  simile  resign  his  breath, 
And  rhyme  and  quibble  in  tbe  pangs  of  deatb. 
We  blusb,  when  pUys  like  these  recerve  applanse  ; 
And  laugh,  m  secret,  at  the  tears  we  canse  ; 
With  honest  scorn  our  own  success  disdain, 
A  worthless  honour,  and  fagtorious  gam. 

No  triflmg  scenes  at  Oxford  shall  appear ; 
Well,  what  we  blush  to  act,  may  you  to  bear. 
To  you  our  &m'd,  our  standard  plays  we  bring, 
The  work  of  poets,  whom  you  taught  to  stng : 
Thougb  crown'd  with  famę,  they  -dare  not  thmk  it 
Nor  take  tbe  laurel  till  beetow'd  by  you.         [dat, 
Great  Cato*B  self,  the  glory  of  the  stage, 
Who  charms,  oorrects,  esalts,  and  fires  the  agef 
Begs  here  he  may  be  try'd  by  Koman  lawa  ; 
To  you,  O  fathers,  he  submits  his  cause ; 
He  rests  not  m  the  people^s  generał  troice, 
Till  you,  the  senate,  hare  cooflrmM  his  cnotce. 

Fine  is  the  secret,  delicate  the  art, 
To  wind  the  passiens,  and  command  the  heart ; 
For  fancyM  ills-to  fbrce  our  tears  to  flow, 
And  make  tbe  generons  soul  młore  wfth  woe  ; 
To  raise  the  shades  of  heroes  to  our  riew ; 
Rebnild  fairn  emptres,  and  oW  time  renew. 
How  hard  the  task !  how  rare  the  godlike  ragę ! 
Nonę  should  presume  to  dictate  for  the  stage, 
But  such  as  boast  a  great  extensrve  mind, 
Enrich?d  by  Natura,  and  by  Art  refitfd  ; 
W^ofrom  the  ancient  stores  their  knowledgebrins^ 
And  tasted  early  of  tłie  Mnses'  spring. 
May  nonę  pretend  upon  her  throne  to  sit, 
But  such  as,  sprung  from  ymt,  are  horn  to  wit : 
Choscn  by  the  mob,  their  lawfess  clahn  we  tfight: 
Yours  is  the  old  hereditary  right. 
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THOUGHTS 

•CCAJIONBD  BT  TH1  tlGBT  OP  AU  OEIC1NAL  PICTUEB 

> 

OF 

KING  CHARLES  L 

TAK8M  AT  TBB  TIMB  OP  BU  TRUŁ. 
ltfSCRIBZD  TO 

GEORGE  CLARKE,  Eso. 

....  Animum  pictura  pascit  inani 
HułU  gemens,  largoque  humectat  flumine  vultam. 

Virc. 

C  a*  tfeis  be  he !  coold Charles,  the  good,  the  great, 
Be  sonk  by  Hearen  to  such  a  dismal  state ! 
How  meagre,  pale,  neglected,  worn  with  car* ! 
Wbat  steady  sadness,  and  august  despeir ! 
In  thoae  sonk  eyes  the  grief  of  yean  I  tracę, 
And  Borrow  seems  acquainted  wkh  that  face. 
Team,  which his beart disdainM,  from  me o'erflow, 
Thos  to  sunrey  Godt  subrtitute  below, 
In  solemn  anguish,  andmajestie  woe. 

When  spoilM  of  empire  by  onhauWd  hands, 
Soki  by  his  slares,  and  held  in  impioas  banda ; 
Beat  from,  wbat  oft  had  sweetenM  ań»ous  life. 
His  helplesB  children,  and  his  bosom  wife; 
Doonf  d  for  the  faith,  ptebeian  tage  to  stand, 
And  fali  a  Tictim  for  the  guilty  land ; 
Tben  thns  was  aeen,  abandon'd  and  fortom, 
The  king,  the  father,  and  the  aaint  to  raonrn.— 
How  could'st  thou,  artwt,  taen  thy  skill  display  r 
Thy  steady  hands  thy  sarage  heart  betray  t 
Near  thy  boki  work  the  stuinVd  spectatora  ftunt, 
Nor  aae  unmorM,  what  tboa  umfeorNi  could'st  patat 
What  brings  to  mrod  each  wrioua  scenę  of  woe, 
Th'  inanfting  judge,  the  solemn-mockmg  show, 
The  horrtd  sontenee,  and  acctined  Mow. 

Where  thea,  jnst  Heaven,  was  thy  nnactive  hand, 
Thy  idte  thunder,  and  thy  lingering  brand  ! 
Thy  adamantine  shield,  thy  angel  wings, 
And  the  great  gena  of  anointed  kingB ! 
Treasoy  and  frand  shall  thns  the  atars  regard ! 
And  injnrM  rittne  meet  this  sad  reward  ! 
60  sad,  nonę  like,  can  Thne'8  old  recordt  ten", 
Thoogh  Pompey  bied,  and  poor  Darius  fell. 
AU  names  bot  one  too  Iow— that  one  too  high : 
Ali  parallefe  are  wrongs,  ot  bfesphemy. 

O  Power  Supremę  !  How  secret  are  thy  ways  ! 
Yet  man,  vain  man,  would  tracę  the  mystic  maże, 
With  fbojish  wisdom,  arguing,  charge  ms  God, 
His  balance  hołd,  and  guide  his  angry  rod $ 
New-moold-lbe  spheres,  and  mend  th*skV's  design, 
And  sonnd  th*  immense  with  his  short  scanty  linę. 
Do  tboa,  my  sonl,  the  dettńTd  period  wfcit, 
When  God  shall  solve  the  dark  decrees  of  fetę, 
His  now  uneqnal  dispensations  elear,   ' 
And  make  aft  wise  and  beautiful  appear; 
"Wfcen  sufTerrag  saints  aloft  in  beams  shall  glow, 
And  prosperoos  ttaitors  gnash  thetr  teeth  bełow. 

Soch  boding  tbonghts  did  guilty  conscienue  dart, 
A  pledce  of  Heli  to  dying  Croinwell'8  heart : 
Then  this  pale  image  seem'd  t'  inrade  his  room, 
Gaz'd  him  to  stone,  and  wanfd  bim  to  tbe  tumb, 
While  tbunders  roli,  and  nimbie  lightnings  play, 
And  the  storm  wings  his  spotted  soul  away.    [mand 
A  blast  morę  bounteou*  ne*er  did  Heaven  cuni- 
To  scatter  btessinsr*  o'cr  the  BritHh  land. 
Not  that  morę  kind,  which  dashM  the  pride  of  Spain, 
And  whhTd  her  crush'd  Armada  round  the  main  j 


Not  those  mora  kind,  which  gnidę  our  floatinf 

towers, 
Waft  gums  and  gold,  and  madę  far  India  onrs : 
That  only  kinder,  which  to  Britain'8  shure 
Did  mitres,  crowns,  and  Stuarta  race  restore, 
Renew'd  the  church,  revers'd  the  kingdom'8  doom, 
And  bronght  with  Charles  an  Anna  yet  to  eonie, 

O  Ciarkę,  to  whom  a  Stuart  trustu  her  reign 
0'er  Albkm'6  fleets,  and  delegates  the  main  ; 
Dear,  as  the  faith  thy  loyal  heart  hath  sworn, 
Transmit  this  piece  to  ages  yet  unborn. 
This  sight  shall  damp  the  raging  mffianłs  breasL 
The  poison  spili,  and  half-drawn  sword  arrest; 
To  soft  compassion  stubborn  traitors  bend, 
Anó^  one  dettray^,  a  thousand  kings  defead. 


A  FRAGMENT 

o? 
A  POEM  ON  HUNTING. 

Dona  cano  divum,  laetas  ^eaantibus  artet,. 
Auspicio,  Diana,  tuo—  Gratins, 

Horsbs  and  hounds,  their  care,  their.varioiis  ra«e,- 
Tbe  nnmerous  beasts,  that  rangę  the  rural  chase, 
The  huntsman's  choften  scenes,  his  friendly  stara, 
The  laws  and  glory  of  the  sylvan  wars, 
I  first  in  British  verse  presume  to  ratse  ; 
A  ventnrons  mai  of  tbe  Roman  praise. 
Let  me,  chaste  queen  of  woods,  thy  aid  obtain, 
Bringherethyli«^t-footnymphs,andsprightlytrain: 
If  oft,  o'er  lawns,  thy  care  prevents  the  day 
To  rouse  the  fbe,  and  presB  the  bonoding  prey, 
Woo  thine  own  Phoebus  in  the  taak  to  join, 
And  grant  me  genius  for  the  bołd  design. 
In  this  soft  shade,  O  sooth  the  v\  arrior's  tire, 
And  fit  his  bow-string  to  the  trembling  l>Te; 
And  teach,  while  thus  their  arts  and  arms  we  sinc, 
The  grdves  to  echo,  and  the  vales  to  rioc. 

^        *        *        #        #        #        * 
Thy  care  be  first  the  various  gifts  to  tracę, 
The  minds  and  genius  of  the  lat  rant  race. 
In  powers  distinct  the  dirTerent  cl  ans  excel, 
In  sight,  or  swifmefis,  or  sagacious  smeił ; 
By  wilce  ungencroue  some  surprise  the  prey, 
And  some  by  courage  win  the  doubtful  day. 
Seest  thonthe  gazę  -hound  !  how  with  głance  serera 
From  the  ctose  herd  hę  marks  the  destin'd  deer ! 
How  every  nerve  the  greyhound'8  stretch  displays,  • 
The  hare  prerenting  in  her  airy  maże ; 
The  lnckless  prey  how  treacherous  tumblers  gam, 
And  dauntless  wolf-dogs  shake  the  lions  mane  ,*   ■ 
Ołer  al),  tbe  blood-hound  boasts  ennerkir  skill^ 
To  scent,  to  view,  to  turn,  and  boldly  kill !    . 
His  fellows1  vain  alarms  reiects  with  soom, 
Tnie  to  the  master*s  voice,  and  leaniLfł  horn. 
His  nostrils  oft,  if  ancient  Famę  «ing  troe, 
Tracę  th^  sly  felon  through  the  tainted  dew ; 
Once  snnfPd,  he  follows  with  unalter'd  atm, 
Nor  odonrs  lnre  him  from  the  chosen  cr^mc  ; 
Deep  mouthM  he  thunders,  and  inflamM  he  %ńew$, 
Sprmgs  on  relentless,  and  to  death  ptimie«. 

Some  hounds  of  mamiers  viłe  /nor  less  we  find 
Of  fops  m  hounds,  than  in  the  rea-aonme  kind) 
Puff?d  with  conceit  run  gladd  ng  o'er  the  plain, 
And  from  the  ?cent  di^ert  the  wiwr  rnin  ; 
For  the  foe*s  ibotsteps  fondly  snuff  their  own,    ^ 
And  mar  the  musie  with  their  senselcsa  tonę ; 
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Start  at  the  starttrig  prey,  or  rustltdg  wind, 
And,  hot  at  first,  inglorious  lag  behmd. 
A  sauntering  tribe !  may  such  my  fbes  dtsgrace ! 
Owe  me,  ye  gods,  to  breed  the  nobler  race. 
Nor  grieve  thou  to  attend,  while  truths  unknown 
I  sing,  and  make  Athenian  arts  onr  own. 

Dost  thou  hi  hounds  aspire  to  deathless  famę  ? 
Leara  well  their  lineage  and  their  ancient  stem. 
Each  tribe  with  joy  old  rustic  heralds  tracie, 
And  sińg  the  chosen  worthies  of  their  race ; 
How  his  sire's  features  m  the  son  were  spyM, 
When  Die  was  madę  the  ▼igorous  Ringwood's  bride. 
Less  surę  thick  lips  the  fetę  of  Austria  doom, 
Or  eagle  noses  ruPd  almighty  Romę.  • 

Good  shape  to  various  kinds  old  bards  conflne, 
Some  praise  the  Greek,  and  some  the  Roman  linę ; 
And  dogs  to  beauty  make  as  differing  claims, 
Aa  Albkm'8  nymphs,  and  India's  jetty  dames. 
Immense  to  name  their  lands,  to  mark  their  bounds, 
And  paint  the  thonsand  ramilies  of  hounds : 
First  coimt  the  sands,  the  drops  where  oceans  flow, 
Or  Oaols  by  Marlborough  sent  to  shades  below, 
The  task  be  minę,  to  teach  Britannia'8  swains, 
My  much-lov'd  country,  and  my  natire  plama* 

Such  be  the  dog,  I  charge,  thou  mean'st  to  train, 
His  back  is  crooked,  and  his  beUy  plain, 
Of  fillet  stretch'd,  and  huge  of  haunch  behind, 
A  tapermg  taił,  that  nimbly  cuts  the  wind ; 
Iross-thigh^l,  straight-ham'd,  and  fat-tike  form'd 

his  paw, 
Łarge-leg'd,  dry  soPd,  and  of  protended  claw. 
His  flat,  wide  nostrils  snuff  the  sarory  steam, 
And  from  his  eyes  he  shoots  pernicjous  gleam; 
Middling  his  head,  and  pnme  to  earth  his  view, 
With  ears  and  cbest  that  dash  the  morning  dew : 
He  best  to  stem  the  flood,  to  leap  the  bound, 
And  charm  the  Dryads  with  his  Toice  profbund  ; 
To  pay  large  tribute  to  his  weary  lord, 
And  crown  the  sylvan  hero's  plentaous  board. 

The  matron  biteh  whose  womb  shall  bestprodoce 
The  hopes  and  fortunę  of  th'  illustrious  house, 
DerfoM  from  noble,  but  from  foreign  seed, 
For  various  natnre  loatha  incestuous  breed, 
Is  like  the  sire  throughout    Nor  yet  displease 
Łarge  flanka,  and  ribs,  to  give  the  teemer  ease. 

In  Spring  let  loose  thy  pairs.     Then  all  things 
prove 
The  stings  of  pleasure,  and  the  pangs  of  loro : 
Ethereal  Jove  then  glads,  with  genial  anowen, 
Earth'8  mighty  womb,  and  strawa  ner  lap  with 

fiowers. 
Hence  juices  mount,  and  buda,  emboldenM,  try 
Korę  kindly  breezes,  and  a  softer  sky : 
Kind  Venus  rerels.    Hark !  on  every  bough, 
In  lulling  strains  the  featherU  warblers  woo. 
Feli  tigers  soften  in  th'  infectious  flames. 
And  lions  mwning,  court  their  brinded  dames : 
Great  Love  penrades  thedeep ;  to  please  his  matę, 
The  whale,    in    gambols,    mores  his  monstrous 

weight, 
Heav'd  by  his  wayward  mirth  ołd  Ocean  roars, 
Ąnd  scatter'd  navies  bulge  on  distant  sborea. 

Ali  Naturę  smiles ;  come  now,  nor  fear,  my  love, 
To  taste  the  odours  of  the  woodbme  grove, 
To  pass  the  evening  glooms  in  hannleas  play. 
And,  sweetly  swearing,  languiah  life  away. 
An  ahar,  bound  with  recent  flowera,  I  rear 
To  theę,  best  seaion  of  the  varjou»  year  j 


Ali  hail !  such  days  Wrbeanteous  order  ran, 
So  swift,  so  sweet,  when  first  the  world  bcgan, 
In  Eden's  bowers,  when  oian'B  great  sire  assign'4 
The  name*  and  natures  of  the  brutal  kind. 
Then  lamb  and  lion  friendly  walk'd  their  round, 
And  hares,  undaunted,  fack'd  the  fćmdling  faound  ; 
Wondrous  to  tell !  but  when,  with  luckless  hand, 
Our  daring  mother  broke  the  sole  command, 
Then  Want  and  Envy  brought  their  meagre  train, 
ThenWrath  came  down,and  Death  had  leave  to  reigns 
Hence  fbxes  earth'd,  and  woWes  abhorM  the  day, 
And  hungry  churls  ensnarM  the  nightly  prey; 
Rude artsat first;  but witty  Want refin'd 
The  huntrann's  wiles,  and  Famine  fbrm'd  the  yjhjmL. 

Bold  Nimrod  first  the  lion's  trophies  wore, 
The  panther  bound,  and  lanc'd  the  bristling  bpar; 
He  taught  to  tura  the  hare,  to  bay  the  doer. 
And  wheel  the  eourser  in  his  mid  career : 
Ah!  had  he  tbere.  restrain'd  his  tyrant  haad  1 
Let  me,  ye  fowere,  an  humbler  wreath  desnandL 
No  pompa  I  ask,  which  crowns  and  sceptres  yieloV 
Nor  dangerous  kuirels  in  the  dusty  field  $ 
Fast  by  the  forest,  and  the  limpid  spring, 
Give  me  the  warfare  of  the  woods  to  sing, 
To  breed  my  whelpa,  and  heahhful  press  the  gamę, 
A  mean,  fnglorious,  but  a  guiltless  name, 

And  now  thy  female  bears  in  ample  womb 
The  bane  of  bąres,  and  triumphs  yet  to  come. 
No  sport,  I  ween,  nor  blast  of  sprightly  bora, 
Should  tempt  me  then  to  hurt  the  whelpa  unborn* 
UnlockM,  in  covers  let  her  fireely  run, 
To  rangę  thy  conrts,  and  bask  before  the  Susi; 
Near  thy  fuli  table  let  the  favourite  stand, 
Strok'd  by  thy  son's,  or  błooming  daugntert  hnnd. 
Caress,  indulge,  by  arts  the  matron  bnde, 
T  improre  her  breed,  and  teem  &  rigorous  tribe. 

So,  if  smali  things  may  be  compar'd  with  great, 
And  Nature's  worka  the  Muges  imitate, 
So,  stretchM  in  shades,  and  lulTd  by  munauring 

streams, 
Great  Maro's  breast  recehr'd  the  heavenly  dreams. 
Recluse,  serene,  the  musing  prophet  lay,     § 
Till  thoughts  in  ambryo,  ripening,  burst  their  way. 
Hence  bees  in  state,  and  Ibaining  coursers  come, 
Heroes,  and  gods,  and  walls  of  lofty  Ronie. 


TO  APOLLO  MARIKO  LOVE. 
ROM  Mortsnua  foktehilli. 

I  am,  cry'd  Apollo,  when  Daphne  he  wooM, 
And  panting  for  breath,  the  coy  Tirgm  pursoed, 
When  his  wndom,  in  manner  most  ample,  cjipiest 
The  long  list  of  the  graces  his  godahip  pośsest: 

Pm  the  god  of  sweet  song,  and  insptrer  of  lays ; 
Nor  lor  lays,  nor  sweet  song,  the  fair  fugitrre  stays  ; 
Pm  the  god  of  the  harp— stop  my  fiurest— m  vain; 
Nor  the  harp,  nor  the  harper,  could  fetch  her  agaia. 

Every  plant,  every  flower,  and  their  virtues  I  koow, 
God  of  light  Pm  above,  and  of  phyaic  bekiw :  [fest; 
At  the  dreadful  word  physic,  the  nymph  fled  morę 
At  the  fatal  word  physic  she  doubled  ber  hasta, 
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Thou  fbnd  godof  wisdom,  then,  alter  thy  phrase, 
Bid  her  riew  the  young  bloom ,  and  thy  ravishing  rays, 
Tell  her  less  of  thy  knowledge,  and  niorc  of  thy 

charms,  * 

And,  my  life  for  t,  the  damicl  will  fly  to  thy  arms. 


THE  FATAL  CUJITOSITY. 

MrcH  had  I  beard  of  fair  Francelia*s  name, 
The  lavish  praises  of  the  babler,  Famę  : 
J  thougfat  them  such,  and  went  prcpar'd  to  pry, 
And  tracę  the  charmer,  with  a  critic'8  eye ; 
Resolv'd  to  find  some  faułt,  before  unspy'd, 
And  diaappointed,  if  but  satisfyYL 

Lorę  picrcfd  the  vaatal  heart,  that  durst  rebel, 
And  where  a  judge  was  meant,  a  victim  fell : 
On  those  dear  eyes,  with  sweet  perdition  goy, 
I  gazM,  at  once,  my  pride  and  soul  away ; 
Ali  o'er  I  fełt  the  luscious  poison  run, 
And,  in  a  look,  the  hasty  conąueat  won. 

Thus  the  fbnd  moth  around  the  taper  ptays, 
And  sports  and  flutters  near  the  treacherous  blaze ; 
RarishM  with  joy,  he  wmg*  his  eager  flight, 
Nur  dreams  of  ruin  m  so  elear  a  light ; 
He  t?mpts  his  fatc,  and  courts  a  glorious  doom, 
A  bright  destruction,  and  a  shining  tomb. 


TO  A  LADY: 


wrre  a  db«criptiom  of  the  phenił 

Latish  of  wit,  and  bold,  appear  the  lines, 
Where  Claudian's  genius  in  the  Phenix  shines ; 
A  thousand  ways  each  brilliant  point  is  turn'd, 
And  tlie  gay  poem,  like  its  theme,  adorn'd : 
A  tale  morę  strange  ne'er  grac'd  the  poefs  art, 
Nor  ełer  did  fiction  play  so  wild  a  part 

Each  fabled  charm  in  matchless  Caelia  meets, 
Th  •  heavenly  coloure,  and  ambrosial  sweets ; 
Her  virgm  bosom  chaster  fires  supplies, 
And  beams  morę  piercing  guard  her  kindred  eyes. 
(Terflowing  wit  th'  imagin'd  wonder  drew, 
But  fertile  fancy  ne'er  can  reach  the  true. 

Now  buds  your  youth,  your  cheeks  their  bloom 
The  uutainted  lily,  and  unfolding  rosę ;     [disclose, 
Ease  in  your  mień,  and  sweetness  in  your  face, 
You  speak  a  Syren,  and  you  move  a  O  race ; 
Nor  timc  shall  urge  these  beauties  to  decay, 
While  virtue  gives,  what  years  shall  steal  away  : 
The  fair,  whose  youth  can  boast  the  worth  of  age, 
In  age  shall  with  the  charms  of  youth  engage j 
Id  every  change  still  lovely,  still  the  same,  j 

A  fairer  Phenix  in  a  purer  flame. 


A   DESCR1PTION    OF 

THE  PTI  EX  IX. 

PIOM  CLAUDIA*. 


I*  ahnost  ocean  lies  a  lorely  isle, 
Where  Spring  still  blooms,  and  greens  for  erersmile, 
Which  sees  the  Sun  put  on  his  first  trray, 
And  bears  his  panting  steeds  bring  on  the  day ; 
When,  from  the  deep,  they  rush  with  rapid  force, 
Aad  whhi  aloft,  to  run  their  glorious  oourse  j 
YOU  XI. 


When  first  appear  the  ruddy  streaks  of  light, 
And  glimmering  beatus  dispel  the  partiog  night 

In  these  soft  shndcs,  unprest  by  human  feet, 
The  happy  Phen:x  kceps  his  balmy  >eat, 
Far  from  the  world  disjoin'd ;  be  reigns  alone, 
Alike  the  empire,  and  its  king  unknown. 
A  goti-like  bird !  whotte  endless  round  of  years 
Out-Iasts  the  stars,  and  tires  the  circling  spheres; 
Not  us'd  like  rulgar  birds  to  eat  his  fili, 
Or  drink  the  crystal  uf  the  murmuring  rill ; 
But  fed  with  warmth  from  Titan's  puier  ray, 
And  slak'd  by  streams  which  eastern  seas  conrey ; 
Still  he  renews  his  hfe  in  these  abodes, ' 
Contemns  the  power  of  Fate,  and  mates  the  gods. 
His  fiery  eyes  shoot  forth  a  glittering  ray, 
And  round  his  head  ten  thousand  glories  play ; 
High  on  his  crest,  a  star  celestial  bright 
Divides  the  darkness  with  its  piercing  light ; 
His  legs  are  stain'd  with  purplc's  lively  dye, 
His-azure  wings  the  fleeting  winda  out-fly ; 
Soft  plumes  of  ehccrful  blue  his  Iimbs  infold, 
Enrich'd  with  spangles,  and  bedropt  with  gold. 

Begot  by  nonę  himself,  begetting  nonę, 
Sire  of  himself  he  is,  and  of  himsHf  tlie  son ; 
His  life  in  fruitful  death  renews  his  datc, 
And  kind  destniction  but  prolongs  his  fate : 
Ev'n  in  the  grave  new  ftrength  his  limbs  reccive, 
And  on  the  runeral  pile  begin  to  livc. 
For  when  a  thousand  tiinca  the  su  mm  er  Sun 
His  bending  race  has  on  the  zodiac  run, 
And  when  as  oft  the  ternal  signs  have  rolPd, 
As  oft  tlie  wintery  brought  the  numbing  cold ; 
Then  drops  the  bird,  worn  out  with  ag'jd  oares, 
And  bends  beneath  the  mighty  load  of  y^ars. 

So  falls  the  stately  pine,  that  proudly  grew, 
Tlie  shade  and  glory  of  the  mountains  bi\>w. 
When  pierc'd  by  blasts,  and  spouting  clouds  o'er- 
It,  slowly  sinking,  nods  its  tottering  head,    [spiead, 
Part  dies  by  winds,  and  part  by  siekły  rains, 
And  wasting  age  destroys  the  poor  remams. 

Hien,  as  the  siker  empress  of  the  night, 
0'er-clouded,  glimmers  in  a  fainter  light, 
So  froz'n  with  age,  and  shut  from  1'ight's  supplies, 
In  lazy  rounds  scarce  roli  his  feeble  c-yes,  [nownłd, 
And  those  fleet  wings,  for  strength  and  speed  ve- 
Scarce  rear  th'  inactive  lumber  from  the  ground. 

Mysterious  arts  a  second  time  create 
The  bird,  prophetic  of  approaching  fate. 
PiPd  on  a  heap  Sabaean  heros  he  lays, 
Parch łd  by  his  sire  the  Sun's  intensest  rays ; 
The  pile  designM  to  form  his  funcral  scenc 
He  wraps  in  covers  of  a  fragrant  green, 
And  bids  his  spicy  heap  at  once  become 
A  grave  destructive,  and  a  teeming  womb. 

On  the  rich  bed  the  dying  wonder  lies, 
Impioring  Phoebus  with  persuasive  cries, 
To  dart  upon  him  in  collected  rays, 
And  new-create  him  in  a  deadly  blaze. 

The  gbd  bcholds  the  suppiiant  from  afar, 
And  stops  the  progress  of  his  heavenly  carr.  f  burn, 
"  O  thou,"  says  he,  "  whom  harmlcss  fires  shall 
Thy  age  tlie  flame  to  second  youth  shall  tum, 
An  infanfs  cradle  is  thy  funcral  um. 
Thou,  on  whom  Heaven  has  fixd  th'  ambiguous  doom 
To  live  by  ruin,  and  by  death  to  bloom, 
Thy  life,  thy  strength,  thy  lovely  form  renew. 
And  with  fresh  beauties  doubly  charm  the  view." 

Thus  speaking,  'midst  the  aromatic  bed 
A  golden  btam  he  tasses  fram  his  head  > 
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Swift  as  desire,  the  shining  ruin  flies, 
And  straight  devours  the  willing  sacrifice, 
Who  hastes^o  perish  in  the  fertile  fire, 
Sink  into  strengtb,  and  into  life  expire. 

In  flames  the  circling  odours  mount  on  high, 
Perfume  the  air,  and  glitter  in  the  sky, 
The  Moon  and  Stara,  amaz'd,  retard  their  flight, 
And  Naturę  startles  at  the  doubtful  sight ; 
For,  whilst  the  pregnant  um  with  fury  glows, 
The  goddess  labours  with  a  mother's  throes, 
Yet  joys  to  cherish,  in  the  friendly  flames, 
The  noblest  product  of  the  skill  she  claims. 

Th'  enliyening  dust  its  head  begins  to  rear, 
And  on  the  ashes  sprouting  plumes  appear  ; 
In  the  dead  bird  reviving  vigour  reigns, 
And  life  returning  rerels  ^1  his  veins : 
A  new-born  Phenbc  starting  from  the  flame, 
Obtains  at  once  a  son's,  and  father's  name ; 
And  the  great  change  of  double  life  displays, 
In  the  short  moment  of  one  transient  blaze. 

On  his  new  pinions  to  the  Nile  he  bends, 
And  to  the  gods  his  parent  urn  commends, 
To  Egypt  l?eąring,  with  mąjestic  pride, 
The  balmy  nest,  where  first  he  liv'd  and  dy'<L 
Birds  of  all  kinds  admire  th*  unusal  sight, 
And  grace  the  triumph  of  his  infant  flight ; 
In  crowds  unnumberM  round  their  chief  they  fly, 
Oppress  the  air,  and  cloud  uie  spacious  sky; 
Nor  dares  the  fiercest  of  the  winged  race 
Obstruct  his  joumey  through  thł  ethereal  space  ; 
The  hawk  and  eagle  useless  wars  forbear, 
Fbrego  their  courage,  and  consent  to  fear ; 
The  feather'd  nations  humble  homage  bring. 
And  bless  the  gaudy  flight  of  their  ambrosial  king. 

Less  glittering  pomp  does  Parthia's  monarch  yield, 
Commandmg  legions  to  the  dusty  field ; 
Though  sparkling  jewels  on  his  hełm  abound, 
And  royal  gold  his  awful  head  surround  ; 
Though  rich  embroidery  paint  his  purple  rest, 
And  his  steed  bound  in  costly  trappings  drest, 
Pleas'd  in  the  batUe's  dreadful  van  to  ride, 
In  graoeful  grandenr,  and  imperial  pride. 

Fam'd  for  the  worship  of  the  Sun,  there  stands 
A  sacred  fane  in  Egyptfs  fruitful  lands, 
Hewn  from  the  Theban  mountain's  rocky  womb 
Au  hundred  columns  rear  the  marble  dome ; 
Hither,  'tis  said,  he  brings  ttte  precious  load, 
A  grateful  oflering  to  the  beatny  god ; 
Upon  whose  altar^s  conseerated  blaze 
The  seeds  and  relics  of  himself  he  lays, 
Whcnce  flaming  incense  makes  the  tempie  shtne, 
And  the  glad  alt&rs  breathe  perfumes  dmne, 
The  wafted  smell  to  far  Pelusium  flies, 
To  chear  old  Ocean,  and  enrich  the  skies, 
With  nectart  sweets  to  make  the  nations  smile, 
And  scent  the  seven-fbłd  channcls  of  the  Nile. 

Thrice  happy  Phenix !  Heaven's  peculiar  care 
Has  madę  thyself  thyselfs  surviving  heir ; 
By  Death  thy  deathless  vigour  is  supply'd, 
Which  sinks  to  ruin  all  the  world  beside ; 
Thy  aee,  not  thee,  assisting  Phoebus  buras, 
And  vital  flames  lignt  up  thy  fnneral  urna. 
Whate'er  events  have  been,  thy  eyes  sunrey, 
And  thou  art  fixt,  while  ages  roli  away ; 
Thou  saw'st  when  raging  Ocean  burst  his  bed, 
0'er-top'd  the  mountains,  and  the  earth  o*er-spread ; 
When  the  rash  youth  inflamM  the  high  abodes, 
SotrohM  up  the  skies,  and  scarM  the  deathless  gods. 


When  Naturę  ceases,  thou-  shalt  still  remain, 
Nor  second  Chaos  bound  thy  endless  reign ; 
Fate's  tyrant  laws  thy  happier  lot  shall  brave, 
Baffle  Destruction,  and  elude  the  Grare. 


YBRSE8 
TO  MRS.  LOWTHER 

OH    MER    MARRIACE. 
FROM   MEN  AC  K. 

Thb  greatest  swain  that  treads  th'  Arcadian  grore, 
Our  shepherds  envy,  and  our  rirgms  lorę, 
His  charming  nymph,  his  softer  fair  obtams, 
The  bright  Diana  of  our  flowery  plains ; 
He,  'midst  the  graceful,  of  superior  grace, 
And  she  the  loveliest  of  the  loveliest  race. 

Thy  fruitful  influence,  guardian  Juno,  sbed. 
And  crown  the  pleasures  of  tbe  genial  bed  : 
Raise  thence,  their  futurę  joy,  a  sroiling  heir, 
Brave  as  the  father,  as  tbe  mother  fair. 
Weil  may'st  thou  shower  thy  choicest  gifts  on  those, 
Who  boldly  rival  thy  most  hated  fbes  ; 
The  yigorous  bridegroom  with  Alcides  Ties, 
And  the  nur  bride  has  Cytherea's  eyes. 


TO  A  LADY; 

WITH   A   PRBSBNT   OF   PŁOWBRS. 

Thb  fragrant  painting  of  our  flowery  fields, 
The  choicest  stores  that  youthful  Summer  yiekk, 
Strephon  to  fair  Elisa  liath  convey'd, 
The  sweetest  garland  to  the  sweetest  maid. 
O  cheer  the  flowers  my  fair,  and  let  thcin  rest 
On  the  Elysium  of  thy  snowy  breast, 
And  there  regale  the  smell,  and  charm  the  view, 
With  richer  odowr*,  and  a  lovelier  hue. 
Learn  hence,  nor  fear  a  flatterer  in  the  flower, 
Thy  form  divine,  and  beauty's  matchless  power : 
Faint,  near  thy  eberks,  the  bright  carnation  glows, 
And  thy  ripe  lips  out  bhish  the  oponing  rosę  : 
The  lily'6  snów  betrays  less  pure  a  light, 
Lost  in  thy  bosom's  morę  unsullied  w  hi  te ; 
And  wreatlis  of  jasmine  »hcd  perfumes,  beneath 
Th*  ambrosial  incense  of  thy  balmy  brr  ath. 

Ten  thousand  beauties  srare  the  rival  pair, 
How  fair  the  chaplet,  and  the  nymph  how  fair ! 
But  ah  !  too  soou  these  AWting  charms  docay, 
The  fading  lustre  of  one  hastening  day. 
This  night  shall  see  the  gaudy  wreath  decline, 
The  roses  wither,  and  the  lilies  pine. 

The  garland's  fate  to  thine  shall  be  applyM, 
And  what  advance  thy  form,  shall  check  thy  pride: 
Be  wise,  my  fair,  the  present  hour  improve, 
Let  joy  be  now,  and  now  a  waste  of  lorę ; 
Each  drooping  bloom  shall  plead  thy  just  excuse, 
And  that  whjch  show'd  thy  beauty,  show  its  use. 


ON  A  LADY>S  PICTURE: 

TO   GIL  FRED   ŁAWSOM,   EM. 

As  Damon  Chloe's  painted  form  survey'd, 
He  sighfd,  and  langnishM  for  the  jilting  shade : 
For  Cupid  tanght  the  artist  hand  its  grace, 
And  Yenus  wanton'd  in  the  mimie  foce. 
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Now  he  lament*  a  look  so  felsely  fair, 
And  almost  damns,  wbat  yet  resembles  her  $ 
Now  be  devours  it,  with  his  longing  eyes ; 
Now  sated,from  the  lovely  phantom  flies, 
Yet  burns  to  look  again,  yet  looks  again,  and  diea. 
Mer  ivory  neck  his  lips  presume  to  kiss, 
And  his  hołd  hands  the  swelling  bosom  press ; 
The  swain  drinks  in  deep  draughts  of  vain  desire, 
Meltt  without  beat,  and  burns  in  fency'd  tire. 

Strange  power  of  paint !  thou  nice  creator  art ! 
What  k)ve  inspires,  may  life  itself  im  part. 
Simek  with  like  wounds,  of  old,  Pygmalkm  pray'd, 
And  huggM  to  life  his  artifigal  maid ; 
Clasp,  new  Pygmalion,  clasp  the  seeming  charms, 
Perhaps  ev*n  now  th'  enlrrening  image  warms, 
Destin'd  to  crown  thy  joys,  and  revel  m  thy  arms : 
Thy  arras,  which  shall  with  fire  so  fierce  invade, 
Tbat  she  at  onoe  shall  be,  and  cease  to  be  a  maid. 


PART  OF  THR 


FOURTH  BOOK  OF  LUCAN. 

Cacsar,  having  resolved  to  gr? e  battle  to  Petreius  and 
AfinnkiSfPompey^lieutenants  in  Spain,encainped 
near  the  enemy  in  the  same  field.  The  behaviour 
of  their  soldiers,  at  their  seeing  and  knowing  one 
anotber,  is  the  subject  of  the  following  verses. 

Their  ancient  friends,  as  now  they  nearer  drew, 
PreparM  for  fight  the  wondering  soldiers  knew  ; 
Brother  with  brother,  in  unnatural  strife, 
And  the  son  arm'd  against  the  father's  life : 
Curst  cml  war  !  then  conscience  first  was  felt, 
And  the  tough  veteran'8  beart  began  to  melt. 
Fix*d  in  damb  sorrow  all  at  once  they  Btand, 
Then  wave,  a  pledge  of  peace,  the  guiltless  hand; 
To  vent  ten  thousand  struggling  passions  move, 
The  stings  of  naturę,  and  the  pangs  of  lorę, 
All  order  broken,  wide  their  arms  they  throw, 
And  run,  with  transport,  to  the  longing  foe : 
Herę  the  long-lost  acquaintance  neighbours  claim, 
Trierę  an  old  friend  cecalls  his  comrade's  name, 
Yoaths,  wbo  in  arts  beneath  one  tutor  grew, 
Romo  rent  in  twain,  and  kindred  hosts  they  view. 

Tears  wet  their  impious  arms,  a  fond  relief, 
Aod  kisses,  broke  by  sobs,  the  words  of  grief ; 
Thougb  yet  no  blood  was  spilt,  each  amrious  mind 
With  borrour  thinks  on  what  his' ragę  design'd. 
Ah  !  generons  yoaths,  why  thas,  withfruitless  pain, 
Beat  ye  thoae  breasts  ?  why  gusb  those  eyes  in  vain  ? 
Why  blame  ye  Heaven,andchargeyour  goilt  onFate? 
Why  dread  the  ty  rant,  whom  yourselves  make  great  ? 
Bkłs  he  the  trumpet  sound  ?  tbe  trumpet  slight. 
Bids  he  tbe  standards  move  ?  refuse  the  fight 
Your  generała,  left  by  you,  will  love  again 
A  son  and  father,  when  they  're  prfoate  men. 

Kind  Concord,  bearenly  bom !  whose  błissful  reign 
Holds  this  rast  głobe  in  one  surrounding  chain, 
Whose  laws  the  jarring  element*  control, 
And  knit  each  atom  close  from  pole  to  pole ; 
Sou!  of  the  worłd  !  and  love's  eternal  spring ! 
This  lucky  hour,  thy  aid  fair  goddess  bring ! 
This  lucky  hour,  ere  aggravated  crimes 
Heap  guilt  on  gnilt,  and  donbly  stain  the  timea. 
No  Teil  hencerorth  for  sin,  for  pardon  nonę; 
They  know  their  dury,  now  their  friends  are  known. 
Tain  wish !  from  blood  short  must  the  respite  be, 
New  crimes,  by  lorę  inhancM,  this  night  shall  see : 
Soch  *»  the  will  of  Fate,  and  fuch  the  barddeeree. 


Twas  peace.    From  either  camp2  now  void  of  fęar 
The  soldiers  mingling  ćhearfol  feasts  prepare  : 
On  the  green  sod  the  friendly  bowls  were  crown'd, 
And  hasty  banquets  pil*d  upon  the  ground : 
Around  the  fire  they  talk  $  one  shows  his  scars, 
One  tells  what  chancc  fi  ret  led  him  to  the  wars  ' 
Their  stories  o'er  the  tedious  night  prevałl, 
And  the  mute  circlc  listens  to  the  tale ;  [hate, 

They  own  they  fought,  but  swear  they  ne'er  could  ■ 
Deny  their  guilt,  aud  lay  the  blame  on  Fate ; 
Their  love  revives,  to  make  them  guiltier  grow, 
A  short-liv'd  blessing,  but  to  heighten  woe. 

When  to  Petreius  first  the  news  was  told, 
The  jealous  generał  thought  his  legions  sold. 
Swift  with  the  guards,  his  head-strong  fury  drew, 
From  out  his  carop  he  drires  thę  hostile  crew  j 
Cuts  clasping  friends  asunder  with  his  sword, 
And  stains  with  blood  each  bospitable  board. 

Then  thus  his  wrath  breaks  out,  "  O !  lost  to  famę ! 
Oh !  false  to  Pompey,  and  the  Roman  name ! 
Can  ye  not  conouer,  ye  degenerate  hands  ? 
Oh  !  die  at  least ;  'tis  all  that  Roine  demands. 
What !  will  ye  own,  while  ye  can  wield  the  sword, 
A  rebel  standard,  and  usurping  lord  ? 
Shall  he  be  sued  to  take  you  iato  place 
Amongst  his  slaves,  and  grant  you  eąual  grace  ? 
What  ?  shall  my  life  be  begg'd  ?  inglorious  thought'! 
And  life  abhorrM,  on  such  conditions  bf»ught ! 
The  toils  we  bear,  my  friends,  are  not  for  life, 
Too  mean  a  prize  in  such  a  dreadful  strife ; 
But  peace  would  lead  to  seratude  and  sliatne, 
A  fair  amusement,  and  a  specious  name. 
Never  had  man  explor'd  the  iron  ore, 
Mark  d  out  the  trench,  or  rais'd  the  lofty  tower, 
Ne'er  had  the  steed  in  harness  sought  the  plam, 
Ór  fleets  encounter'd  on  th'  unstable  main ; 
Were  life,  were  breath,  with  famę  to  be  comparM 
Or  peace  to  glorions  iiberty  preferr'd. 
By  guilty  oaths  the  hostiie  army  bound, 
Holds  rast  its  impious  faith,  and  stands  its  ground  ; 
Are  you  perfidious,  who  espouse  the  laws, 
And  traitora  only  in  a  righteous  causc  ? 
Oh  shame  !  in  vain  through  nations  far  and  wide, 
Thou  calTst  the  crowding  monarchs  to  thy  side, 
Fall'n  Pompey  !  while  thy  legions  here  betray 
Thy  cheap-bought  life,  and  trec  thy  famę  away." 

He  ended  fierce.     The  sold  i  rłs  ragę  returns, 
His  blood  fljes  upward,  and  his  bosom  burns. 

So,  haply  tam'd,  the  tiger  bears  his  bands, 
Less  grimly  growls,  and  licks  his  keeper's  hands; 
But  if  by  chance  he  tastes  forbidden  gore, 
He  yells  amain,  and  makes  his  dungeon  roar. 
He  glares,  he  fbams,  he  aims  a  desperate  bound, 
And  his  pale  master  flies  the  dangerous  ground. 

Now  deeds  are  done,  which  man  might  charge 
On  stttbborn  Fate,  or  undiscerning  Night,      [ aright 
Had  not  their  guilt  the  lawless  soldiers  known, 
And  madę  the  whole  malignity  their  own. 
The  beds,  the  plenteous  tables,  float  with  gore, 
And  breasts  are  stabb'd,  that  were  embrac'd  befbre : 
Pity  awhile  their  hands  from  slaughter  kept; 
Inward  they  groan'd,  and,  as  they  drew,  they  wept : 
But  every  blow  their  warering  ragę  assures, 
In  murder  hardens,  and  to  blood  inures.     [desery, 
Crowds  charge  on  crowds,  nor  friends  their  friends 
But  sires  by  sous,  and  sons  J>y  fathers  die. 
Black,  monstrous  ragę  !  each,  with  victorious  cries, 
Drags  his  slain  friend  before  the  generars  eyes, 
Eanlts  in  guilt,  that  throws  the  only  shame 
On  Pompey'8  causa,  and  blots  the  Roman  nane. 
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THE   FIEST   BOO*   OP 

HOMER'S  ILIAD. 

TUB   DEDICATION. 

Whrm  I  first  entered  upon  this  translation,  I  was 
ambitious  of  dedicating  it  to  the  earl  of  Halifac ; 
but  being  prevented  from  doing  myself  that  honour, 
by  the  unspeakable  loss  which  our  country  hath  sus- 
tained  in  the  death  of  that  extraordinary  person,  I 
hope  I  shall  not  be  blamed  for  presuming  to  make  a 
dedication  of  it  to  his  memory.  The  greatness  of 
his  name  will  justify  a  practice  altogether  uncom- 
mon,  and  may  gain  favour  towards  a  work,  which 
(if  it  bad  deseired  his  patronage)  is  pejrhaps  the  only 
one  inscribed  to  his  lordship*  that  will  escape  being 
rewarded  by  him. 

I  might  have  one  advantage  from  such  a  dedi- 
cation,  that  nothing,  I  could  say  in  H,  would  be 
suspected  of  flattery.  Besides  that  the  world  would 
take  a  pleasure  in  hearing  those  things  said  of  this* 
freat  man,  now  he  is  dead,  which  he  himself would 
have  been  oflended  at  when  living.  But  though  I 
am  sensible,  so  amiable  and  exalted  a  character 
would  be  very  acceptable  to  the  public,  were  I  able 
to  draw  it  in  its  fuli  ertent ;  I  should  be  censured 
very  de«ervedly,  should  I  renture  upon  an  under- 
taking,  to  which  I  am  by  no  means  equal. 

His  consummate  knowledge  in  all  kinds  of  busi- 
ness, his  winning  elomiencc  in  public  assemblics, 
his  activc  zcal  for  the  good  of  his  country,  and  the 
share  he  had  in  comrcying  the  supremę  power  to  an 
illustrious  family  famous  for  being  friends  to  man- 
ktnd,  are  subjects  easy  to  be  enlarged  upon,  but 
incapable  of  being  exhausłed.  The  naturę  of  the 
foliowi ng  performance  moro  directly  leads  me  to 
lament  the  misfortune,  which  hath  befallen  the 
learned  world,  by  Uie  death  of  so  generous  and  uni- 
vcreal  a  patron. 

He  rested  not  in  a  barren  admiration  of  the  polite 
arte,  wherein  he  himself  was  so  great  a  master; 
but  was  acted  by  that  humanity  they  naturally 
inspire:  which  gave  risc  to  many  excellent  vri- 
ters,  who  have  cast  a  light  upon  the  age  in  which 
he  lived,  and  will  distinguish  it  to  posterity.  It  is 
well  known,  that  very  fcw  celebrated  pieces  have 
been  published  for  several  ycars,   but  *hat  were 


ship's  character,  will  know  morę  justly  how   tu 
account  for  it. 

« 

The  cause  of  liberty  will  receive  no  smali  advan- 
tage  in  futurę  times,  when  it  shall  be  observed  that 
the  earl  of  Halifax  was  one  of  the  patriota  who  were 
at  the  head  of  it ;  and  that  most  of  those,  who  were 
eminentinthe  scveral  parts  of  polite  oruseful  tearn- 
ing,  were  by  bis  influence  and  eiample  engaged 
in  the  same  interest. 

I  hope  therefore  the  public  will  excuse  my  ambi- 
tion  for  thus  intruding  into  the  number  of  those 
applauded  men,  who  hare  paid  him  this  kind  of 
homage:  especially  sińce  I  am  also  prompted  to 
it  by  gratitude,  for  the  protection  with  which  he  had 
begun  to  honour  me, ;  and  do  it  at  a  time,  when  be 
cannot  sufler  by  the  importunity  of  my  acknowledg- 
ments.     ' 


TO   TUB    R  BADER. 

I  must  infbrm  the  reader,  that  when  I  began  this 
first  book,  I  had  some  thoughts  of  translating  the 
whole  Iliad  :  but  had  the  pleasure  of  being  dWerted 
from  that  design,  by  finding  the  work  was  fallen 
into  a  much  abler  band.  I  would  not  therefore  be 
thought  to  harc  any  other  view  in  publishing  this 
smali  specimen  of  Homcr's  Iliad,  than  to  bespeak,  if 
possiblc,  the  favour  of  the  public  to  a  translation  of 
Homer's  Odysscis,  wherein  I  have  alrcady  madc 
some  progress. 
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THE  FIRST  BOOK  OF  THE  ILIAD. 


either  promoted  by  his  encouragement,  or  supported  .  .,       ...     ,..  .-...     ....     _      .     . - 

.     ..  ,  rr  ^weptthrołthecamp,  and  thmn'd  the  Grecian  bands. 

by  his  approbation,  or  recompensed  by  his  bounty.   ^  For>  wealth  immense  the  holy  Chryses  borę, 


And  if  the  succession  of  men,  who  excel  in  most  of 
the  refined  arts,  should  not  continue ;  though  some 
may  impute  it  to  a  decay  of  genius  in  our  country- 


men;    those,  who  are  unacauainted  with  his  lord-    But  first  of  Atreus'  sous  he  begg'd  relief: 


\ciiir.LB*'  fatal  wrath,  whencc  discord  rosę, 
That  bronght  the  sons  of  (Sreece  unnumber'd  woc$, 
O  goddess,  sing.     Fu  i  I  many  a  hero's  ghost 
Was  driren  untimely  to  thł  inferoal  coa*t, 
While  in  promisouous  heans  their  bodies  lay, 
A  feast  for  dog*.  "aT5n"Ćvery  bird  of  prey. 
So  did  the  sire  of  gods  and  men  fulfil 
His  stedfast  purpose,  and  almighty  will ; 
What  time  the  haughty  chiefs  their  jare  begun, 
A^rides,  king  of  men,  and  PcleiuT  godlike  son. 
What  god  in  strife  the  princes  did  engage  ? 
Apollo  burning  with  vindictive  ragę 
Against  the  scornful  king,  whose  impious  pride 
His  prtest  dishonour'd,  and  his  power  defy'd. 
Henoe  swift,  contagion,  by  the  god's  commands, 


(His  daughtefs  ransom)  to  the  tented  sbore : 
His  sceptre  stretching  forth,  the  golden  rod, 
Hung  round  with  hallowtt  garlands  of  his  god, 
Of  all  the  host,  of  every  prinoely  chief, 
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"  Grat  Atreus'  sons  and  warlike  Greeks  attend. 
So  may  th'  immortal  gods  your  cause  befriend, 


So  znay  you  Priam's  lofty  bulwarks  barn, 
And  rich  in  gatherM  spoils  to  Greece  return, 
As  for  these  gifts  my  daughter  you  bestow, 
And  rererence  due  to  great  Apollo  show, 
Jore's  faTourite  oflspring,  terrible  in  war, 
Who  sends  his  shafts  unerring  from  afer.' 

Thoughout  the  bost  consenting  murmurs  rise, 
The  priest  to  rererence,  and  give  back  the  prize ; 
Wben  the  great  king,  incens'd,  his  silence  broke 
In  words  reproachful,  and  thus  sternly  spoke : 

Heoce,  dotard,  from  my  sight,     Nor  ever  morę 
Approach,  I  warn  thee,  this  forbidden  shore  ; 
list  thou  Btretch  furth,  my  fury  to  restrain, 
The  wreaths  and  sceptre  of  thy  god,  in  vain. 
The  captfre  maid  I  never  will  resign, 
Tul  age  o'ertakes  ber,  I  have  vow  d  her  minę. 
To  distant  Argot  shall  the  fair  beJed  : 
She  shall ;  to  ply  the  loom,  and  grace  my  bed. 
Begone,  ere  evil  intercept  thy  way. 
Hence  on  thy  life :  nor  urge  me  by  thy  stay." 

He  ended  frowning.     Speechless  and  dismay'd, 
The  aged  ore  his  stera  command  obey'd. 
Silent  he  pass'd,  amid  the  deafening  roar 
Of  tumbling  billows,  on  the  lonely  shore ; 
Par  finom  the  camp  he  passM :  then  suppliant  stood ; 
And  thus  the  hoary  priest  invok'd  his  god : 

"  Dread  warrior  with  the  sibrer  bow,  give  ear. 
Patron  of  Q»rysa  and  of  Gila,  hear. 
To  thee  the  guard  of  Tenedos  belongs $ 
Propitious  Smintheus  !  Oh !  redress  my  wrongs. 
If  e'er  within  thy  lane,  with  wreaths  adorn'd, 
The  (at  of  bulls  and  well-fed  goats  I  burn'd, 
O !  hear  my  prayer.    Łet  Greece  thy  fury  know, 
And  with  thy  shafts  avenge  thy  servant's  woe.,ł 
^^  Apollo  heard  his  injur'd  suppliant's  ery. 
/Down  rush'd  the  vengeful  warrior  from  the  sky  ; 
Acroas  his  breast  the  glittering  bow  he  slung, 
And  at  his  back  the  well-storfl  quiver  hung*: 
(His  arrows  rattled,  as  he  urg*d  his  flight) 
In  cloods  he  flew,  conceald  from  mortal  sight ; 
Then  took  his  stand,  the  weil-aim'd  shaft  to  throw  : 
Fierce  spnmg  the  string,  and  twang'd  the  siher  bow. 
The  dogs  and  mules  his  first  keen  arrow  siew  ; 
Amid  the  ranks  the  next  morę  fetal  flew, 

\A  deathful  dart     The  funeral  piles  around 
Por  ever  blaz'd  on  the  deroted  ground. 
"  Ninę  days  entire  he  vex'd  th*  embattled  host, 
The  teoth,  Achilles  through  the  windin^  coast 
Summon'd  a  council,  by  the  queen'»  command 
Who  wields  Heavrn*s  sceptre  in  her  snowy  hand : 
She  mourn'd  her  fiwoimte  Greeks,  who  now  enclose 
The  bero,  swiflly  speaking  as  he  rosę : 

"  What  now,  O  Atreus'  son,  remains  in  view, 
Bot  o*er  the  deep  our  wanderings  to  renew, 
Doom'd  to  destruction,  while  our  wasted  powers 
The  sword  and  pestilence  at  once  devours  ? 
Wby  basie  we  not  sonie  prophetfs  skill  to  prove, 
Or  seek  by  dreams  ?  (for  dreams  descend  from  Jove. ) 
What  mores  Apollo 's  ragę  let  him  explain, 
What  vow  withheld,  what  hecatomb  unslain : 
And  if  the  blood  of  lambs  and  goats  ran  pay 
Tbe  price  for  guilt,  and  tura  this  ourse  away  ?" 

Thus  be.     And  oext  the  reverend  Calchas  rosę, 
Their  guide  to  Ilkm  wbom  the  Grecians  ehosc j 
The  prince  of  augurs,  whose  enlighten'd  eye 
Gould  things  past,  present,  and  to  eonie,  desery : 


Soch  wisdom  Fhosbus  gave.    He  thus  bpgan, 
His  speech  addressing  to  the  godiike  man : 

"  Me  then  command'st  thou,  lovfd  of  Jove,  to  show 
What  moves  tbe  god  that  bends  tbe  dreadful  bow  ? 
First  plight  thy  faith  tby  ready  help  to  lend, 
By  words  to  aid  me,  or  by  arms  defend. 
For  I  foresee  his  ragę,  whose  ample  sway 
The  Argian  powers  and  sceptred  chiefs  obcy. 
The  wrath  of  kings  what  subject  can  oppose } 
Deep  in  their  breasts  the  smother'd  vengeance  głowi, 
Still  watchful  to  distroy.     Swear,  valiant  youth, 
Swear,  wilt  thou  guard  me,  if  I  speak  the  trathr" 

To  this  Achilles  swift  replies:  "  Be  bold. 
Disclosc,  what  Phcebus  tclls  thee,  uncontrol'd. 
By  him,  who,  listening  to  thy  powerful  prayer,  - 
Reveals  tbe  secret,  I  devoutly  swear, 
That,  while  these  eyes  behold  the  light,  no  hand 
Shall  dare  to  wrong  thee  on  this  crowded  strand. 
Not  Atreus'  son :  though  now  himsclf  he  boast 
The  king  of  men,  and  sovereign  of  the  host." 

Then  boldly  he.     "  Nor  does  the  god  complain 
Of  vows  withheld,  or  hecatombs  unslain. 
Chryseis  to  her  awful  sire  refusM, 
The  gifts  rejected,  and  the  priest  abus'd, 
Cali  down  these  judgments,  and  for  morę  they  cali, 
Just  ready  on  th'  exhausted  camp  to  fali ; 
Till  ransom-free  the  damsel  is  bestow'd, 
And  hecatombs  are  sent  to  sooth  the  god, 
To  Chrysa  sent.     Perhaps  Apollo's  ragę 
The  gifts  may  expiate,  and  the  priest  assuage." 
a       He  spoke  and  sak     When,  with  an  angry  frown, 
Tlie  chief  of  kings  upstarted  from  his  throne. 
Disdain  and  rengeance  in  his  bosom  rise, 
Lour  in  his  brows,  and  sparkle  in  his  eyes :  ' 

Fuli  at  the  priest  their  nery  orbs  he  bent, 
>  And  all  at  once  his  fury  found  a  rent. 
*    "  Augur  of  ills,  (for  never  good  to  me 
Dkl  that  most  inauspicious  voice  decree) 
For  ever  ready  to  denounce  my  woes, 
When  Greece  is  punish'd,  I  am  still  the  cause; 
And  now  when  Phcebus  spreads  his  plagues  abroad, 
And  wastes  our  camp,  'tis  I  proroke  the  god,      ' 
Because  my  blooming  captivn  I  detain, 
And  the  large  ramom  is  produc'd  in  rain. 
Fond  of  the  maid,  my  qucen,  in  beauty's  pride, 
NeVr  chartnM  me  morę,  a  virtrin  and  a  bride  ; 
Not  Clytwuinestra  boasts  a  nobler  race, 
A  sweet  er  temper,  or  a  lovelier  face, 
In  works  of  fenialc  skill  hath  morę  command, 
Or  guides  the  nt^cdle  «ith  a  nicer  hand. 
Yct  she  shall  go.    The  fair  our  peace  shall  buy : 
Bctter  I  sufter,  than  my  people  die. 
But  mark  me  we.ll.     See  instantly  preparfd 
A  fuli  equivalent,  a  new  reward. 
Nor  is  it  mcet,  while  each  cnjoys  his  share, 
Your  chief  shoidd  lose  his  portion  of  the  war : 
In  \9is1  your  chief ;  whilst  the  dear  prize,  I  boast, 
Is  wrested  from  me,  and  for  ever  lost," 

To  whom  the  swift  pursuer  quick  rej>ly'd : 
"  Oh  sunk  in  avarice,  and  swolnwith  pride ! 
How  shall  the  Greeks,  though  large  of  soul  they  be, 
Collect  their  sever'd  spoils,  a  heap  for  thee 
To  searoh  aucw,  and  cull  the  choicest  share 
Amid  the  mighty  harvest  of  the  war  ? 
Then  yield  tby  captive  to  the  god  resign'd, 
As»urM  a  tenfold  recompense  to  find, 
When  Jove's  deerc  shall  throw  proud  Ilion  dowa, 
And  give  to  pluuder  the  deroted  town." 
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The  swift  contagion,  sent  by,  hi§  commands,  |  The  gifts  to  Phoebus  from  the  Grecian  hot, 

.  'IA  herd  of  bulls  went 


Swept  thro'  the  cauip,  and  thinn'd  the  Grecian  bands 
The  guilty  cause  a  sacred  augur  show'd, 
And  I  fi  rst  mov'd  to  mitigate  the  god. 
At  this  the  tyrant  stormd,  and  vcngeance  vow'd  ; 
And  now  ton  soon  hath  madę  his  threatningsgood. 
Chryseis  t  rst  with  gifts  to  Chrysa  sent, , 
His  herald*  cams  this  moment  to  my  tent, 
And  borę  Briseis  thenee,  my  beauteous  slave, 
Th*  allottod  prize,  which  the  !eagu'd  Gre,  ians  gave. 
Th  on  goddess,  then,  and  thou,  I  know,  hast  power, 
For  thine  own  son  the  might  of  Jove  iniplore. 
Of>  in  my  fathers  house  l*ve  heard  thee  tell, 
When  Midden  fo.irs  on  łleaven's  great  monarch  fell, 
Thy  aid  the  rcbel  deities  oercame, 
And  sav'd  the  mighty  Thunderer  from  shame. 
Pallas,  and  Neptune,  and  great  Juno,  bound 
The  sire  in  chains,  and  hem'd  their  sovereign  round. 
Thy  voice,  O  goddess,  broke  their  idle  bands, 
And  caird  the  giant  of  the  hundred  hands, 
The  prodigy,  whom  Heayen  and  Earth  reyere, 
Bua.eus  nam'd  abore,  /Egeon  here. 
His  tather  Neptune  he  in  strength  surpass'd ; 
At  Jove's  right  hand  his  hideous  form  he  plac'd, 
Proud  of  his  might     The  gods  with  secret  dread, 
Beheld  the  huge  enormous  shape  and  fled. 
Bemind  him  then :  for  well  thou  know'st  the  art : 
Go,  clasp  his  knees,  and  melt  his  mighty  hearL 
Łet  the  driven  Argians,  hunted  o1er  the  plain, 
.     Seek  the  last  verge  of  this  tempestuous  main : 
There  let  them  perish,  void  of  all  relief, 
My  wrongs  remember,  and  enjoy  their  chief, 
Too  late  with  anguish  shall  his  heart  be  tom,* 
That  the  fi  rst  Greek  was  madę  the  public  scorn." 
Then  she  (with  tears  her  azure  eyes  ran  o'er:) 
"  Why  borę  i  thee !  or  nourish'd,  when  I  borę ! 
Blest,  if  within  thy  tent,  and  free  from  strife, 
Thou  mighfst  possess  thy  poor  remains  of  lifc. 
Thy  death  approaching  now  tlie  Fates  forebhow  $ 
Short  is  thy  destin'd term,  and  fuli  of  woe. 
IU-fated  thou !  and  oh  unhappy  I ! 
But  hence  to  the  celestial  courts  I  fly, 
Where,  hid  m  snów,  to  Heaven  Olympus  swells, 
And  Jove,  rejoicing  in  his  thunder,  dwells. 
Mean  time,  my  son,  indulge  thy  j  ust  disdain: 
yent  all  thy  ragę,  and  shun  the  hostile  plain,  C 
Till  Jove  returns.     Last  night  my  waves  he  ci  oss'd, 
And  sought  the  distant  Ethiopian  coast : 
Along  the  skies  his  radiant  coursc  he  steer'd, 
Bchiud  hi  ni  all  the  train  of  gods  appear'd, 
A  bright  procession.     To  the  holy  feast 
Of  blameloss  men  he  goes  a  grateful  guest. 
To  Hefwen  he  comes,  when  twice  six  days  arco'er ! 
Then  shall  his  voice  the  sire  of  gods  iniplore, 
Then  to  my  lofty  mansion  will  I  pass, 
"F"i'Hed  on  rocks  of  ever-during  brass  : 
There  will  I  clasp  his  knees  with  wonted  art, 
-Nor  doubt,  my  son,  but  I  shall  melt  his  heart.'' 
/     She  ceas'd :  and  left  him  lost  in  doubtful  care, 
/  And  bent  on  vengeance  for  the  ravish'd  fair. 

But,  snfe  arriv'd  near  Chrysa's  sacred  strand, 
The  sagę  riysses now  advanc'd  to  land. 
Along  the  coast  he  shoots  with  swelling  gales, 
Then  lowcrs  the  lofty  mast,  and  furls  the  sails; 
Kext  plies  to  port  with  many  a  well-tim'd  oar, 
And  drops  his  anchors  near  the  faithful  shore. 
The  bark  nów  fix'd  amidst  the  rolling  tide, 
Chryseis  follows  her  experieuc'd  guide: 


went  beli  wing  o'er  tli*  coast. 
To  the  god's  fane,  high  looking  o'er  the  land. 
He  leJ,  and  near  the  altar  took  his  staiid, 
Then  gave  her  to  the  joyful  father's  haud. 

Alt  hail !  Atrides  sets  thy  daughter  freo, 
Sends  otferings  to  thy  god,  and  gifts  to  thee 
But  thou  entreat  the  power,  whose  dreadful  sway 
Afflicts  bis  camp,  and  swęeps  his  host  auay.  ' 

He  said,  and  gavc  her.     Tbe  fond  fałli<  r  sauYd 
With  secret  rapture,  and  embrac'd  his  ehild. 

The  victini8  now  they  rangę  in  chotea  bands, 
And  offer  gifts  with  unpolluted  hands : 
When  with  loud  voice,  aud  anns  up-rearM  in  air, 
The  hoary  priest  preftrrd  this  powerrul  prayt-r: 
<(  Driad  wanr.or  with  the  siher  bow,  give  ear, 
Patron  uf  Chrysa  and  of  Cilla,  hear. 
About  this  dome  thou  walk.*st  thy  constant  round : 
Still  have  iny  vowb  thy  power  propitious  found. 
RousM  by  my  prayers  evn  now  thy  vengeance  buras, 
And  smit  by  thee,  the  Grecian  army  mourus. 
Hear  me  once  morę ;  and  let  the  suppliant  foe 
Avert  thy  wrath,  and  slack  thy  dreadful  bow." 

He  pray'd;  and  great  Apollo  heard  his  prayer. 
The  suppliants  now  their  votive  rites  prepare : 
Amidst  the  flames  they  cast  the  hailow'd  bread, 
And  heaven-ward  tum  eaeh  victim's  destin'd  head : 
Next  slay  the  fattod  bulls,  their  skins  divide, 
And  from  each  carcase  rend  the  smoking  hide ; 
On  every  limb  large  rolls  of  fat  bestow, 
And  cłiosen  morseb  round  the  offeringB  s4row  : 
Mystenous  rites.     Then  on  the  fire  dinne 
The  great  high  priest  pours  forth  the  ruddy  winę; 
Himself  the  offering  burns.     On  etther  hand 
A  troop  of  youtlis,  m  decent  order,  stand. 
On  sharpeifd  forks,  obedient  to  the  sire, 
They  tum  the  tastrful  fragments  in  the  fire, 
Adorn  the  feast,  see  every  dish  well-stor'd. 
And  serve  the  plentcous  messes  to  the  board.  [sorls 
When  now  the  various  feasts  had  chear'd  tUir 
With  spai  kling  wines  tł^ey  crown  the  generousbowU, 
The  ftrst  libations  to  Apollo  pay, 
And  solemuize  with  sacred  hymns  the  day : 
His  praisc  in  I  o  Pseans  loud  they  sing, 

nd  sootb  tlie  ragę  of  the  far-shooting  king. 
ftt  evening,  throughthe  shore dispersd,  they  slo^p, 
IIush'd  by  the  distant  roarings  of  the  deep. 

When  now,  ascending  from  the  shades  of  night, 
Aurora  g!ow'd  in  all  her  rosy  light, 
The  daughter  of  the  dawn :  th'  awaken'd  crew 
Pack  to  the  Grecks  encampM  their  course  renew. 
Tho  breezes  frcshon :  for  with  fiiendly  gales 
Apollo  swelPd  their  wide,  distended,  sails : 
Ciorl  by  the  rapid  prowł  the  waves  diride, 
And  in  boarse  murmurs  break  on  ether s|de, 
Tn  safety  to  the  destined  port  they  passHł, 
And  tix  their  bark  with  grappling  haul&ers  fart ; 
Then  dragg'd  her  farther,  on  the  dry-laod  coast, 
Regaiu  (1  their  tents,  and  mingled  in  tlie  hosL 
But  nerce  Achilles,  still  on  vengeancc  bent, 
Cherish  d  his  wrath,  and  maddend  in  his  tent 
Th'  assembled  chiefs  he  shunnd  with  high  disdain, 
A  band  of  kings :  nor  sought  the  hostile  plain  ; 
But  long'd  to  hear  the  distant  troops  engage 
The  strife  grow  doubtful,  and  the  hattle  ragę. 

Twelve  days  were  past  j  and  now  th'etherial train, 
Jove  at  their  head,  to  Heaven  retum'd  again : 
When  Thetis,  from  the  deep  prepar  d  to  rise, 
Shot  through  a  big-awoln  wave,  audpicrc'd  the  skid 
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At  eariy  mora  she  reach'd  the  realms  abore, 
The  eonrt  of  gods,  the  residence  of  Jove. 

On  the  top-point  of  high  Olympus,  crown'd 
With  hills  on  hills,  him  far  apart  she  found, 
Abore  the  rest.    The  Earth  beneath  display'd 
(A  boundless  prospect)  his  broad  eye  sunrey  d. 
Her  leli  hand  grasp'd  his  knees,  her  right  she  rear'd, 
And  touch'd  with  blandishment  his  awful  beard ; 
Then,  suppliant,  with  subraissire  voice  impIor'd 
Old  Saturn's  son,  the  god  by  gods  ador'd : 

"  If  e  er,  by  rebel  deities  opprest, 
My  aid  rełie^d  thee,  grant  this  one  reąuesŁ 
Since  to  short  lrfe  my  hapless  son  was  bom, 
Do  thou  with  famę  the  scanty  space  adom. 
Ptintsh  the  king  of  men,  whose  lawless  sway 
Hath  shamM  theyouth,  and  seiz'd  his  destin'd  prey. 
Awhile  let  Troy  promil,  that  Greece  may  grieve, 
And  doubłed  honours  to  my  offspriog  give." 

She  said.     Tlte  god  Touchsaf  d  not  to  reply 
(A  deep  suspensę  sat  in  his  thougbtful  eye) : 
Once  morę  around  his  knees  the  goddess  clung, 
And  to  soft  accents  fbrm'd  her  artful  tongue : 

"  Oh  speak.    Or  grant  me,  or  deny  my  prayer. 
Fear  not  to  speak,  what  I  am  doomtt  to  bear ; 
That  1  may  know,  if  thou  my  prayer  deny,  V 

The  most  despis'd  of  all  the  gods  am  I."  > 

/"With  a  deep  sigh  the  Thundering  Power  repiies : 
b  what  a  haight  wił]  Juntfs  anger  rise  ! 
Still  doth  her  voice  before  the  gods  upbraid 
My  partia!  hand,  that  gives  the  Trojans  aid. 
I  grant  thy  suit.    But,  hence !  depart  unseen, 
And  shun  the  sight  of  Heaven  s  suspicioos  queen- 
Beliere  my  nod,  the  great,  the  certain  sign, 
When  Jove  propitious  hears  the  powers  divine$ 
The  sign  that  ratifies  my  high  command, 
That  thus  I  will :  and  what  I  will  shall  stand." 
This  said,  his  kingly  braw  the  sire  inclin'd  ; 
The  large  black  curlś  fell  awful  from  behind, 
Thick  shadowing  the  stern  forehead  of  the  god : 
^^Hympus  trembled  at  thł  almighty  nod. 

The  goddess  smird :  and,  with  a  sudden  leap, 
From  the  high  mountain  plung'd  into  the  deep. 

But  Jove  repair'd  to  his  celestial  towers : 
And,  as  he  rosę,  up-rose  the  immortal  powers. 
In  ranka,  on  eitl.^r  ride,  th'  assembly  cast, 
Bow'd  down,  and  did  obeisance  as  he passd. 

To  him  enthron'd  (for  whispering  she  had  scen 
Oose  at  his  knees  the  silrer-footed  queen, 
Daughter  of  him,  who,  Iow  beneath  the  tides, 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  resides) 
Big  with  ravectives,  Juno  silenoe  broke, 
And  thus,  opprobious  her  resentments  spoke. : 

"  False  Jove  !  what  goddess  whispering  did  I  s€e  ? 
O  fbnd  of  counsels,  still  conceaPd  from  me ! 
To  me  neglected,  thou  wilt  ne'er  impart 
One  single  thought  of  thy  close-oover'd  heart." 

To  whom  tbe  sire  of  gods  and  men  reply'd ; 
"  Strive  not  to  find,  what  I  decree  to  nide. 
Laborious  were  the  search,  and  vain  the  strife, 
Vain  eVn  for  thee,  my  sister  and  my  wife. 
The  thoughts  and  counsels  pi-oper  to  declare, 
Kor  god  nor  mortal  shall  before  thee  share : 
But,  what  my  secret  wisdom  shall  ordain, 


Nor  yet  my  fears  are  rain,  nor  came  unseen 
To  thy  high  throne,  the  silver-footed  queen, 
Daughter  of  hiiń,  who  Iow  beneath  the  tides 
Aged  and  hoary  in  the  deep  resides. 
Thy  nod  assures  me  she  was  not  denyM : 
And  Greece  must  perish  for  a  madman's  pride." 

To  whom  the  god,  whose  hand  the  tempest  forma, 
Drives  clouds  on  clouds,  and  blackens  Heaven  with 

storms, 
Thuswrathful  answerfd:  u  Dost  thou  still  complainr 
Perplex'd  for  ever,  and  perplcx'd  in  ram ! 
Should'st  thou  disclose  the  dark  event  to  come  ! 
How  wilt  thou  stop  the  irrevocable  doom  ! 
This  serres  the  morę  to  sharpen  my  disdain ; 
And  woes  fbreseen  but  lengthen  out  thy  pain. 
Bo  silent  then*    Dispute  not  my  command; 
Nor  tempt  the  fbrce  of  this  superior  hand : 
Lest  all  the  gods,  around  thee  leagułd,  engage 
In  vain  to  shield  thee  from  my  kindled  ragę." 


>f  Mute  and  abash'd  she  sat  without  reply, 
And  downward  turn'd  her  large  majestic  eye, 
Nor  further  durst  the  offended  sire  proroke: 
The  gods  around  him  trembled,  as  he  spoke. 
When  Vulcan,  for  his  mother  sore  distress'd, 
Turn'd  orator,  and  thus  his  speech  addrest  y 
"  Hard  is  our  fate,  if  men  of  mortal  linę 
Stir  up  debatę  among  the  powers  divine, 
If  things  on  Earth  disturb  the  blest  abodes, 
And  mar  thł  ambrosial  banquct  of  the  gods ! 
Then  let  my  mother  once  be  rulM  by  me, 
Though  much  morę  wise  than  I  pretend  to  be : 
Let  me  advise  her  silent  to  obey, 
And  due  submission  to  our  father  pay. 
Nor  fbrce  again  his  gloomy  ragę  to  rise, 
111-tiui'd,  and  damp  the  revels  of  the  skies. 
Fur  should  he  toss  her  from  th'  Olympian  hill, 
Who  could  resist  the  mighty  monarcho  will  ? 
Th;*n  thou  to  love  the  Thunderer  reconcile, 
And  tempt  him  kindly  on  us  all  to  smile," 

He  said :  and  in  .his  tottering  hands  up-bore 
A  double  goblet,  fiH'd,  and  foaming  o'er. 

"  Sit  down,  dear  mother,  with  a  heart  content, 
Nor  urge  a  morę  disgraceful  punishment, 
Which  if  great  Jovc  inflict,  poor  I,  dismay'd, 
Must  stand  aloof,  nor  dare  to  give  thee  aid.     m 
Great  Jove  shall  reign  for  ever,  uncontroltt : 
Remember,  when  I  took  thy  part  of  old, 
Caught  by  the  hec!  he  swung  me  round  on  high, 
And  hcadlong  hurTd  me  from  th*  ethereal  sky : 
From  morn  to  noon  I  fell,  from  noon  to  night j 
Ti  U  pitch'd  on  Lemnos,  a  most  piteous  sight, 
The  Smtians  hardly  could  my  breath  recall, 
Giddy  and  gasping  with  the  dreadful  fali." 

She  smird :  and,  smiling,  her  wbite  arm  display 'd 
To  reach  the  bowl  her  aukward  son  convey'd. 
From  right  to  left  the  generous  bowl  he  crownM, 
And  dealt  the  rosy  nectar  fairly  round. 
The  gods  laugh'd  out,  unweary'd,  as  they  spy'd 
The  busy  skinker  hop  from  side  to  aide. 

Thus,  feasting  to  the  fuli,  they  pas$'d  away, 
In  blisful  banąuets,  all  the  'live-long  day. 
Nor  wanted  melody.     With  heavenly  art 
The  Muses  sung;  each  Muse  performM  her  part, 


Think  not  to  reach,  fbrknow  tłic  thought  were  vain."  '  Alternate  warbling ;  while  the  golden  lyre, 


"  Dread  Saturn's  son,  why  so  severe  ?"  repiies 
The  goddess  of  the  large  majestic  eyes. 
"  Thy  own  dark  thoughts  at  pleasure  hide,  or  show; 
Ke*er  lare  I  ask*d,  n>r  djw  aspire  to  know. 


Touch'd  by  Apollo,  led  the  vocal  choir. 
j  The  Sun  at  length  declin'd,  when  every  guest 

Sought  his  hright  palące,  and  withdrcw  to  rest ; 
,  Each  had  his  palące  on  th'  Olympian  hill, 

A  master-pi<v«*  of  Vukaii's  matchless  skill. 
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Ev'n  he,  the  god,  wbo  Heaven's  great  sceptre  sways, 
And  frowns  amid  the  lightning's  dreadral  blaze, 
His  bed  of  state  ascending,  lay  compos'd ; 
His  eyes  a  sweet  reireshing  slumber  clos'd : 
And  at  his  side,  all  glprious  to  behold, 
Was  Judo  Jodgd  in  her  alcove  of  gold. 


TO 

*  THE  EARL  OF  WARWICR, 

ON   THS 

DEATH  OF  MR.  ADDISON. 

Ir,  dumb  too  long,  the  drooping  Muse  hath  stay'd, 

And  left  her  debt  to  Addison  unpaid, 

Blame  not  her  silence.  Warwick,  but  bemoan, 

And  judge,  oh  judge,  my  bosom  by  your  own. 

"What  niourner  ever  felt  poetic  fires  ! 

Slow  comes  the  yerse  that  real  woe  inspires : 

,-  Grief  unafTected  suits  but  ill  with  art, 
Or  flowing  numbers  with  a  bleeding  heart. 
Can  I  łbrgct  the  dismal  night  that  gave 
My  soul's  best  part  for  ever  to  the  grave ! 
How  silent  did  his  old  companions  tread, 
By  midnight  lampa,  the  mansions  of  the  dead, 
Through  breathing  statues,  then  unheeded  things, 
Through  rows  of  warriors,  and  through  wajksofkings! 
What  awe  did  the  slow  solemn  knell  inspire; 
The  pealing  organ,  and  the  pausing  cboir; 
The  (Tuties  by  the  )awn-rob'd  prelate  pay'd^ 

m  And  thelast  words  that  dust  to dust  convey'd ! 
Whilespeerhless  o'er  thy  closing  grave  we  bend, 
Accept  these  tears,  thou  dear  departed  friend. 
Ob,  gone  for  ever;  take  this  long  adieu; 
And  sTeep  in  peace,  next  thy  lov'd  Montague. 
To  strew  fresh  laurcls,  let  the  task  be  minę, 
A  frequentpilgrim,  atthy  sacrcd  shrine; 
Minę  with  tnie  sighs  thy  absence  to  bemoan, 
And  grave  with  faithfhl  epitaphs  thy  stone. 
If  e'er  from  me  thy  lov'd  memoriał  part, 
May  shame  afflict  this  alienated  heart; 
Of  thee  fbrgetful  if  1  form  a  song, 
My  tyrc  be  broken,  and  untund  my  tongue, 
My  grief  be  doubled  from  thy  image  free, 
And  mirth  a  torment,  unchastis'd  by  thee. 

Oft  let  me  rangę  the  gloomy  aisles  alone, 
Sad  luxury !  to  vulgar  minds  unknown, 
Along  the  walls  where  speaking  marbles  show 
What  worthies  form  the  hallow'd  mould  below ; 
Proud  names,  who  once  the  reinsof  empire  held ; 
In  arms  who  trrumph'd j  or  in  arts  exceird ; 
Chiefa,  grac'd  with  sears,  and  prodigal  of  blood  j 
Stern  patiiots,  who  for  sacred  freedom  stood; 
Just  men,  by  whom  impartial  laws  were  giren ; 
And  saints  who  taught,  and  led,  the  way  to  Heaven; 
Ne'er  to  these  chambers,  where  the  mighty  rest, 
Since  their  foundation,  came  a  nobler  guest  j 
Nor  e'er  was  to  the  bowers  of  bliss  eonyeyM 
A  fairer  spirit  or  morę  welcome  shade.  « 

In  what.  new  region,  to  the  just  assign'd, 
What  new  employments  please  th'  unbedyM  mind  ? 
A  winged  Virtue9  through  th'  etherial  sky, 
From  worki  to  world  unweary'd  does  he  fly  ? 
Or  curious  tracę  the  long  laborions  maże 
Of  Heaven's  decrees,  where  wondering  angels  gazę  ? 
Does  he  delight  to  hear  bold  seraphs  tell 
How  Micbael  battTd,  and  the  dragon  fcll  ; 


Or,  mix*d  with  milder  eherubim,  te-  gfa* 
In  hymns  of  love>  not  ill  essay'd  below  ? 
Or  dost  thou  warn  poor  mortals  left  behind, 
A  task  well-suited  to  thy  gentle  mind  ? 
Oh  !  if  sometimes  thy  spotless  form  detcend : 
To  me,  thy  aid,  tbou  guardian  genius,  lend ! 
When  ragę  misguides  me,  or  when  fear  alarm*, 
When  pain  distresses,  or  when  pleasure  cham*, 
In  silent  whisperings  purer  thoughts  import, 
And  tura  from*  ill,  a  fraił  and  feeble  heart ; 
Lead  through  the  paths  thy  virtue  trod  before, 
Till  bliss  ahall  join,  nor  death  can  part  as  morę. 

That  awful  form,  which,  so  the  Heavens  decree, 
Must  still  be  lov'd  andstill  deplortt  by  me; 
In  nightly  visions  seldom  fails  to  rise, 
Or,  rous'd  by  Fancy,  meets  my  waking  eyes. 
If  business  calls,  or  crouded  conrts  invite, 
Th'  unblemish'd  statesman  seems  to strikemy  Sght; 
If  in  the  stage  I  aeek  to  sooth  my  care, 
I  meet  his  soul  which  breathes  in  Cato  there; 
If  peosive  to  the  rura!  shades  I  rove, 
His  shape  o'ertakes  me  in  the  lonely  grore ; 
Twas  there  of  just  and  good  he  reason'd  strong, 
ClearM  some  great  truth,  or  raisłd  someserioussong : 
There  patient  show'd  us  the  wise  course  to  steer, 
A  candid  censor,  and  a  friend  serere ; 
There  taught  us  how  to  live  ;  and  (oh  !  too  high 
The  price  for  knowledge)  taught  us  how  to  die. 

ThouHill,  whose  brow  the  antique  structures  graca, 
Rear'd  by  bold  chiefe  of  Wanrick's  noble  race, 
Why,  once  so  lov'd,  when-e^er  thy  bower  appears, 
Cer  my  dim  eye-balls  gfance  the  sudden  tears ! 
How  sweet  were  once  thy  prospects  fresh  and  nur, 
Thy  sloping  walks,  and  unpolluted  air !  * 
How  sweet  the  glooms  beneath  thy  aged  trees, 
Thy  noon-tide  sbadow,  and  thy  erening  breezc  ! 
His  image  thy  forsaken  bowers  restore  ; 
Thy  walks  and  airy  prospects  chann  no  morę  ,* 
No  morę  tbe  summer  in  thy  glooms  allayM, 
Thy  e\-cning  breesses,  and  thy  noon-day  shade; 

From  otber  hilłs,  however  Fortune  frown'd ; 
Some  refuge  in  tbe  Mnse's  art  I  fbund ; 
Reluctant  now  1  touch  the  trembling  string» 
Bereft  of  him,  who  taught  me  how  to  sing; 
And  these  sad  accents,  murmur'd  o'er  hb  urn, 
Betray  that  absence,  they  attempt  to  mourn. 
O  !  must  I  then  (now  fresh  my  bosom  bleeds, 
And  Craggs  in  death  to  Addison  succeeds) 
The  verae,  begun  to  one  lost  friend,  prolong, 
And  wcep  a  secónd  in  tli'  unfinish'd  song ! 

These  worksdivine,  which,  on  his  death-bed  laki, 
To  thee,  O  Craggs,  th'  expiring  sagę  conrej^d, 
(łreat,  but  ill-omenM,  monument  of  famę, 
Nor  he  survi^d  to  gi^e,  nor  thou  to  claim. 
Swift  after  him  thy  social  spirit  flies, 
And  close  to  his,  how  soon  !  thy  coffin  lies. 
Blest  pair  !  whose  union  futurę  bards  shall  tell 
In  futurę  tongues :  each  other*8  boast !  farewel, 
Farewel !  whom  jomM  in  famę,  in  friendship  try'd, 
No  chance  could  sever,  nor  the  grave  dmde. 


COLTSAND  LUCY. 

A  BALLAD. 

Of  Leinster,  famM  for  maidens  fair, 
Bright  Lucy  was  the  grace; 

Nor  e'cr.did  Lifr>'s  limpid 
Reflect  so  sweet  a  raca  : 


COLIN  AND  LUCY. ••••TO  SIR  G.  KNELLER. 
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TSII  luckless  lorę,  and  pining  care, 

ImpairM  her  rosy  hue, 
Her  coral  lipa,  and  damask  cheeks, 

And  eyes  of  glossy  blue. 

Oh  !  have  you  seen  a  lily  pale, 

When  beathig  rains  descend? 
So  droop'd  the  ilow-consuming  maid, 

Her  life  now  near  its  end. 
By  Lucy  warn'd,  of  flattering  swaint 

Take  heed,  ye  easy  fair : 
Of  wengeance  due  to  broken  vowg, 

Ye  perjurM  swains,  beware. 

Threc  times,  all  in  the  dead  of  night, 

A  beli  was  heard  to  ring; 
And  fthrieking  at  her  window  thrioe, 

The  raren  ftaptt  his  "ing. 
Too  well  the  lorelorn  niaiden  knew 

Tbe  solenni  boding  sound: 
And  thns,  in  dying  words,  bespoke 

The  vtrgins  weeping  round : 

"  I  hear  a  voice,  you  cannot  hear, 

Which  says,  I  mnst  not  stay j 
^     I  see  a  hand,  you  cannot  see, 

Which  beckons  me  away. 
By  a  fatse  heart,  and  broken  vows, 

In  earły  youth  I  die : 
Was  I  to  Marne,  berause  his  bride 

Was  thrice  as  rich  as  I  ? 


u 


Ah,  Colin !  give  not  her  thy  vows, 

Vows  due  to  me  alone : 
Nor  thou,  fond  maid,  recenre  his  kiss, 

Nor  think  nim  all  thy  own. 
To-morrow,  in  the  church  to  wed, 

Impatient,  both  prepare ! 
Bot  know,  fond  maid ;  and  know,  false  mao, 

That  Ijucy  will  be  there ! 

"  Then  bear  my  corse,  my  comrades,  bear, 

This  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet, 
He  in  his  wedding-trim  so  gay, 

I  in  my  winding-sheet" 
8he  snoke,  she  dyłd,  her  corse  was  borne, 

The  bridegroom  blithe  to  meet, 
He  in  his  weddiog  trim  so  gay, 

She  in  her  winding-sheet. 

Then  what  were  perjurM  Colin's  thoughts  ? 

How  were  these  nuptial*  kept? 
Tbe  bridestnen  flock'd  round  Lucy  dead, 

And  all  the  village  wept. 
Coofoston,  sharoe,  remorse,  despair, 

At  once  bis  bosom  swell : 
The  damps  of  death  bedew'd  his  brow, 

He  shook,  be  groan'd,  he  feJL 

From  tbe  vain  bride,  ah,  bride  no  morę  ! 

The  ▼arymg  crimson  fled, 
When,  stretchM  before  her  maPs  corse, 

She  saw-her  hnsband  dead. 
Tben  to  his  Lucy's  new-made  grave, 

Goorey*d  by  trembling  swains, 
One  mould  with  ber,  beneath  one  sod, 

For  ever  he  remains. 

Oft  at  this  grare,  the  constant  hind 

And  plighted  maid  are  seen ; 
With  garlands  gay,  and  tnie- lorę  knots, 

They  deck  the  sacred  green  : 
But,  swam  forsworn,  whoe'er  thou  art, 

This  halk>w'd  spot  forbear ; 
Remember  Cołin's  dreadfal  fate, 

And  fear  to  meet  him  there. 


TO 

SIR  GODFREY  KNELLER, 

AT  HIS  COUNTRY  IBAT. 

To  Whitton's  shades,  and  Honnslowfs  airy  plam, 
Thou,  Kneller,  tak'st  thy  summer  flights  in  vain, 
In  vain  thy  wish  gives  all  tby  rural  bours 
To  the  fair  villa,  and  well-orderłd  bowers; 
To  court  thy  pencil  early  at  tby  gates, 
Ambitkm  knocks,  and  fleeting  Beauty  waits ; 
The  boastful  Muse,  of  nthers'  famę  so  sura, 
Implores  thy  aid  to  make  her  own  secure; 
The  great,  the  fair,  and,  if  anght  nobler  be, 
Aught  morę  belov-d,  the  Arts  solicit  thee. 

How  canst  thou  hope  to  fly  the  wortd,  in  vain 
From  Europę  sererM  by  the  eircling  main ; 
Sought  by  the  kiogs  of  every  distant  land, 
And  every  hero  worthy  of  thy  band  ? 
Piast  thou  forgot  that  mighty  Bourbon  feartl 
He  still  was  mortal,  tiłl  thy  draught  appearM  ? 
That  Cosmo  chnse  thy  glowing  form  to  place, 
Amidst  her  mastera  of  the  Lombard  race  ? 
See,  on  her  TStianłs  and  ber  Ouidofs  urns, 
Her  falling  arts  forlom  Hesperia  mourns ; 
While  Britain  wins  each  gariand  from  ber  brow, 
Her  wit  andfreedom  first,  her  painting  now. 

Lat  the  faint  copier,  on  old  Tiber's  shore, 
Nor  mean  the  task,  each  breathing  bust  esplore, 
Une  after  linę,  with  painfhl  patience  tracę, 
This  Roman  grandeur,  that  Athenian  grace:* 
Vain  care  of  parts  ;  if,  impotent  of  soul, 
Th1  industrious  workman  fails  to  warm  the  whole, 
Each  theft  betrays  the  marble  wbence  it  came, 
And  a  cold  statuę  stiffens  in  the  frame. 
Thee  Naturę  taught,  nor  Art  her  aid  deny'd. 
The  kindest  mistress,  and  the  surest  guide, 
To  catch  a  likeness  at  one  piercing  «right, 
And  place  the  fairest  in  the  fatre*t  light; 
Ere  yet  thy  pencil  tries  her  nicer  toiłs, 
Or  on  thy  palette  lie  the  blendid  oils, 
Thy  careless  chalk  bas  half  achiev*d  thy  art, 
And  her  just  image  makes  Cleora  start. 

A  mind  that  gras|>s  the  whole  is  rarely  found, 
Half  learn'd,  half  painters,  and  half  wits  abound ; 
Few,  like  thy  genius,  at  proportion  aim, 
All  great,  all  graceful,  and  throughout  the  same* 

Such  be  thy  life,  O  sińce  the  glorious  ragę 
That  firMthy  youth,  flames  unsubdued  by  age  ! 
Though  wealth,  nor  rame,now  touch  thy  sated  mind, 
Still  tinge  the  canvas,  bounteous  to  mankind; 
Since  after  thee  may  rise  an  impious  linę, 
Coarse  manglers  of  the  human  face  divine, 
Paint  on,  till  Fate  dissolre  thy  mortal  party 
And  Iive  and  die  the  monarch  of  thy  art 


ON  THB  DEATH  OP 

THE  EARL  OF  CADOGAff. 

Op  Marlboroughs  captains,  and  Eugenio's friends> 

The  last,  Cadogan,  to  the  grave  descends: 

Low  lies  each  hand,  wbence  Blenheim's  giory  sprung, 

The  chiefa  who  conauerM,  and  the  barda  wbo  sung. 

From  his  cold  corse  though  every  friend  be  fled, 

Lo  !  Envy  waits,  that  lover  of  the  dead : 

Thus  did  she  fcign  o'er  Nassau's  hearse  to  mourn; 

Thus  wept  insidioniy  Chorcbill,  o'er  thy  om; 
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To  blast  the  living,  gavc  the  dead  their  due, 
And  wreaths,  herself  had  tainted,  trimm'd  anew, 
Thou,  yet  unnam'd  to  fili  his  empty  place, 
And  lead  to  war  thy  country'6  growing  race, 
Take  erery  wish  a  British  heart  can  frame, 
Add  palm  to  palm,  and  rise  from  famę  to  famę. 

An  hour  must  come,  when  thou  shalt  hear  with 
Thyself  traduc'd,  and  curse  a  thankless  age :  [ragę 
Kor  yet  for  this  decline  the  generous  strife, 
These  ills,  brave  man,  shall  quit  thee  with  thy  life, 
Alive  tliough  stain'd  by  every  abject  slave, 
Secure  of  fome  and  justice  in  the  grave. 
Ah  !  no— when  once  the  mortal  yields  to  Fate, 
The  blast  of  Fame's  sweet  trumpet  sounds  too  late, 
Too  late  to  stay  the  spirit  on  ite  flight, 
Or  sooth  the  new  inhahitant  of  light  j 
Who  henra  rcgardless,  while  fond  man,  distress'd, 
Haugs  on  the  absent,  and  laments  the  blest. 

Farew-i  1  th<  n  Famę,  ill  sought  thro'  tields  and 
Fan  \\v\  uufaithful  proiniser  of  good :  [blood, 

Thou  musie,  warbling  to  the  deafenM  ear ! 
Thou  incense  wasted  on  the  funeral  bier  ! 
Thrmgh  life  pursued  in  vain,  by  death  obtain'd, 
When  ask'd  denyM  us,  and  when  given  disdaind. 


AN  ODE 

1NSC1IBED  TO 

THE  EARL  OF  SUNDERLAND 

AT  WINDSOl. 

Tu ou  Donie,  where  Edward  first  enrolPd 
His  red-cross  knights  and  barons  bold, 
Whose  vacant  seats,  by  Yirtue  bought, 
Ambitious  emperors  have  sought : 
Where  Britain's  fbremost  names  are  found, 
In  neace  belov'd,  in  war  reuown'd, 
Who  mado  the  hostilc  nations  moan, 
Or  brought  a  blessing  on  their  own : 

Once  morę  a  son  of  Spencer  waits, 
A  name  familiar  to  thy  gates j 
Sprung  from  the  chief  whose  prowess  gainM 
TTie  Garter  while  thy  fbunder  rcignM, 
He  offerM  here  his  dinted  shield, 
The  dread  of  (Jauls  in  Cresm's  field, 
Which,  in  thy  hich-arch'd  tempie  rais  d, 
For  fbur  lon^  centuries  hath  blaz'd. 

These  seats  onr  sires,  a  hardy  kind, 
To  the  fieicc  son^  r>f  war  confraM, 
The  flower  of  chivalry,  w] jo  drew 
With  sinew'd  arm  the  stubl>»>rn  ycw  : 
Or  with  heavłd  pole  ax  cleaiJd  the  field; 
Or  who,  m  justs  and  tounuys  skill'd, 
Before  their  ladies*  eyes  renown  d, 
Threw  horse  and  horseman  to  the  ground. 

In  after-times,  as  courts  n-unłd, 
Our  patriota  in  the  list  were  joinM. 
Kot  only  Warwick  stain'd  with  blood, 
Or  Marlborough  near  the  Danube's  flood, 
Havc  in  their  crimson  crosses  gloWd ; 
But,  on  just  lawgWers  bcstow'd, 
These  emblems  Cecil  did  invest, 
And  gteam'd  on  wise  Godołphin's  breast 

So  Grrece,  ere  arts  began  to  rise, 
Fix'd  huge  Orion  in  th«  skies, 


And  stern  Alcides,  fam'd  in  wars, 
Bespangled  with  a  thousand  stars  ; 
T111  IctterM  Athens  round  the  pole 
Madę  gentler  constellations  roli ; 
In  the  blue  heavens  the  lyre  she  strong, 
And  near  the  Maid  the  Balance  l  hung. 

Then,  Spencer,  mount  amid  the  band, 
Where  knights  and  kings  promtscuous  stand. 
What  though  thehero's  flame  repress'd 
Burns  calmly  in  thy  generous  breast ! 
Yet  who  morę  dauntless  to  oppose 
In  doubtftil  days  our  home-bred  foes  ! 
Who  raiYd  his  country's  wealth  so  high, 
Or  view'd  with  less  desiring  eyc  ! 

The  sagę,  who,  large  of  soul,  sunreys 
The  globe,  and  all  its  einpires  weighs, 
Watchful  the  various  cliines  to  guide, 
Which  seas,  and  tongues,  and  faitbs,  diride, 
A  nobler  name  in  Windsor's  shrine 
Shall  leaye,  if  right  the  Muse  dirine, 
Than  sprung  of  old,  abhorr'd  and  vain, 
From  ravag'd  realms  and  myriads  slain. 

Why  praise  we,  prodigal  of  famę, 
The  ragę  that  sets  the  world  on  flame  } 
My  guiltless  Muse  his  brow  shall  bind 
Whose  godlike  bounty  spares  mankind. 
For  those,  whom  bloody  garlands  crown, 
The  brass  may  breathe,  the  marbie  frown, 
To  him  through  every  reseued  land, 
Ten  thousand  living  trophies  stand. 


KENSINGTON  GARDEN. 
....  Campos,  ubi  Troja  furt.  Virg. 

Wiibse  Kensington,   high  o'er  the  neighbouring 

lands 
Midst  greens  and  sweets,  a  regal  fabric,  stands, 
And  sees  each  spring,  luxuriant  in  her  bowers, 
A  snów  of  blossoms,  and  a  wild  of  flowers, 
The  dames  of  Britain  oft  in  crowds  repair 
To  gravel  walks,  and  unpolluted  air. 
Here,  while  the  town  in  damps  and  darkness  Hes, 
They  breathe  in  sun-shine,  and  see  azure  skies ; 
Each  walk,  with  robes  of  various  dyes  bespread, 
Seems  from  afar  a  moving  tulip-bed, 
Where  rich  brocades  and  glossy  damasks  glow, 
And  chints,  the  rival  of  the  showery  bow. 

Herc  England's  dauerhter,  darling  of  the  land, 
Soinetimes,  surrounded  with  her  virgin  band, 
Gleams  through  the  shades.  She,  towermg  o'er  the 
Stands  fairest  of  the  nurer  kind  confest,  [rest, 

Formtt  to  gain  hearts,thatBrunswick's  cause  deny'd, 
And  charm  a  people  to  her  father's  side, 

Long  have  these  groves  to  royal  guests  been  knenro, 
Nor  Nassau  first  prefer'd  them  to  a  throne. 
Ere  Norman  banners  wav'd  in  British  air; 
Ere  lordly  Hubba  with  the  golden  hah- 
Pourłd  in  his  Danes ;  ere  elder  Julius  came  ; 
Or  Dardan  Brutus  gave  our  isle  a  name  j 
A  prince  of  Albion's  lineage  gracM  the  wood, 
The  scenę  of  wars,  and  stain'd  with  lorcrs'  blood. 

Vou,who  throł£razing  crowds,  your  captire  throne 
Throw  pangs  and  pa^sions,  as  you  movc  aiodg, 
Tnrn  on  the  left,  ye  fair,  your  radiant  cye$t 
Wrherc  all  unlevelłd  the  gay  garden  li  es  : 

1  Kames  of  conutellations. 
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If  generotts  anguish  for  another's  pains 
Ere  heav'd  your  hearts,  or  shiverłd  through  your 
Look  down  attenthre  on  the  pleasing  dale,     [veins, 
And  listen  to  my  melancholy  tale. 

That  hollow  space,  were  now  in  living  rows 
linę  above  linę  the  yew'g  sad  verdiire  grows, 
Was,  ere  the  planter^s  hand  its  beauty  gave, 
A  coramon  pit,  a  rade  unfashionM  cave. 
The  laodscape  now  so  sweet  we  well  may  praise: 
But  far,  fiu*  sweeter  in  its  ancient  days, 
Farsweeter  was  it,  when  its  peopled  ground 
With  fairy  domes  and  dazzltng  towers  wa9  crown'd. 
Where  in  the  midst  those  verdant  piltars  spring, 
Rosę  the  proud  palące  of  the  Ełfin king; 
For  every  edge  of  vegetable  green, 
In  happier  years  a  crowded  street  was  scen ; 
Nor  all  those  leaves  that  now  the  prospect  grace, 
Oxild  match  the  numbers  of  Hs  pygmy  race, 
What  urgM  this  mighty  empire  to  its  fetę, 
A  tale  of  woe  and  wonder,  Irelate. 

When  Albion  raPd  the  land,  wbose  lineage  came 
From  Neptane  mingling  with  a  mortal  damę,      v 
Their  midnight  pranks  the  sprightly  fairies  playM 
On  every  hill,  and  dancłd  in  every  snade. 
But,  fbes  to  sun-shme,  most  they  took  delight 
In  dells  and  dales  conceaPd  from  human  sight : 
There  hew*d  their  houses  in  the  arching  rock ;  v 
Or  scoopM  the  bosom  of  the  blasted  oak ; 
Or  heard,  o,ershadow,d  by  some  shelving  hill, 
The  distant  murmurs  of  the  falling  rill. 
They,  rich  in  pilferM  spoils,  indulg'd  their  mirth, 
And  pity'd  the  huge  wretched  sona  of  Earth. 
Ev*m  now,  'tis  said,  the  hinds  o'erhear  their  strain, 
And  strnre  to  view  their  airy  forms  in  vain : 
They  to  their  cefls  at  man's  approach  repair, 
Like  the  shy  leveret,  or  the  mother-hare, 
The  whilst  pooc  mortals  startle  at  the  sound 
Of  unseen  fuotsteps  on  the  haunted  ground. 

Amid  this  garden,  then  with  woods  o^ergrown, 
Sto*łd  the  lov*d  seat  of  royal  Oberon. 
Fn*n  erery  reprion  to  his  palace-gate 
Came  peers  anid  princ«»s  of  the  fairy  state, 
Who,  rankM  in  conncil  round  the  sacred  shade, 
Their  monarch"s  will  and  great  behests  obey*d. 
From  Thames'  fair  banks,  by  lofty  towers  adornM, 
With  loads  of  plunder  oft  his  chiefs  returnM  : 
Hence  in  prmd  robes,  and  colours  bright  and  gay, 
Shene  every  knight  and  every  love!y  fay. 
Whoe>r  on  Poweirs  dazzling  stage  display'd, 
Hath  fam'd  king  Pepin  and  his  court  surveyM, 
May  guess,  if  old  by  modern  things  we  tracę, 
The  pomp  and  splendour  of  the  fairy-race. 

By  magie  fencrd,  by  spells  enconipass'd  round, 
No  mortal  touch*d  this  interdicted  ground ; 
No  mortal  enterłd,  those  alone  who  came 
Stol*n  from  the  couch  nf  some  terrestrial  damę  : 
For  oft  of  babę*  they  robb*d  the  matron's  bed, 
And  lełt  some  siekły  changeling  in  their  stead. 

It  chanc'd  a  youth  of  Albion's  royal  blood 
Was  foster'd  here,  the  wonder  of  the  wood. 
Milkah  for  wiles  abore  ber  peers  rcnown'd, 
Deep-skiH'd  ki  charms  and  many*  a  mystic  sound, 
As  through  the  regal  dome  she  sought  for  prey, 
Obserr'd  the  infant  Albion  where  he  lay 
In  mantles  broiderM  o'er  with  georgeous  pride, 
And  stole  him  from  the  sleeping  mothert  side. 

Who  now  but  Milkah  triumphs  in  her  mind  ! 
Ah,  wretchad  nymph,  to  futura  eyUs  blind ! 


The  time  shall  come  when  thou  slnlt  deirly  p*y 
The  theft,  hard-heartod  !  of  that  guilty  day  : 
Thou  in  thy  turn  shalt  like  the  cnicen  repiiie, 
And  all  her  sorrows  doubled  sbnll  be  thine  : 
He  who  adoms  thy  house,  the  lovely  boy 
Who  now  adorns  it,  shall  at  leneth  dc»strov. 

Two  hundred  moons  ni  their  p:de  eonrro  Ind  seen 
The  gay-rob'd  fairies  glimmer  on  th*»  gnwj, 
And  Albion  now  had  reach'd  in  yoMthtu!  prime 
To  nineteen  ycars,  as  mortals  me:»  su  ,-c  time. 
Flush'd  wiith  resistkss  charms  I»o  tir'd  to  Iove. 
Fach  nymph  and  little  Pryad  of  th«ł  grovo j 
For  skilful  Milkah  sparM  not  to  em;.loy  ' 
Her  utmost  art  to  nar  ♦'  e  nrin  -oly  1  oy ; 
Eaeh  supple  limb  she  swath  d,  and  tender  bonę, 
And  b")  the  El  fiu  standard  k";rt  him  do.vn  ; 
She  robb'd  dwarf-elders  of  their  fr  \crant  fruit, 
And  fed  him  early  with  the  daisy's  root, 
WTience  throttgh  his  veins  the  powerfuljnices  ran. 
And  form'd  in  beauteous  miniaturę  the  man. 
Yet  still,  two  inehes  tallcr  than  the  rest, 
His  lofty  port  his  human  birth  confest ; 
A  foot  in  height,  how  stately  did  he  show ! 
How  look  superior  on  the  crowd  below  ! 
What  knight  like  him  could  toss  the  rushy  lance ! 
Who  move  so  graceful  in  the  mazy  dance ! 
A  shape  su  nice,  or  features  half  so  feir, 
What  elf  could  boast !  or  such  a  flow  of  hair  ! 
Bright  Kenna  saw,  a  princess  born  to  reign, 
And  felt  the  charmer  burn  in  every  vein. 
She,  heiress  to  this  empire's  potent  lord, 
Prais'd  like  the  stars,  and  next  the  Moon  adorM. 
She,  whom  at  distance  thrones  and  princedoms 
To  whom  proud  Oriel  and  Azuricl  sued,      [vicw'd, 
In  her  high  palące  languishM,  void  of  joy, 
And  pin*d  in  secret  for  a  mortal  \>oy. 

He  too  was  smitten,  and  disoreetly  strove 
By  courtly  deeds  to  gain  the  vir^in's  love# 
For  her  he  cuH'd  the  fairest  flower  th.tt  grwf, 
Ere  morning  suns  had  drainM  their  fni^rant  dew  ; 
He  chas'd  the  hornct  in  h\<  mid-dav  Ihjrht, 
And  brought  her  glow-wornis  in  t''e  no  vi  of  nightj 
When  on  ripe  fruite  she  ea^t  a  tiidr.nu  eye, 
Did  ever  Albion  think  the  tree  tK»  hi.srh  ! 
He  showM  her  where  the  pn^  »*»♦•  ;„*  dłlfimdi  huug, 
And  the  wren-mother  hroodin?  oVr  her  yo.injr ; 
To  her  tli'  inscription  on  the»ł*  vz^\  he  r«,i'!, 
(Adinire,  ye  clerks,  t!łe  youth  w'nwi  Milkih  bre.l) 
To  her  he  showM  each  herb  oi"  rirtuo-is  jniee, 
Their  powers  distinsjiA-shM,  and  devri!)'d  t^eir  wg  : 
All  vain  their  powers,  ahs  !  to  Kcnna  provc, 
And  well  sung  Ovid,  '«  There's  no  herb  for  |ov<«." 

As  \*hcn  a  ghost,  enlar^M  frb:)i  renlm?  bolort', 
Seeks  its  old  friend  to  tell  some  Fecvt  ;v.»e, 
The  poor  'Jhadeshiverinirstands,  and  ntu^tnotbieak 
His  painfol  Oleńce,  till  the  mortal  speak  : 
Sofar'd  it  with  the  little  Iow  siek  maid, 
Forbid  to  utter,  what  her  eyes  betmyM. 
He  saw  her  anguish,  and  revi;alM  hi^  flame, 
^And  spar'd  the  blnshes  of  the  ton«*ue-ty'd  damę.    , 
The  day  would  fail  me,  shoold  l  reckon  o'er 
The  sighs  they  lavish"d,  and  the  oath"  they  swore 
In  words  so  melting,  that  comparM  with  those 
The  nicest  courtship  of  rcrrestrial  beaux 
WouM  sound  like  compliments,  from  country  clowns 
To  red  cheekłd  sweet-hearts  in  their  ho*ne-spnn 

All  in  a  lawn  of  many  a  varions  hue         [^owns. 
A  bed  of  flowers  (a  fairy  forest)  grew ; 
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'Twas  here  one  noon,  the  gaudiest  of  the  May, 
The  still,  the  secret,  silent,  hour  of  day, 
Beneath  a  lofty  tulip's  ample  shade 
Sat  the  young  lover  and  th*  immortal  maid. 
They  thought  all  fairies  slept,  ab,  luckless  pair ! 
Hid,  but  in  vain,  in  the  Sun's  noon-tide  glare  ! 
When  Albion,  leaning  on  his  Kenna's  breast, 
Thns  all  the  softuess  uf  his  soul  exprest : 

"  AU  things  are  hushM.  The  Sun's  meridian  rays 
Veil  the  horizon  in  one  mighty  blaze  : 
Nor  moon  nor  star  in  Heaven's  blue  arch  is  seen  « 
With  kindly  rays  to  silver  o'er  the  green, 
Grateful  to  fairy  eyea  ;  they  secret  take 
Their  rest,  and  on  lv  wretched  mortalftwake. 
This  dead  of  day  1  fly  to  thee  alone, 
A  world  to  mc,  a  multitude  in  one. 
Oh,  sweet  as  dew  drops  on  these  flowery  lawns, 
When  the  sky  opens,  and  the  even#ng  dawns  ! 
Straight  as  the  pink,  that  towers  so  high  in  air, 
Soft  as  the  blow-bell !  as  the  daisy,  fair  ! 
Blest  be  the  hour,  when  first  l  was  convey'd 
An  Infant  captive  to  this  bliasful  shade ! 
And  blest  the  band  that  did  nry  form  refine, 
And  shrunk  my  stature  to  a  match  with  thine  ! 
Glad  I  for  thee  renounce  my  royal  birth, 
And  all  the  giant-daughters  of  the  Earth. 
Tbou,  if  thy  breast  with  equal  ardour  bura, 
Renounce  thy  kind,  and  love  for  love  return. 
So  from  us  two,  combin'd  by  nuptial  ties, 
A  race  unknown  of  demi  gods  shall  rise. 

0  speak,  my  love !  my  vows  wjth  vows  repay, 
And  sweetly  swear  my  rising  fears  away." 

To  whoin  (the  shining  azure  of  her  eyes 
Morę  brighten'd)  thus  th'  enamour'd  maid  replies : 
"  By  all  the  stars,  and  first  the  glorious  Moon, 

1  swear,  and  by  the  head  of  Oberon, 

A  dreadful  oath  !  no  priuce  of  fairy  linę 

Shall  e'er  in  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  minę. 

Where-e'er  my  fbotsteps  in  the  dance  are  seen, 

May  toadstools  rise,  and  mildews  blast  the  green, 

May  the  keen  east-wind  blight  my  favourite  flowers, 

And  snakes  and  spotted  adders  haunt  my  bowers. 

Confin'd  wbole  ages  in  an  hemlock  shade 

There  rather  pine  I  a  neglected  maid, 

Or  worse,  exil'd  from  Cynthia's  gentle  rays, 

Parch  in  the  sun  a  tbousand  sutuincr-days, 

Than  any  prince,  a  prince  of  fairy  linę, 

In  sacred  wedlock  plight  his  vows  with  minc." 

Shc  ended :  and  with  lips  of  rosy  hue 
Dipp'd  five  times  over  in  ambrosial  dew, 
Stifled  his  words.     When,  from  his  covert  rearłd, 
The  frowning  brow  of  Oberon  appearM.       [sight ! ) 
A  Fun-flower'8  trunk  was  near,  whence  (killing 
The  monarch  issued,  half  an  etl  in  height :     ' 
Fuli  on  the  pair  a  furious  look  be  cast, 
Nor  spoke  ;  but  gare  his  bugle~horn  a  blast, 
That  through  the  woodland  echoed  far  and  wide, 
And  drew  a  swarm  of  subjects  to  his  side. 
A  hundred  chosen  knights,  in  war  renown'd, 
Drive  Albion  banish'd  from  the  sacred  ground ; 
And  twice  ten  myriads  guard  the  bright  abodes, 
Wbere  the  proud  king,  amidst  his  demi-gods, 
For  Kenna's  sudden  bridal  bids  prepare, 
And  to  Azunel  gives  the  weeping  fair. 

If  famę  in  anns,  with  ancient  birth  combin'd, 
A  faultless  beauty,  and  a  spotless  mind, 
To  love  and  praise  can  generous  souls  incline, 
That  lorą,  Azuriel,  and  that  praise,  was  thine* 


Blood  only  less  than  royal  filTd  thy  Tein*, 

Proud  was  thy  roof,  and  large  thy  fair  domalns. 

Where  now  the  skies  high  Holland-House  imradef^ 

And  short-hVd  Warwick  sadden'd  all  the  shades, 

Thy  dwelling  stdod:  nor  didin  him  afford 

A  noblcr  owner,  or  a  lovelier  lord. 

For  thee  a  hundred  fields  produc'd  their  stare, 

And  by  thy  name  ten  thousand  vassals  swore ; 

So  lov'd  thy  name,  that,  at  their  monarcho  choice, 

All  fairy  shouted  with  a  generał  voice. 

Oriel  alone  a  secret  ragę  supprest, 
That  from  his  bosom  beav'd  the  golden  Test. 
Along  the  banks  of  Thame  his  empire  ran, 
Wide  was  his  rangę,  and  populons  his  elan. 
When  cleanly  senrants,  if  we  trust  old  taks, 
Beside  their  wages  had  good  fairy  vaiU, 
Whole  heaps  of  silver  tokens,  nightly  paid, 
The  careful  wife,  or  the  neat  dairy-majd, 
Suuk  not  his  stores.  With  smiles  and  powerful  bribe* 
He  gain'd  the  leadera  of  his  neighbour  tribes, 
And  ere  the  night  the  face  of  Heaven  had  chang'd, 
Beneath  his  banners  half  the  fairies  rang'd. 

Meanwhile,  driven  back  to  EarUi,  a  loncly  way 
The  chearless  Albion  wander'd  half  tlie  day,  [tborns 
A  long,  long  journey,  cboak'd  with  brakes  and 
111-measur'd  by  ten  thousand  barley-coms. 
TirM  out  at  length  a  spreading  stream  he  spyM 
Fed  by  old  Thame,  a  daughter  of  the  tide  :     [famę 
Twas  then  a  spreading  stream,    though  now,  its 
Obscufd,  it  bears  the  Creek  s  inglorious  name, 
And  creeps,  as  through  contracted  bounds  it  strays, 
A  leap  for  boye  in  these  degenerate  days. 

On  the  elear  ery  stal 's  verdant  bank  he  stood. 
And  thrice  look'd  baekward  on  the  fatal  wood, 
And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  thrice  he  beat  his  breast^ 
And  thus  in  tears  his  kindred  gods  addrest. 

44  If  true,  ye  watery  powers,  my  fineage  came 
From  Neptune  mingling  with  a  mortal  damę ; 
Doun  to  his  court,  with  coral  garlands  crownM, 
Through  all  }'our  grottoes  waft  my  plaintive  SfHin;!, 
And  urge  the  god,  whose  trident  shakes  the  Kartu, 
To  srace  his  oftspring,  and  assert  my  birth." 

He  said.     A  gentle  >aiad  heard  his  prayer, 
And,  touch'd  with  pity  for  a  loyer^s  care, 
Shoots  to  the  sea,  where  Iow  beneath  the  tidea 
Old  Neptune  in  th'  unfathom'd  deep  resides. 
Rouz'd  at  the  news,  the  sea's  stern  sułtan  swore 
Revengc,  and  scarce  from  present  arms  forbore  ; 
But  first  the  nymph  his  harbinger  he  sends, 
And  to  her  care  the  favourite  boy  commends. 

As  thro'  the  Thames  her  baekward  course  she 
Driv'n  up  his  current  by  the  refluent  tides,  [guide*, 
Along  his  banks  the  pygmy  legions  spread 
She  spies,  and  haughty  Oriel  at  their  head, 
Soon  with  wrongM  Albion's  name  the  host  she  fires. 
And  counts  the  ocean's  god,  among  his  sires ; 
<(  The  ocean's  god,  by  whom  shall  be  o^erthrown, 
(Styx  heard  his  oath)  the  ty  rant  Oberon. 
See  here  beneath  a  toadstooPs  deadly  głoom 
Lies  Albion :  him  the  Fates  your  leader  doom. 
Hear,  and  obey ;  'tis  Neptune^  powerful  cali, 
By  him  Azuriel  and  his  king  shall  fali." 

She  said.  They  bow'd :  and  on  their  shieMsap-toct 
With  shouts  their  new  saluted  emperor. 
E'en  Oriel  sruri'd  :  at  łcast  to  smite  he  strore, 
And  hopes  of  vengeance  triumph^d  over  love, 

See  now  the  mourner  of  the  lonely  shadą 
By  gods  protocted,  and  by  hosts  obeyłd, 
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A  stare,  a.  chief,  by  nckle  Fortunek  play, 
In  the  sbort  course  of  one  revolving  day, 
What  wooder  if  thc  youth,  so  strangely  blest, 
FeR  his  heart  flutter  in  his  little  breast ! 
łiis  thicłc  embattled  troops,  with  secret  pride, 
He  view$  exteaded  half  an  acre  widc ; 
Morę  light  he  treads,  morę  tali  he  seems  to  rise, 
And  struts  a  straw -breadth  nearer  to  the  skies. 

O  for  thy  Muse,  great  Bard  * ,  whose  lofiy  straius 
In  battle  joiiTd  tbe  Pygmies  and  tbe  Crancs ; 
Each  gaudy  knight,  had  I  that  warmth  divine, 
Each  colourtł  legion  in  my  verse  should  shine. 
Bat  simple  I,  and  innocent  of  art, 
The  tale,  that  sooth'd  my  infant  years,  impart, 
The  tale  I  heard  whole  winter-eves,  untir'd, 
And  sing  the  battles,  that  my  nurse  inspirM. 

Now  the  shrill  cora-pipes,  echoing  loud  to  arms, 
To  rank  and  file  reduce  the  straggling  swarms, 
Thick  rows  of  spears  at  once,  with  suidden  glare, 
A  grove  of  needles,  glitter  in  the  air; 
Luose  in  the  winds  smali  ribbon-streamcrs  flow, 
Oipt  in  all  coloursofthe  heavenly-bow, 
And  the  gay  host,  that  now  its  march  pureues, 
Gleams  o*er  the  meadows  in  a  thousand  hues. 

On  Buda's  plains  thus  fbrmidably  bright, 
Shone  Asia's  sous,  a  pleasing  dreadful  sight. 
In  Tarious  robes  their  ńlken  troops  were  seen, 
The  blue,  the  red,  and  prophetfs  sacred  green : 
When  blooniing  Brunswick,  near  the  Danabe's  flood, 
First  stauTd  his  maiden  sword  in  Turkish  blood. 

l*nseen  and  silent  march  the  slow  brigades 
Throogh  pathless  wilds,  and  unfreąuented  shades. 
In  hopc  already  vanquish'd  by  surprise, 
In  Albkm's  power  the  fairy  empire  lies ; 
Already  has  he  seizłd  on  Kenna's  charms, 
And  the  glad  beauty  trembles  in  his  arms. 

The  march  concludes :  and  now  in  prospect  near, 
But  fencM  with  arms,  the  hostile  towera  appear, 
For  Oberon,  or  Drukls  falsely  sing, 
Wore  hw  prime  visier  in  a  magie  ring, 
A  subtle  spright,  that  opening  plots  foretold 
By  suddea  dimness  on  the  beamy  goM. 
Hence,  in  a  cresent  formM,  his  legion*  bright 
With  bcatinjt  bo>oms  waited  for  the  fight  j 
To  charge  their  foss  they  march,  a  glittering  band, 
And  in  their  van  doth  bold  Azuriel  stand. 

What  rasce  that  bour  did  Albion's  soul  possess, 
Lrt  chief*  iina^ine,  and  let  Iovera  guess  ! 
Forth  żssuing  from  his  ranks,  that  strove  in  vain 
To  check  his  course,  athwart  the  dreadful  plam 
He  strides  indignant :  and  with  haughty  cries 
To  single  fight  the  fairy  prince  defies. 

Forbear!  rash  youth,  th'  unequal  war  to  try ; 
Nor,  sprong  from  mortals,  with  immortals  vie. 
No  god  stands  ready  to  avert  thy  doom, 
Nor  yet  thy  grandstre  of  the  waves  i*  eonie. 
My  words  are  vain — no  words  the  wretch  can  move, 
By  Beauty  dazzled,  and  bewitch'd  by  Love : 
He  longs,  he  burns,  to  win  the  głorious  prize, 
And  sees  no  danger,  while  he  sces  ber  eyes. 

Now  from  each  host  the  eager  warrkirs  start. 
And  fnrious  Albion  flings  his  hasty  dart, 
Twas  featherM  from  the  bee,s  transparent  wing, 
And  its  shaft  ended  in  a  bornefs  sting ; 
Bat,  tost  in  ragę,  it  flew  without  a  wound, 
High  o'er  the  foe,  and  guiltless  pierc'd  the  gromad. 
Kot  so  AzuriePs :  with  unerring  aim, 
Toooear  the  aeedle-potnted  javelin  came, 
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Drore  throngh  the  seren-foU  shield .  and  silken  vest> 
And  lightly  ras*d  the  lover  s  ivory  breast. 
Rouz'd  at  the  smart,  and  rising  to  the  blow, 
With  his  kcen  sword  he  cleaves  his  fairy  toe, 
Sheer  from  the  shoulder  to  the  wastt;  ho  deaves, 
And  of  one  arm  the  tottering  tniuk  l*reavcs. 

His  useless  steel  brave  All>ion  wi«  kls  no  morę, 
But  sterał v  stniles,  and  thinks  the  ronibat  o'er : 
So  had  it  been,  had  aught  of  mortal  strain, 
Or  less  than  fairy,  felt  thc  deacily  rain. 
But  empyreal  forms,  ho  we' er  in  tight 
Gash'd  and  dismember'd,  easily  unitę. 
As  some  frail  cup  of  China's  purest  moid, 
Withazure  varnishM,  and  bedropt  uith  gml, 
Though  broke,  if  cur'd  by  some  uico  virgin's  handa, 
In  its  old  strength  and  pristine  beauty  stands  -y 
The  tumults  of  the  boiłing  bohea  b'raves, 
And  holds  secure  the  coffee's  sable  waves  z 
So  did  AzuriePs  arm,  if  Famę  say  tnie, 
Rejoin  the  vital  trunk  whence  first  it  grew ; 
And,  whilst  in  wonder  fix'd  poor  Albion  stood, 
Plung*d  the  curs'd  sabre  in  his  heart '«  warm  blood. 
The  golden  broidery,  tender  Milkah  wove, 
The  breast,  to  Kenna  sacred  and  to  Love, 
Lie  rent  and  mangled :  and  the  gaping  wound 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  purple  on  the  ground. 
The  jetty  lustre  sickens  in  bis  eyes : 
On  his  cold  cheeks  the  bloomy  freshness  dies ; 
*'  Oh  Kenna,  Kenna,' '  thrice  he  try'd  to  say, 
"  Kenna,  farewel !"  and  sigh'd  his  soul  away. 

His  fali  the  Dryads  with  loud  sbrieks  deplore, 
By  sister  Naiads  echo'd  from  the  shore, 
Thence  down  to  Neptunem  secret  realms  convey'd, 
Through  grotts,  and  glooms,  and  many  a  coral  shade. 
The  sea's  great  sire,  with  looks  denouncing  war, 
The  trident  shakes,  and  mounts  the  pearly  car  : 
With  one  stera  frown  the  wide-spread  deep  defbrms* 
And  works  the  madding  ocean  into  storms. 
Ołerfoaming  mountains,  and  through  burstiug  tidcv 
Now  high,  now  Iow,  the  bounding  chariot  rides, 
Till  through  the  Thames  in  a-Ioud  whirlwintPs  ix>ar 
It  shoots,  and  lands  him  on  the  destin'd  shore. 

Now  hVd  on  earth  his  towering  staUire  stood, 
Hung  o'er  the  mountains,  and  o'erlook'd  the  wood. 
To  Brumpton'8  grore  one  ample  stride  hc  to;>k, 
(The  valleys  trembled,  and  thc  forests  sho*ik) 
The  next  huge  step  reachM  the  derotfd  shade, 
Where  choak'd  in  blood  was  wretched  Albion  laid: 
Where  now  the  vanquishM,  with  the  victors  joinM, 
Beneath  the  regal  banners  stood  combin'd. 

Th'  embattled  dwarfs  with  ragę  and  scornhepas^ 
And  on  their  town  his  eye  vindictive  cast. 
In  deep  foundations  his  strong  trident  cleares. 
And  high  in  air  th'  up-rooted  empire- heaves  ; 
On  his  broad  engine  the  vast  ruin  hung, 
Which  on  the  foe  with  force  divine  he  nunc: 
Agha&t  the  legions,  in  th'  approaching  shade* 
Th'  inverted  spires  and  rocking  domes  sun  ey'd, 
That,  downward  tumbling  on  the  host  below, 
Crush'd  the  whole  natioiLAt  one  dreadful  blow. 
Towers,  arms,  nymphs,  warriors,  are  together  lost» 
And  a  whole-empire  falls  to  sootb  said  Albion's  ghost, 

Such  was  the  period,  long  re8train'd  by  Fate, 
And  such  the  downfall  of  the  fairy  state. 
This  dale,  a  pleasing  region,  not  unble-t, 
This  dale  possest  they ;  and  had  still  possest ; 
Had  not  their  monarch,  with  a  fathers  pruie. 
Rent  from  her  lord  th'  inviolable  brule, 
Rash  to  dissolre  the  contract  seal'd  abńve, 
The  solemn  vowg  and  sacred  bonds  of  love. 
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Now,  where  his  elres  so  gprightJy  danc'd  the  round, 
No  viólet  breathes,  nordaisy  paints  the  ground, 
His  tbwers  and  people  fili  one  common  grave, 
A  shapeless  ruin,  and  a  barren  cave. 

Beneath  huge  hills  of  smoking  piles  he  lay 
Stunn'd  and  confounded  a  whołe  sum  mer '8  dav, 
At  length  awak'd  (for  what  can  long  restrain 
UnbodyM  spirits  ! )  but  awakM  in  pain : 
And  as  he  saw  the  desolated  wood, 
And  the  dark  den  where  once  his  empire  stood, 
Grief  chilTd  his  heart :  to  his  half-open'd  eyes 
In  every  oak  a  Neptune  seem'd  to  rise : 
He  fled :  and  left,  with  all  his  trembling  pcers, 
The  long  pos3ession  of  a  thousand  years. 

Through  bush,  through  brake,  through  groves,  and 
gloomy  dałeś,  [vales, 

Through  dank  and  dry,  o'er  streams  and  flowcry 
Direct  they  fled  j  but  often  look'd  behind, 
And  stopt  and  started  at  each  rustling  wind. 
Wing'd  with  like  fcar,  his  abdicated  bands 
Disperse  and  wandcr  into  different  lands. 
Part  hid  beneath  the  Peak's  deep  cayerns  He, 
In  silcnt  glooms,  imperrious  to  the  sky  ; 
Part  on  fair  Avon's  margin  seek  repose, 
Whose  stream  o' er  Britain's  midmost  region  flows, 
Where  formidable  Neptune  nerer  came, 
And  seas  and  oceans  are  but  known  by  famę  : 
Some  to  dark  woods  and  secret  shade  retreat: 
And  some  on  motfntains  choose  their  airy  seat. 
There  haply  by  the  ruddy  damsel  seen, 
Ot  shepherd-boy,  they  featly  foot  the  grecn, 
While  from  their  steps  a  circling  verdurc  springs  > 
But  fly  from  towns,  and  dread  the  courts  of  kings. 

Mean-while  said  Kenna,  loth  to  quit  the  grove, 
Hung  o'er  the  body  of  her  breathless  love, 
Try'd  every  art,  (vain  arts  ! )  to  change  his  r^oom, 
And  vowłd  (vain  vows  !)  tojoin  him  in  the  tomb. 
What  could  she  do  ?  the  Fates  alike  deny 
-  The  dead  to  live,  or  fairy  forms  to  die. 

An  herb  there  grows  (the  same  old  Homer  '  tells 
Ulysses  borę  to  rival  Circc'8  spclls) 
Its  root  h  ebon-black,  but  sendsto  light 
A  stem  that  bends  with  flowrets  milky  whitc, 
Moly  the  plant,  which  gods  and  fairies  know, 
But  secret  kept  from  mortal  men  below. 
On  his  pale  limbs  its  virtuous  juice  she  shed, 
And  murmurM  mystio  numbers  o'er  th<*  di-ad, 
When  lo  !  the  little  shape  by  magie  pou  er 
Grew  less  and  less,  contracted  to  a  flower j 
A  flower,  that  first  in  this  swcot  garden  smiPd, 
To  virgins  sacred,  and  the  Snow-drop  styl'd. 

The  new-born  plant  with  sweet  regret  she  yiewM, 
Warm*d  with  her  sighs,  and  with  hertears  bcdew'd, 
Its  ripen  d  seeds  from  bank  to  bank  convcy'd, 
And  with  her  lover  whitenM  half  the  shade. 
Thus  won  from  death  each  spring  she  sees  him  grow, 
And  glorious  in  the  regetable  snów, 
Which  now  increasM  through  wkłeBritannia's  plains, 
Its  parenfs  warmth  and  spotless  name  retains, 
First  leader  of  the  flowery  race  aspires, 
And  foremost  catches  the  Sun's  ceni  a  I  fires, 
'Mid  frosts  and  snows  triumphant  dares  appear, 
Mingles  the  seasons,  and  leads  on  the  year. 

Deserted  now  of  all  the  pigmy  race, 
Kor  man  nor  fairy  touchM  this  guilty  płace. 
In  heaps  on  heaps,  for  many  a  rolling  age, 
U  lay  accursM,  the  mark  of  Neptune's  ragę, 
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Till  great  Nawau  recloathM  the  desert  shade, 
Thence  sacred  to  13ritanmVg  monarcha  madę. 
Twas  then  the  green-robM  nyniph,  fair  Kenni, 

came, 
(Kenna  that  gave  the  neighbouring  town  its  namc.) 
Proud  when  she  saw  thł  ennobled  garden  shine, 
With  nymphs  and  heroes  of  her  Iover's  linę, 
She  vow'd  to  grace  the  mansions  once  her  own. 
And  picture  out  in  plants  the  fairy  town. 
To  far-fam'd  Wise  ber  flight  unseen  she  spęd, 
And  with  gay  prospects  filPd  the  craftsman's  hewj, 
Soft  łn  his  fancy  drew  a  pleasing  scherne, 
And  plann  d  that  landscape  in  a  morning  dream, 

With  the  sweet  riew  the  sire  of  gardens  nYd, 
Attempt*  the  labour  by  the  nymph  inspir'd, 
The  walls  and  streets  in  rows  of  yew  designs. 
And  forms  the  town  in  all  its  ancient  Hnes  ; 
The  corner  trees  he  lifts  morę  high  in  air, 
And  gird*  the  palące  with  a  vcrdant  square ; 
Nor  knows,  while  round  he  views  the  rising  scenie 
He  builds  a  city  as  he  plants  bis  greens. 

With  a  sad  pleasure  the  aerial  inaid 
This  image  of  her  ancient  realms  surreyM, 
How  chang'd,  how  falPn  from  its  primeval  pride! 
Yet  here  each  moon,  the  hour  her  lorer  dy'd, 
Each  moon  his  solemn  obsequies  she  pays, 
And  leads  the  dance  beneath  pale  Cynthia's  rays ; 
Pleas'd  in  theso  shades  to  head  her  fairy  train,' 
And  grace  the  groves  where  Albion's  kinamen  reiga, 


TO 

A  LADY  BEFORE  MARRIAGE. 

Oh  !  fbrnyd  by  Naturę,  and  refinM  by  Art, 
With  charms  to  win,  and  sense  to  fix  the  heart  ? 
By  thousands  sought,  Clotilda,  canst  thou  free 
Thy  croud  of  capti ves  and  descend  to  me  ? 
Contcnt  in  shades  obscure  to  waste  thy  life, 
A  hiclden  brauty  and  a  country  wife. 
O  !  list^n  while  thy  summers  are  my  theme, 
Ali !  sooth  thy  partner  in  his  waking dream  ! 
In  some  smali  hamlet  ■  n  the  lonely  plam,    [train  ; 
Where  Thames,  through  meadows,  rolls  his  ma/f 
Or  where  high  Windsor,  thick  with  greens  arrayM, 
Waves  his  olei  oaks,  and  spreads  his  ample  shade, 
Fancy  has  figurM  out  our  calm  retreat; 
Already  round  the  visionary  seat 
Our  limes  begin  to  shoot,  our  flowers  to  spring, 
The  brooks  to  murmur,  and  the  birds  to  sing. 
Where  dos>t  thou  lie,  thou  thinly  peopled  green  ? 
Thou  nameless  lawn,  and  ^illage  yet  unseen  ? 
Where  sons,  contented  with  their  native  ground, 
Neer  travell'd  further than  ten  furlongs  round ; 
And  the  tann'd  peasant,  and  his  ruddy  bride, 
Werę  born  together,  and  together  died. 
Włiere  early  larks  best  tell  the  morning  light. 
And  only  Philomel  disturbs  the  night, 
'Midst  gardens  here  my  humble  pile  shall  riae, 
With  sweets  surrounded  often  thousand  dies ; 
All  savage  where  th'  embroidert)  gardens  end, 
The  haunt  of  echoes,  shall  my  woods  ascend ; 
And  oh  !  if  Hearen  tli1  ambitious  thonght  approrf, 
A  rill  shall  warble  cross  the  gloomy  grove, 
A  little  rill,  o'er  pebbly  beds  convey'd, 
Gush  down  the  steep,  and  glitter  through  the  gtade. 
What  chearing  scents  those  bordering  banki  exhalc ! 
Hqw  loud  that  heifer  lows  from  yonder  nde ! 


THE  HORN-BOOK. 


Uff 


ThatthnuhbowsbriH!  his  notę  80  elear,  to  high, 
He  dram  each  feather*d  minstrel  of  the  sky. 
Herę  lei  me  tracę  beneath  the  purpled  mora, 
The  deep-mouth'd  beacie,  and  the  sprightły  hora; 
Or  lare  the  ttout  with  well  dissembled  files, 
Ot  fetch  the  fluttering  partridge  from  the  skies. 
Nor  shall  thy  hand  disdain  to  crop  the  vine, 
The  downy  peach,  or  flavoar'd  nectarine ; 
Or  rob  the  bee-hive  of  its  golden  hoard, 
And  bear  th*  unbought  luxuriance  to  thy  board. 
Sometimes  my  books  by  day  shall  kill  the  houre, 
While  from  thy  needle  rise  the  silken  flowers, 
And  thou,  by  turns,  to  ease  my  feeble  sight, 
Resume  the  volume,  and  deceive  the  night. 
Oh !  when  I  mark  thy  twinkting  eyes  opprest, 
Soft  whispering,  let  me  warn  my  lorę  to  rest ; 
Tben  watch  thee,  charm'd,  while  sleep  loeks  every 


And  to  sweet  Heaven  commend  thy  innocence. 
Thnt  reign'dour  fathers  o'er  the  rural  fold, 
Wwe,  hale,  and  honest  in  the  days  of  old ; 
TiJl  conrts  arose,  where  substance  pays  for  show, 
And  specious  joys  are  bought  with  real  woe. 
See  JTariaspendants,  large,  well-spread,  and  right, 
Tne  ear  that  wean  them  hears  a  fool  each  night : 
Kark  how  the  embroidertł  colonel  sneaks  away, 
To  ihnn  the  withering  damę  that  madę  nim  gay ; 
That  knare,  to  gain  a  tkle,  lost  his  famę; 
That  raisM  his  credit  by  a  daughter*s  shame; 
This  ooxcomb,s  ribband  cost  him  half  his  land,  t 
And  oaks,  unnumberM,  bought  that  fool  a  wand. 
Food  mau,  as  all  his  sorrows  were  too  few, 
Acouires  strange  wanta  that  naturę  nerer  knew, 
By  midmgbt  lamps  he  emulates  the  day,  ~ 
And  sleeps,  penrerse,  the  chearful  suns  away ; 
From  goblets  high-embost,  his  winę  must  glide, 
Koand  his  c!os'd  sight  the  gorgeous  curtain  slide ; 
Frnits  ere  their  time  to  grace  his  pomp  liiust  rise, 
And  three  nntasted  courses  glut  his  eyes. 
For  this  are  nature's  gentle  calls  withstood, 
The  vDice  of  conscience,  and  the  bonds  of  blood; 
This  wńdora  thy  reward  for  every  pain, 
And  this  gay  glory  all  thy  mighty  gain. 
Eur  phantonis  wooM  and  scorn'd  from  age  to  age, 
Snce  barda  bagna  to  laugh,  and  priests  to  ragę* 
And  yet,  just  curse  on  man's  aspiring  kind, 
Prooe  to  ambition,  to  example  Wind, 
Our  chiMren's  children  shall  our  steps  pursue, 
And  the  same  errotirs  be  for  ever  new. 
Mean  while  in  hope  a  guiltless  country  swain, 
My  reed  with  warblings  chears  the  imagin'd  plain. 
Hail  bombie  shades,  where  truth  and  silence  dwell ! 
The  ttoisy  town  and  faithless  court  rarewell ! 
FareweU  ambition,  once  my  darling  flame  ! 
The  tbirst  of  lucre,  and  tóe  charm  of  fiime ! 
la  lifes  by-road,  that  wmds  through  paths  unknown, 
My  days,  tbough  number'd,  shall  be  all  my  own, 
Hcre  shall  they  end,  (O !  might  they  twice  begin) 
And  aU  be  wbite  the  Fates  intend  to  spin. 
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WIITTBII  UNDER  A   FIT  OF  THE   GOUT. 

Magni  magna  patrant,  nos  non  nisi  ludicra ....... 

-•-••••• Podagra  haeć  otia  fecit. 

Har  !  ancient  Book,  most  ▼enerable  codę  ! 
Learning's  first  cradle,  and  its  last  abode  ! 
V0L  XI. 


The  huge  nnnumber'd  Yolumes  wMch  we  see, 
By  lazy  plagiaries  are  stoPn  from  thee. 
Yet  futurę  times,  to  thy  sufficient  storę, 
Shall  ne*er  presume  to  add  one  letter  morę. 

Thee  will  I  sing,  in  eomely  wainscot  bound, 
And  golden  verge  enclosing  thee  aronnd  ;  <- 

The  faithful  horn  before,  from  age  to  age, 
Preseiring  thy  hwaluable  page ; 
Behind,  thy  patron  saint  in  armour  snines, 
With  sword  and  lance,  to  guard  thy  sacred  lines : 
Beneath  his  courser^s  feet  the  dragon  lies 
Transfix'd ;  his  blood  thy  scarlet  cover  dies^ 
Th'  instruethre  handle  }s  atthe  bottomfix'd, 
Lest  wrangling  critics  should  pervert  the  text 

Or  if  to  ginger-bread  thou  shalt  descend, 
And  lkraorish  learning  to  thy  babes  ertend ; 
Or  sogarM  piane,  o'erspread  with  beaten  gold, 
Does  the  sweet  treasure  of  thy  letters  hołd ; 
Thou  still  shalt  be  my  song— ApoIlo's  ćhoir 
I  scorn  V  inyoke ;  Cadmus  my  verse  inspire : 
Twas  Cadmus  who  the  first  materials  brought 
Of  all  the  learning' which  nas  sińce  been  taugbt, 
Soon  madę  compleat !  for  mortals  ne^er  shall  know 
Morę  than  contain'd  of  old  the  Christ-cross  row  ; 
What  masters  dictate,  or  what  doctors  preach, 
Wise  matrons  hence,  e*en  to  our  children  teach : 
But  as  the  name  of  every  plant  and  flower 
(So  common  that  each  peasant  knows  its  power) 
Physicians  in  mysterious  cant  express, 
T  amnse  the  patient,  and  enhance  their  fees ; 
So  from  the  letters  of  our  native  tongue, 
Put  in  Greek  scrawls,  a  mystery  too  is  tfprung, 
Schools  are  erected,  puzzkng  grammars  madę. 
And  artful  men  strike  out  a  gainful  trade; 
Strange  characters  adom  the  learned  gate, 
And  heedlass  youth  catch  at  the  shining  bait; 
The  pregnant  boys  the  noisy  charms  declare, 
And  Tau's,  and  Delta-  1,  make  their  mothers  stare; 
Tb'  uncommon  sounds  amaze  the  vulgar  ear, 
And  what  's  uncommon  never  costs  too  dear. 
Yet  in  all  tongues  the  Horn-book  is  the  same, 
Taugbt  by  the  Grecian  master,  or  the  Englishdame. 

But  how  shajl  I  thy  endless  virtues  tell, 
In  which  thou  duret  all  other  books  ekceU } 
No  greasy  thumbs  thy  spotless  leaf  can  soil, 
Nor  crooked  dogs-ears  thy  smooth  corners  spoil ; 
In  idle  pages  no  errata  stand, 
To  tell  the  blunders  of  the  printer^  hand  : 
No  fulsome  dedication  here  is  writ, 
Nor  flattering  verse,  to  praise  the  author*8  wit: 
The  margin  with  no  tedioiis  notes  is  vex'd, 
Nor  various  reading  tb  confound  the  test : 
Ali  partie*  in  thy  literał  sense  agree, 
Thou  perfect  centrę  of  concordancy  I 
Search  we  the  records  of  an  ancient  datę/ 
Or  read  what  modern  histories  relate, 
They  all  proclaim  what  wonders  have  been  done 
By  the  plain  letters  taken  as  they  run : 
"  Too  high  the  floods  of  paasioo  us'd  to  roli, 
And  rend  the  Roman  yduth's  impatient  soul ; 
His  hasty  anger  furnishM  scenes  of  blood, 
And  freąuent  deaths  of  worthy  men  ensued : 
In  Tam  were  all  tbe  weaker  methods  try'd, 
Nonę  could  suffice  to  stem  the  furious  tide, 
Tiiy  sacred  linę  he  did  but  once  repeat, 
And  laki  the  storm,  and  coofd  the  raging  heat  *," 

»  The  Greek  letters  T,  A. 
*  The  advice  given  to  Augustus,  by  Athenodorus 
the  stoic  philosopher. 

K 


130 


TICKELUS  POEMS. 


Thy  heavenly  notes,  like  angels'  masie,  cheer 
Departmg  souls,  and  sooth  tbe  dying  ear. 
An  aged  peasSnt,  od  his  latest  bed, 
WishM  for  amend  some  godly  book  to read ; 
The  pioos  grandson  thy  known  handle  takes. 
And  (eyes  lift  up)  this  sarory  lecture  makes: 
**  Great  A,'*  he  grarely  read;  the  important  soond 
The  empty  walla  and  hallów  roof  rebound: 
Tli'  expiring  ancient  rearM  his  drooping  head, 
And  thank'd  his  starą  that  Hodge  nad  learn'd  to  read* 
•«  Great  B,»  the  younker  bawls ;  O  heavenly  breath ! 
Whatghostly  comibrts  in  the  hourof  death ! 
What  hopes  I  feel !  "  Great  C,"  pronouncU  the  boy ; 
The  grandsire  dies  with  extasy  of  joy. 

Yet  hi  some  lands  snch  ignorance  abounds, 
Whole  parishes  scarce  know  thy  useful  sounds. 
Of  Essex  hnndreds  Famę  gives  this  report, 
But  Famę,  I  ween,  says  many  things  in  sport. 
Scarce  lires  the  man  to  whom  thou  'rt  quite  un- 

known,' 
Though  few  th>  extent  of  thy  vast  empire  own. 
Whatever  wonders  magie  spells  can  do 
On  earth,  in  air,  in  sea,  in  shades  below; 
What  words  profbund  and  dark  wise  Mahomet  spoke, 
When  his  old  cow  an  angePs  figurę  took ; 
What  strong  enchantments  sagę  Canidiaknew, 
Or  Horace  sung,  fierce  monster*  to  subdue, 

0  mighty  Book,  are  all'  contain'd  in  you ! 
AU  human  arts,  and  every  science  meet, 
Within  the  limits  of  thy  single  sheet : 

From  thy  vast  root  all  learniri^s  branches  grow, 
And  all  her  streams  from  thy  deep  fountain  flow. 
And,  lo  1  while  thus  thy  wonders  I  indite, 
InspirM  I  feel  the  power  of  which  I  write  ; 
The  gentler  gout  his  former  ragę  fbrgets, 
Less  frequent  now,  and  less  serere  the  ftts : 
Loose  grew  the  chains  which  bound  my  useless  feet ; 
Stifihess  and  pain  from  every  joint  retreat; 
Snrprising  strength  comes  every  moment  on, 

1  stand,  I  step,  I  walk,  and  now  I  run. 

Herę  let  me  cease,  my  hobbling  numbers  stop, 
And  at  thy  handle  1  hang  my  crutches  up. 


THERISTES;  oa,   THE  LORDLING, 

THI  ORAKDSOM  OF  A   BKICKŁATBt,  GSIAT  CRAN»- 
80*  OF  A   BUTCHIR. 

Thbbiitbs  of  amphibious  breed, 
Motley  fruit  of  mongrel  seed : 
By  the  dam  from  lordlings  sprung. 
By  the  sire  ezhalM  from  dung : 
Think  on  erery  vice  in  both, 
Look  on  him,  and  see  their  growth. 

View  him  on  the  mothert  aide, 
FilPd  with  falsehood,  spleen,  and  prkł«, 
I*ositive  and  over-bearing , 
Ghanging  still,  and  still  adhering, 
Spiteful,  peevish,  rude,  untoward, 
Fierce  in  tongue,  in  heart  a  coward ; 
When  his  friends  he  most  is  hard  on, 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon.; 
Reputation  eyer  tearing,  • 

E*er  dearest  f riendship  swearing ; 
Judgment  weak,  and  passiou  strong; 
Always  rarious,  always  wrong ; 


iVotivaTabuJa. 


Hor. 


Prorocation  nerer  waHs, 
Where  he  loves,  or  where  he  hites; 
Talks  whate'er  comes  in  his  head, 
Wishes  it  were  all  unsaid. 

Let  me  now  the  vices  tracę, 
From  his  father's  scoundrel  race, 
Who  could  give  the  lopby  such  airs  ? 
Were  they  masons  ?  Were  they  butchers  f 
Herald  lend  the  Muse  an  answer, 
From  his  atarus  and  grandsire ! 
This  was  derferous  at  his  trowel,  ' 

That  was  bred  to  luli  a  cow  well : 
Hence  the  greaśy  clumsy  mień, 
In  his  dress  and  figurę  seen : 
Hence  that  mean  and  sordid  sou!, 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  fbul : 
Hence  that  wild  suspicious  peep, 
Like  a  rogue  that  steals  a  sheep : 
Hence  he  learn'd  the  butchert  guile, 
How  to  cut  a  throat  and  smile : 
Like  a  butcher  doom'd  for  life, 
In  his  mouth  to  wear  his  knife : 
Hence  he  draws  his  dafly  fbod, 
From  his  tenaufs  rital  blood. 

Lastly,  let  his  gifts  betryM, 
BorrowM  from  the  mason-side. 
Some,  perhaps,  may  think  him  able 
In  the  state  to  build  a  Babel; 
Gould  we  place  him  in  a  station 
To  destroy  the  old  foundation. 
Tnie,  indeed,  I  should  be  gladder 
Could  he  learn  to  mount  a  ladder. 
May  he  at  his  latter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  descend. 
In  him  tell  me,  which  prevaH, 
Female  rices  most,  or  małe ? 
What  producU  them,  can  you  tell? 
Human  race,  or  imp  of  Heli  ? 


OXFORD: 
A  POEM>. 

INSCtIBBD  TO   LOR©  ŁOMSDAŁB  t  , 
•         1707. 

Unum  opus  est  intact®  palladu  urbem 
Carmine  perpetuo  eelebrare— 

Hor.  i  Od.  7. 

Whiłst  you,  my  lord,  adom  that  stately  seat, 
Where  shining  Beauty  makes  her  soft  retreat, 
Enjoying  all  those  gracea,  uncontroPd, 
Which  noblest  youths  would  die  but  to  benoM; 
Wbilst  you  inhabit  Lowther's  awful  pile, 
A  structure  worthy  of  the  fuunder*s  toil ; 

1  Added  by  the  ezpress  direction  of  dr.  Johnson; 
by  whom  they  were  originally  appended  to  his  life 
of  Tickell,  with  this  introduction :  "  The  two  poems 
which  tbilow  would  have  been  inserted  in  the  coflec- 
tion,  if  the  compilers  oould  have  obtained  copies  of 
them.  To  complete  the  poetical  works  of  Tickell, 
they  are  here  copied  from  the  Seleet  OoUection  of 
Miscellaneons  Poems,  1780.°    N. 

*  Richard,  second  lord  ▼iscount  Lonsdale.  He 
died  of  the  small-poK,  Dec,  lt  1713.    N. 
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Amaz'd  we  see  the  farmer  Lonadale  3  shme 

In  cach  descentiant  of  his  noble  linę : 

Bot  most  transported  aod  surprizM  we  view 

His  ancient  glones  all  reviv'd  10  you, 

Wbere  charms  and  virtaes  join  their  equal  grace, 

Your&thertgodlike  soul,  your  mother's  lorely  face. 

Me  Fortune  and  kind  Heaven's  indulgent  care 
To  femous  Oxford  and  the  Muses  bear, 
Wbere,  of  all  ranks,  the  bloommg  youths  combine 
To  pay  due  homage  to  the  mighty  Ninę, 
And  toatch,  with  smiling  joy,  the  laurel  crown, 
Due  to  the  learned  honours  of  the  gown. 
Herę  I,  the  meanest  of  the  tuneful  throng,     , 
Delude  the  time  with  an  unhallowM  song, 
Whkh  thus  my  thanks  to  much-lov'd  Oadfbrd  pays, 
In  no  ungrateful,  though  unartful  lays. 

Wbere  shall  I  first  the  beanteous  scenę  discloae, 
And  all  the  gay  variety  expose  ? 
For  wheresoe^er  I  turn  my  wondering  eyes, 
Aspiring  towera  and  verdant  groves  arise, 
Immortal  greens  the  smiling  plains  array, 
And  masy  rivers  murmur  all  the  way. 

O  F  might  yonr  eyes  behold  each  sparkting  dome, 
And  freely  o'er  the  beauteous  prospect  roam, 
Less  nmsłrtł  your  own  Lowther  you'd  sunrey, 
Tbougfa  pomp  and  state  the  costly  seat  display, 
Wbere  Art  so  nicely  has  adornM  the  place, 
That  Nature's  aid  might  seem  an  usefess  grace; 
Yet  Nature'8  smiles  such  various  charms  impart, 
That  rain  and  needless  are  the  strokes  of  Art. 
In  equal  state  our  rising  structures  shine, 
FramM  by  such  rales,  and  forniM  by  such  design, 
That  berę,  at  once  surprizM  and  pleas'd,  we  view 
(Md  Athens  lost  and  conquer'd  in  the  new ; 
Morę  sweet  our  shades,  morę  fit  our  bright  abodes 
For  warblmg  Muses  and  inspiring  Gods.     [draught 

Oreat  Vanbrook'9  4  self  might  own  each  artful 
Ijąnal  to  models  in  his  curioua  thought, 
Nor  scorn  a  fabric  by  our  plans  to  frame, 
Or  in  immortal  labours  sing  their  famę; 
Both  ways  he  aaves  them  from  destroying  ?ate, 
If  be  bot  praise  them,  or  but  imitate. 

See,  wbere  tbe  sacred  Sheldon's  A  haugbty  dome 
Rivmh  the  stately  pomp  of  ancient  Romę, 
Wbose  form,  so  great  and  noble,  seems  design'd 
V  espress  the  grandeur  of  its  founder's  mind. 
Herę,  in  .one  lofty  building,  we  behold 
Whattfer  the  Latian  prtde  could  boast  of  old. 
Tnie,  no  dire  combats  feed  the  savage  tye, 
And  strew  the  sand  with  sportive  cruelty ; 
But,  morę  adorn'd  with  what  the  Muse  inspiręs, 
It  fer  ont»hines  their  bloody  theatres. 
Dełightful  scenę !  when  here,  in  equal  veree, 
tbe  youthful  bards  their  godlike  queen  rehearse, 
To  ÓmrchilPs  wreaths  Apollo's  laurel  join, 
And  sing  the  plains  of  Hockstet  and  Judoign. 

Next  let  the  Muse  record  our  Bodley's  seat 6, 
Nor  aim  at  numbers,  like  the  subject,  great : 
All  hail,  thou  fabric,  sacred  to  the  Ninę, 
Thy  famę  immortal,  ąnd  thy  form  divine  ! 

3  Sir  John  Lowther,  one  of  the  early  promoters  of 
the  Re?oration,  was  constituted  vice-chamberlain 
to  king  William  and  qneen  Mary  on  their  advance- 
ment  to  the  throne ;  created  baron  Lowther  and 
róotrat  Loosdale,  May  28,  1696;  and  appointed 
lord  priry-seal  in  1699.  HediedJuly  10, 1700.  N. 

4  Sr  John  Vanbrugh.    JV.        5TheTheatre.    T 

*  The  Bodieian  library.     T, 


Who  to  thy  praise  attempts  the  dangerous  flight, 
Should  in  thy  various  tongues  be  taught  to  write  ; 
His  verse,  like  tbee,  a  lofty  dress  sbould  wear* 
And  breathe  the  genius  which  inhabits  there ; 
Thy  proper  lays  alone  can  make  thee  Iive, 
And  pay  that  famę,  which  first  thyself  didst  give» 
So  fountains,  which  through  secret  channels  flow, 
And  pour  abore  the  floods  they  take  below, 
Back  to  their  father  Ocean  urge  their  way, 
And  to  the  seat,  the  streams  it  gave,  repay. 

No  morę  we  fear  the  military  ragę, 
Nurs'd  up  in  some  obscure  barbarian  age  ; 
Nor  dread  the  ruin  of  our  arts  divine, 
.From  tbick-skulPd  heroes  of  the  Oothic  linę, 
Though  pale  the  Romans  saw  those  arms  advance. 
And  went  their  learning  lost  in  ignorance. 
Let  brutal  ragę  around  its  terrours  spread, 
The  living  murder,  and  consume  the  dead, 
In  impious  fires  let  noblest  writings  bura, 
And  with  their  authors  share  a  common  urn  ; 
Only,  ye  Fates,  our  lov'd  Bodleian  spare, 
Be  IT,  and  Learning's  self  shall  be  your  care, 
Here  every  art  and  every  grace  shall  join, 
Collected  Phcabus  here  alone  shall  shine, 
Each  other  seat  be  dark,  and  this  be  all  divine« 
Thus  when  the  Greeks  imperial  Troy  defac'd, 
And  to  the  ground  its  fatal  walls  debas'd, 
In  vain  tbey  bum  the  work  of  hands  divine, 
And  vow  destruction  to  the  Dardan  linę,        , 
Whilst  good  Mneas  flies  th'  uneąual  wars, 
And,  with  his  guardian  gods,  lulus  bears, 
Old  Troy  tor  ever  stands  in  him  alone, 
And  all  the  Phrygian  kings  survive  in  one. 

Here  still  presides  each  sage'sreverend.shade, 
In  soft  repose  and  easy  grandeur  laid  ; 
Their  deathless  works  forbid  their  famę  to  die, 
Nor  Time  itself  their  persons  shall  destroy,  ' 
Pre8erv'd  within  the  living  gallery  7.  ■ 
What  greater  gift  could  bounteous  Heaven  bestow, 
Tban  to  be  seen  above,  and  read  below  ? 
With  deep  respect  I  bend  my  duteous  head, 
To  see  the  faithful  likeness  of  the  dead ; 
But  O  !  what  Muse  can  equal  warmth  impart? 
ThepainteHs  skill  transcends  the  poetfs  art 
When  round  the  picturM  founders  I  desery, 
With  goodness  soft,  and  great  with  majesty, 
So  much  of  life  the  artful  colours  give, 
Scarce  morę  within  their  college*  they  li ve  ; 
My  blood  begins  in  wilder  rounds  to  roli, 
And  pleasing  tumults  combat  in  my  soul ; 
An  humble  awe  my  downeast  eyes  betray, 
And  only  less  than  adoration  pay. 
Such  were  the  Roman  Fathers*  when,  o'ercome, 
They  saw  the  Gauls  insult  o'er  conquer'd  Romę  ; 
Each  capttve  seem'd  tbe  haughty  Yictor'8  lord, 
And  prostrate  chieft  their  awful  slaves  ador'd. 

Such  art  as  this  adoras  your  Lowther's  hall, 
Where  foasting  gods  carotise  upon  the  wali ; 
The  nectar,  which  creating  paint  supplies, 
IntoKtcates  each  p1eas'd  gpectator's  eyes ; 
Who  viewt  amaz'd,  the  figures  heavenly  fair, 
And  think  they  breathe  the  tnie  Elystan  air. 
With  strokes  so  bold,  great  Verrio's  hand  has  drawn 
The  gdds  in  dwellings  brighter  than  their  own. 

Firtł  with  a  tbousand  raptures,  I  behold. 
W^iat  lively  features  grac'd  each  bard  of  old  j 
Such  lips,  I  think,  did  guide  his  charming  tongue, 
In  such  an  air  as  this  the  poet  sung; 

7  The  Picture  Gallery.    T.      , 
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Such  eyes  as  these  glowM  with  the  sacred  fire, 
And  hands  like  tbese  employ'd  the  yocal  lyre. 
Quite  ravish'd,  I  pursue  each  image  o'er, 
And  scarce  admire  their  deathless  labours  morę. 
See  where  the  gloomy  Scaliger  appears, 
Each  shade  is  critic,  and  each  feature  sneers ; 
The  artful  Ben  so  sinartly  strikes  the  eye, 
I  morę  than  see  a  fancyM  cemedy ; 
The  muddy  Scotus  crowns  the  motley  show, 
And  metaphysics  cloud  his  wriukled  brow. 
But  distant  a  we  invades  my  beating  hreast, 
To  see  great  Ormond  in  the  paint  exprest ; 
With  fear  I  view  the  figurę  from  afar, 
Which  burns  with  noble  ardour  for  the  war ; 
Bat  nuar  apfjroaches  free  my  doubting  mind, 
To  view  such  sweetness  with  such  grandeur  joinM. 

Herę  studious  heads  the  graver  tablet  shows, 
And  there  with  martial  warmth  the  picture  głowi  -y 
The  blooming  youth  here  boasts  a  brighter  hue, 
And  painted  virgms  far  outshine  the  true. 

Hail,  Colours,  which  with  Naturo  bear  a  strife, 
And  only  want  a  voice  to  perfect  life ! 
The  wondering  stranger  makes  a  sudden  stand, 
And  pays  Iow  homage  to  the  love!y  band  -t 
Within  each  frame  a  real  fair  belicves, 
And  vainły  thinks  the  mimie  canvass  lives  ; 
Till,  undeceWd,  he  quits  th'  enchanting  shew, 
Pleasd  with  the  art,  thmigh  he  taments  it  too^ 

So  when  his  Juno  bold  Ixion  woo'd, 
And  aim\l  at  pleasures  worthy  of  a  god, 
A  beauteous  cloud  was  formM  by  angry  Jove, 
Fit  to  imite,  though  not  in/lulge  his  love  ; 
The  mortal  thought  he  saw  his  goddess  shine, 
And  all  the  lying  graces  look'd  divine ; 
But  when  with  heat  he  clasp'd  her  fancied  charms, 
The  empty  vapour  baulk'd  his  eager  arms. 

Loth  to  depart,  I  leave  th*  inv'nVmg  scenę, 
Yet  scarce  for  i>ear  to  view  it  o'er  again ; 
But  still  new  objects  give  a  new  delight, 
And  rarious  pro^pects  bless  the  wandering  sight, 

Aloft  in  state  the  airy  tnwers  arise. 
And  with  new  lustre  deck  the  wondering  skies  ! 
Lo!  to  what  hHjrht  the  schools  asocn;im:J:  reach, 
Built  with  that  art  which  they  alone  can  teach  j 
The  lofty  dome  «xpands  her  spa^imrs  srate, 
Where  all  the  decent  graces  jointly  t\ait ; 
In  every  shape  the  god  uf  art  re-orts, 
And  crouds  of  sages  fili  th*  rectonded  courts. 

With  wonders  fraught  the  bright  Museura  see, 
ltself  the  greatest  curiosity  ! 
Where  Nature's  choicest  treasure,  all  combinM, 
Delight  at  onoe,  and  quite  confound  the  mind ; 
Ten  thou*and  splendours  strike  the  dazzled  eye, 
And  form  on  Earth  dnother  galaxy. 

Here  colleges  in  sweet  confusion  rise, 
There  temples  seem  to  reach  their  native  skies  ; 
Spires,  towers,  and  grores,  compose  the  various  shew, 
And  mingled  prospects  charm  the  doubting  view ; 
W  ho  can  deny  their  characters  divine, 
Witllout  resplendent,  and  inspif  'd  within  ? 
But,  sińce  above  my  weak  and  artless  lays,     , 
Let  their  own  poets  sing  their  equal  praise. 

One  labour  morę  my  grateful  verse  renews, 
And  rears  aloft  the  low-descendiug  M use ;    • 
•The  buHding8,  parent  of  my  young  essays, 
Asks  in  return  a  tributary  praise. 

' 8  Queen's  College  IJbrary.  See  the  Poem  on 
Queen  Caroline's  rebuilding  the  I  xxi  gin  gs  of  the 
Black  Prince  and  Henry  V.  p.  101,  the  otherofthe 
11  Iwo  poems"  alluded  to  in  p.  1  JO.     N. 


Pillars  sublime  bear  up  the  learneć\  weigfot, 
Ańd  ańtique  sages  tread  the  pompous  height ; 
Wtulst  guardian  Muses  shade  the  happy  pile*, 
And  all  around  diftuse  propitious  smiles. 
Here  Lancaster,  adoraM  with  every  grace, 
Stands  chief  in  merit,  as  the  chief  in  place : 
To  his  lor'd  nameourearliest  lays  belong, 
The  theme  at  once,  and  patron  of  our  song. 
Long  may  he  o'cr  his  much-lor'd  Queen's  pretide, 
Our  arts  encourage,  and  our  counsels  guidt ; 
Till  after-ages,  fuTd  with  glad  surprise, 
Behold  his  image  all  majestic  rise, 
Where  now  in  pomp  a  venerable  band, 
Princes  and  queens  and  holy  fathers,  stand. 
Oood  Egglesfield9  claims  homage  from  the  eye. 
And  the  hard  stone  seems  soft  with  piety  ; 
The  mighty  monarcha  still  the  same  appear, 
And  every  marble  frown  proyokes  the  war ; 
Whilst  rugged  rocks,  mark'd  with  Philippa's  lace, 
Softcn  to  charms,  and  glow  with  new-born  grace. 
A  sight  less  noble  did  the  warriors  yield, 
Transform'd  to  statues  by  tnę  Gorgon  shield ; 
Distorting  fear  the  cowanTs  form  confest, 
And  finy  seem'd  to  heave  the  heró*s  breast; 
The  lifcless  rocks  each  rórious  thought  betray'd, 
And  all  the  soul  was  in  the  stone  display'<L 

Too  high,  my  verse,  has  been  thy  daring  flight, 
Thy  sofler  numbers  now  the  groves  invite, 
Where  silent  shades  proroke  the  speaking  lyre, 
And  chearful  objects  happy  songs  inspire, 
At  once  bestow  rewards,  and  though ts  infułę, 
Compose  a  garland,  and  supply  a  Muse. 

Behold  around,  and  see  the  living  green 
In  nafty*  colours  paints  a  blooming  scenę  ; 
Th'  eternal  buds  no  deadly  Winter  fear, 
But  scorn  the  coldest  season  of  the  year ; 
Apollo  surc  will  bless  the  happy  place, 
Which  his  own  Daphne  condescends  to  grace ; 
For  here  the  cierlasting  laurels  grow, 
In  every  grotto,  and  on  every  brow. 
Prospects  so  gay  dcmajid  a  CongreTe*s  strains, 
To  cali  the  gods  and  nymphs  upon  the  plains; 
Pan  yields  his  empire  o'er  the  syhan  throng, 
PleasM  to  submit  to  his  superior  son£ ;  * 
Great  DenhanTs  genius  looks  with  rapture  down, 
An  1  Spenscr's  shade  resigns  the  rural  crown. 

FilFd  with  great  thoughts,  a  thousand  sages  rove 
Through  every  field  and  solitary  grove ; 
Whose  90uUt  ascending  an  exalted  height, 
Out-soar  the  drooping  Muse's  ytllgar  flight, 
That  longs  to  see  her  darling  votaries  laid 
Beneath  the  covert  of  some  gentle  shade, 
Włtere  purling  streams  and  warbling  birtls  conspir4 
To  aid  th*  enchantments  of  the  trembling  lyre. 

Bear  nie,  some  god,  to  Christ-Church,  roymlseai, 
And  lay  me  soliły  in  the  green  retreat, 
Where  Aldrich  holds  o'er  Wit  the  sovereign  power# 
And  crowns' the  poets  which  he  taught  before. 
To  Aldrich  Britain  owes  her  tuneful  Bojrle, 
Tlie  noblest  trophy  of  the  conquer'd  isle  ; 
WTio  adds  new  warmth  to  our  poetic  fire. 
And  gives  to  England  the  Hibernjan  lyre. 
Philips,  by  Phoebus  and  his  Aldrich  taught, 
Sings  with  that  heat  wherewith  his  Churchill  (ougbt, 
UnfettrrM,  in  great  Miltonłs  strain  he  writes, 
Like  Milton's  angels  whilst  his  hero  fights ; 
Pursues  the  bard,  whilst  he  with  honour  caa, 
Eąuals  the  poet,  and  excels  the  man. 

»  Robert  Eggles^eld,  B.  a  the  fbunder,  134a  K 
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Cer  al!  the  ptaku,  theatreains,awl  woodsaround, 
The  pteaamg  lays  of  aweeteat  barda  reaound ; 
A  faithful  echo  cnery  notę  returns, 
And  tistening  river-gods  neglect  their  urns. 
Wben  Codrington  l  and  Stoele  their  verse  ugrem, 
And  form  aa  easy,  unaifected  atrain, 
A  double  wreath  of  laurel  binds  their  brbw, 
As  they  are  poeta  and  are  warrknrs  too. 
Trapp's  łofty  scenes  in  gentię  numbera  flow, 
Like  Dryden  great,  as  soft  as  moving  Rowe. 
When  youthfol  Harriaon  * ,  with  tuneful  skill 
Makes  WocdstockParkscarceyieldtoGxxper,8  Hill; 
Oki  Chaucer  from  th'  Erysian  Fiełda  Iooks  down, 
And  sees  at  length  a  genius  like  bis  ownj 
CharmM  with  hu  lays,  wbich  reach  the  shades  below, 
Fair  Rosamonda  intermits  ber  woe, 
Forgets  the  awgniah  of  an  injar*d  soul, 
The  fata]  prignard,  and  envenom'd  bowl. 

Apollo  smUes  on  Magd'len's  peaceful  bowers, 
Ferfhmes  the  air,  and  painta  the  grot  with  flowers, 
Wbere  Yalden  learnM  to  gain  the  myrtle  crown, 
And  erery  Muse  was  fońd  of  Addiaon. 
Applanded  man !  for  weightier  trusta  designM, 
For  onoe  diadain  not  to  nnbend  thy  mind ; 
Thy  mother  lais  and  ber  grorea  rebearse, 
Asubject  not  unworthy  of  thy  veree  j 
So  Łatian  fiełda  will  ceaae  to  boaat  thy  praise, 
And  yield  to  Oxford,  patnted  in  thy  lays : 
And  when  the  age  to  come,  from  envy  free, 
Wbat  thou  to  Virgil  ghr*at  ahall  give  to  thee, 
lais,  immortal  by  the  poetfa  skill, 
"  Shall,  in  the  amooth  deacriptkm,  marmur  still  3-y" 
New  beautiea  ahall  adom  our  sylvan  acene, 
And  in  thy  nnmbera  grow  for  erer  green. 

Danby's  mmtt  gift  *  such  verae  aa  thine  requires, 
Exalted  raptnres,  and  celeatial  fires ; 
Apollo  here  sbooid  plenteooaly  impart, 
Aa  well  his  ainging,  aa  his  curing  art ; 
Naturę  heraelf  the  healing  garden  loves, 
Wbich  kindly  ber  declining  strength  improres, 
Bafflea  the  atrokea  of  unrelenting  Death, 
Can  break  his  arrows,  and  can  blunt  his  teeth. 
How  sweet  the  landscape !  where,  in  living  trees, 
Here  frowns  a  Tegetable  Hercules ! 
There  fam'd  Achilles  learns  to  live  again ; 
And  looks  yet  angry  in  the  mimie  acene  ; 
Here  artful  birds,  which  blooming  arboura  show 
Seem  to  fly  higher,  whilst  they  upwards  grow, 
From  the  same  Ieaves  both  arms  and  warriors  rise, 
And  erery  bough  a  different  charm  suppliea. 

So  wben  our  world  the  great  Creator  madę, 
And,  nnadora'd,  the  sluggish  chaos  laid,     % 
Horrour  and  Beauty  own'd  tbehr  sire  the  same, 
And  Form  itself  from  Parent  Matter  came, 
That  himpish  mass  alone  was  source  of  ałl, 
And  Bards  and  Themes  nad  one  original. 

In  vain  the  grorea  demand  my  longeT  atay, 
The  gentle  Isis  wafts  the  Muse  away ; 
With  eaae  the.  river  guides  her  wandering  atream, 
And  hastea  to  mingle  with  raonous  Thame, 

1  The  great  benefoctor  to  AU-soula  College.    ]\T. 

*Of  whom,  aee  Select  Collection,  vol  iv.  p.  180. 

N. 

3  Letter  from  Italy,  by  Mr.  Addison.     T, 

4  The  Pbysic-garden  at  Oxford.'  This  hmt  was 
kappiry  taken  up  in  1713,  by  Dr.  Evans.  See  Select 
Grilectun,  1780,  voL  iii.  p.  145.    X. 


Attempting  poeta  on  her  banks  lie  down, . 
And  quaff,  inspir'd,  the  better  Helicon, 
Harmonious  strains  adom  their  rarious  themes, 
Sweet  aa  the  banks,  and  flowing  as  the  streams. 

Blese'd  we,  whom  bounteeus  Fortune  here  nas 
thrown, 
And  madę  the  various  blessinga  all  our  own ! 
Nor  crowna,  nor  globes,  the  pageantry  of  state, 
Uponour  humble,  easy  slumbera  wait; 
Nor  aught  that  is  Ambition'8  lofty  theme 
Disturbs  our  aleep,  and  gilds  the  gaudy  dream. 
TouchM  by  no  ills  which  vex  th'  anhappy  great, 
We  only  read  the  changes  in  the  atate, 
Triumphant  Marlborough'a  arms  at  diatance  hear, 
And  learn-from  Famę  the  rough  erents  of  war ; 
With  pointed  rhymea  the  Gallic  tyrant  pierce, 
And  make  the  cannon  thunder  in  our  verae.  ' 

See  how  the  matchless  youth  their  bours  improre, 
And  in  the  glorious  way  to  knowledge  morę ! 
Eager  for  famę,  prevent  the  rising  Sun, 
And  watch  the  midnight  labours  of  the  Moon. 
Not  tender  years  their  boldattempta  restrain, 
Wbo  leave  duli  Time,  and  haaten  into  man, 
Pure  to  the  aoul,  and  pleaaing  to  the  eyea, 
Like  angels  youthful,  and  like  angels  wiae. 

Some  leara  the  mighty  deeds  of  ages  gone, 
And,  by  the  lives  of  heróes,  form  their  own ; 
*Now  view  the  Grankroe  choak'd  with  heaps  of  alain, 
And  warring  worlda  on  the  Pharsalian  plain ; 
Now  hear  the  trumpeta  clangour  from  afer, 
And  all  the  dreadful  harmony  of  war ; 
Now  tracę  those  secret  tricka  that  lost  a  state, 
And  aearch  the  tine-spua  arts  that  madę  it  great, 
Correct  thoae  errours  that  its  min  bred, 
And  bid  some  long-lost  empire  rear  ita  ancient  head, 

Others,  to  whom  persuasiTe  arts  belong, 
(Words  in  their  looks,  and  musie  on  their  tongue) 
Inatructed  by  the  wit  of  Greece  and  Romę, 
Ićarn  richly  to  adom  their  natire  home ; 
Whilst  listening  crowds  confess  tfie  sweet  surprize, 
With  pleasure  in  their  breasts,  and  wonder  in  their 
eyes. 

Here  ciirious  minds  the  latent  aeeds  diaclose, 
And  Nature's  darkest  labyrinths expose; 
Whilst  greater  souls  the  distant  worlds  desery, 
Pierce  to  the  out-stretch'd  borders  of  the  sky,  [eye. 
Enlarge  the  searching  mind,  and  broad  expand  the 

O  you,  whose  rising  years  so  great  began, 
In  whose  bright  youth  I  read  the  shinmg  man, 
O  Lonsdale,  know  what  noblest  minds  approre, 
The  thoughts  they  cherish,  and  the  hearts  they  love : 
Let  these  examples  your  young  bosom  fire, 
And  bid  your  soul  to  boundless  height  aspire. 
Methinks.  I  see  you  in  our  shades  retirM, 
Alike  admiring,  and  by  all  admir'd : 
Vour  eloąuence  now  charms  my  ravisłi'd  ear, 
Which  futurę  senates  shall  transported  hear, 
Now  mournful  verse  inspłres  a  pleasing  woe, 
And  now  your  eheeks  with  warłike  fury  głów, 
Whilst  on  the  paper  fancyM  fiełda  appear, 
And  prospects  of  imaginary  war; 
Your  martiał  soul  sees  Hockstefs  fatal  plain, 
Or  fights  the  fdm'd  Ramilia  o'er  again. 

But  I  in  vain  these  lofty  names  rehearse, 
Above  the  faint  attempts  of  humble  verse, 
Which  Garth  shoułd  in  immortal  strains  design, 
Or  Addison  exalt  with  warmlh  divine ; 
A  meaner  song  my  tender  voice  reąuires, 
And  feinter  lays  confess  the  fainter  fire*?, 
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By  Naturę  fitted  for  an  humble  theme, 

A  painted  prospect,  or  a  murmuring  stream, 

To  tune  a  vulgar  notę  in  Echo's  praise, 

Whilst  Echo's  self  resounds  the  flattering  lays; 

Or*  whilst  I  tell  how  Myra's  charms  surprise, 

Paint  roseson  her  cheeks,  and  sims  within  her  eyes. 

O,  did  proportion'd  height  to  me  belong, 
Great  Anna's  name  should  graoe  th*  ambitious  tong ; 
lUustrioug  dames  should  round  their  queen  resort, 
And  Lousda)e's  mother  crown  the  splendid  court j 
Her  noble  son  should  boast  no  vuJgar  płace- 
But  share  the  ancient  honours  of  his  race ; 
Whilst  each  fair  daughter*s  face  and  conąneringeyes 
To  Venus  only  should  submit  the  prize. 
O  matchleas  beauties !  morę  than  heaveoiy  mir, 
Your  looks  resistless,  and  dmne  your  aur, 
Lct  your  bright  eyes  their  bounteous  beams  diffuse, 
And  no  fbnd  Bard  shall  ask  an  useless  Muse; 
Their  kindling  rays  excite  a  noble  fire,   ' 
Give  beauty  to  the  song,  and  musie  to  the  lyre. 

This  channing  theme  I  ever  could  pursue, 
And  think  the  inspiration  erer  new, 
Did  not  the  god  my  wandering  pen  restrain ; 
And  bring  me  to  his  Oxford  back  again. 

Oxford,  the  goddess  Muse,s  native  home, 
Inspir'd  like  Athens,  and  adornM  tike  Romę ! 
Hadst  thou  of  old  been  Learning's  fam'd  retreat, 
And  paganMuses  chose  thy  )ovely  seat, 
O,  how  unbounded  had  their  fietkm  been  ! 
what  faocy'd  riaions  had  adorn'd  the  acene ! 
tJpon  each  hill  a  sylvan  Pan  had  stood, 
And  every  thicket  boasted  of  a  god ; 
Satyra  had  frisk'd  in  each  poetic  grore, 
And  not  a  sream  without  its  nymphs  could  move ; 
Each  summit  had  the  train  of  Muses  showM, 
And  Hippocrene  in  every  fountain  flow'd ; 
Tbe  tales,  adorn'd  with  each  poetic  grace, 
Had  look'd  almost  as  channing  as  the  place. 


Ev*n  now  weliear  the  world  with  transports  owa 
Those  nctions  by  morę  wondrous  truths  outdone ; 
Herę  pure  Eusebia  keeps  ber  boly  seat, 
And  Themis  smiles  from  Heavcn  on  this  retreat; 
Out  chaster  Graces  own  refin'd  desires, 
And  all  our  Muses  bura  with  restal  fires ; 
Whilst  guardian-angels  our  Apollos  stand, 
Scattering  rich  favours  with  a  bounteous  hand. 
To  bless  the  happy  air,  and  sanctify  the  land. 

O  pleasing  shades !  O  ever-green  retreats ! 
Ye  learned  grottoes  !  and  ye  sacred  seats  ! 
Never  may  you  politer  arts  refuse, 
But  entertain  in  peace  tbe  hashful  Muse  ! 
So  may  you  be  kind  Heaven's  distmgoishM  care. 
And  may  your  ramę  be  lasting,  as  'ti*  tatr ! 
Let  greater  Bards  on  ram'd  Parnassus  dream, 
Or  taste  th'  insptrM  Heliconian  stream ; 
Yet,  whilst  our  Oxford  is  the  błessM  abode 
Of  erery  Muse,  and  erery  tuneful  god, 
Parnassus  owus  its  honours  far  outdone, 
And  Isis  boasts  morę  Bards  than  Helićon. 

A  thousand  biessings  I  to  Oxford  owe, 
But  you,  my  Lord,  th'  inspiring  Muse  bestow ; 
Grac'd  with  your  name  th'  unpolishM  poem  shioec, 
You  guard  its  faults,  and  conseerate  the  lines, 
O  might  you  berę  meet  my  desiring  eyes, 
My  drooptng  song  to  noMer  heights  would  rise : 
Or  might  I  come  to  breathe  your  northem  air, 
Yet  should  1  find  an  equal  pleasure  there ; 
Your  presence  would  tbe  barsher  climate  soothe, 
Hush  erery  wind,  and  erery  mountain  amootb ; 
Would  bid  the  groves  in  springing  pomp  arise, 
And  open  charming  ?ista's  to  the  eyes ; 
Would  make  my  trifiing  verse  be  heard  around. 
And  sportive  Echo  play  tbe  empty  soutkl : 
With  you  I  should  a  better  Pheebus  find, 
And  own  in  you  alone  the  charms  of  Oxford  joinU 
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t/F  Mr.  HAMMOND,  though  he  be  well  remembered  as  a  man  esteemed  and  caressed 
by  tbe  elegant  and  the  great,  I  was  at  fint  able  to  obtaio  no  other  memorials  than  such 
aa  are  supplied  by  a  book  called  Cibbert  Uves*  of  the  Poets;  of  which  I  take  this 
opportunity  to  testify,  that  it  was  not  written,  nor,  I  believe,  ever  seen,  by  either  of  the 
Cibbers ;  but  was  the  woik  of  Robert  Shiels,  a  native  of  Scotland,  a  man  of  Tery  acute 
itaterstanding,  though  whh  little  scholastic  education,  who,  not  long  after  the  publi- 
cation  of  his  work,  died  in  London  of  a  consumption.  His  life  was  virtuous,  and  his 
end  was  pious.  Theophilus  Cibber,  then  a  prisoner  for  debt,  imparted,  as'  I  was  told, 
his  name  for  ten  guineas.    The  manuscript  of  Shiels  is  now  in  my  possfssion. 

I  have  sińce  foutid,  that  Mr.  Shiels,  though  he  was  no  negligent  inquirer,  had  been 
misled  by  false  accounts ;  for  he  relates,  that  James  Hammond,  the  author  of  tlie  Ele- 
gies,  was  the  son  of  a  Turkey  merchant,  and  had  some  office  at  the  prince  of  Wales's 
court,  till  love  of  a  lady,  whose  name  was  Dashwood,  for  a  time  disordered  his  under- 
standing.     He  was  nnextinguishably  aniorous,  and  his  mistress  inexorably  cruel. 

Of  this  narrative,  part  is  true,  and  part  felse.  He  was  the  second  son  of  Authony 
Hammond,  a  man  of  notę  among  the  wits,  poets,  and  parliamentaiy  orators,  in  the 
beghming  of  this  century,  who  was  allied  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole  by  marrying  his  sister  K 
He  was  bora  about  1710,  and  educated  at  Westminster-school;  but  it  does  not  appear 
that  he  was  of  any  unhrershy 9.  He  was  equerry  to  the  prince  of  Wales,  and  seems  to 
have  come  very  early  into  public  notice,  and  to  have  been  distinguished  by  those  whose 
friendship  prejudiced  mankind  at  that  time  in  favour  of  the  man  on  whom  they  were 
bestowed;  for  he  was  the  companion  of  Cobham,  Lyttelton,  and  Chesteriield.  He  is 
saki  to  have  dfoided  his  life  between  pleasure  and  books ;  in  his  retirement  forgetting 
the  town,  and  in  his  gaiety  losing  the  student.  Of  his  literary  hours  all  the  effects  are 
here  eshibited,  of  which  the  Elegies  were  written  very  early,  and  the  Prologue  not  long 
before  his  death. 

In  1741,  he  was  chosen  into  parliaraent  forTruroin  Cornwall,  probably  one  of  those 
who  were  elected  by  the  prince's  influence;  and  died  next  year  in  June  at  Stowe,  the 

•  fiunous  seat  of  lord  Cobham.    His  mistress  long  outlived  him,  and  in  1779  died  un- 
married.    Th^  character  which  ner  lover  bequeathed  ber  was,  indeed,  not  likely  to 

x  attract  courtship. 

1  This  account  is  still  erroneons.  James  Hammom},  our  author,  was  of  a  differcnt  family,  the  second 
son  of  Anthony  Hammond,  of  Somersham-place,  in  the  county  of  Huntingdon,  £sq.  See  Gent  Mag. 
toL  LVIL  p.  780.    JŁ 

*  Mr*  Gole  gires  him  to  Cambridge.    MSS.  Athene  Cantab.  in  Mus.  Brit    C. 
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The  Elegies  were  published  after  his  death ;  and  while  Ihe  writert  name  was  remem- 
bred  with  fondness,  they  were  read  with  a  resolution  to  admire  them. 

The  recommendatory  preface  of  the  editor,  who  was  then  believed,  and  b  now 
affirraed  by  Dr.  Maty,  to  be  the  earl  of  Chesterfield,  raised  strong  pręjudices  in  their 
favour. 

But  of  the  prefocer,  whoever  he  was,  h  may  be  reasonabry  suspeeted  that  be  nerer 
read  the  poems ;  for  he  professes  to  value  them  for  a  very  high  species  of  excellence, 
and  recommends  them  as  the  genuine  efiusions  of  the  mind,  which  expresses  a  real  pas* 
sion  in  the  language  of  naturę,  fiut  the  truth  is,  these  elegies  have  neitber  passion, 
naturę,  nor  manners.  Where  there  is  fiction,  there  is  90  passion:  he  that  des- 
cribes  himself  as  a  shepherd,  and  his  Neaera  or  Delia  as  a  shepherdess,  and  talks  of  goats 
and  lambs,  feeis  no  passkm.  He  that  courts  his  mistress  with  Roman  knagery  deserres 
to  lose  her;  for  she  may  with  good  reason  snspect  his  sincerity.  Hammond  bas  few 
sentiments  drawn  from  naturę,  and  ftw  images  from  modem  life.  He  produces  nothing 
but  frigid  pedantry.  It  woald  be  hard  to  find  in  aM  his  productions  three  stanaas  that 
deserve  to  be  remembered. 

Like  other  loyers,  he  threatens  the  lady  with  dying;  and  what  tben  shałl  foliowi 

m 

WilŁ  thou  in  tears  thy  lorer**  oone  attend, 

With  eyes  averted  Kght  the  aolemn  pyre> 
TUI  all  around  the  dokfal  flamea  atcend, 

Then  slowly  linking,  by  degrees  espire  .* 

To  sooth  the  boveriag  sool  be  thine  the  care, 
With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  moaroful  band; 

In  Babie  weeds  the  gpldcn  yase  to  bear, 

And  cull  my  ashes  with  thy  trembling  hand ; 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  costly  (east, 

And  all  the  pride  of  Asja's  fragrant  year, 
Give  them  the  treasnras  of  the  mttheat  East, 

And,  what  is  stall  morę  precious,  give  thy  tear. 

Surely  no  blame  can  fali  upon  a  nymph  who  rejected  a  swain  of  so  little  meaning. 

His  verses  are  not  rugged,  but  they  have  no  sweetness ;  they  never  gtide  in  a  stream 
of  melody.  Why  Hammond  or  other  writers  have  thought  the  quatrain  of  ten  syl- 
lables  elegiac,  it  is  diflicult  to  tell,  The  character  of  the  elegy  is  gentleness  and  tenoity ; 
but  this  stanza  has  been  pronounced  by  Dryden,  whose  knowledge  of  English  metre  was 
not  inconsiderable,  to  be  the  most  magnificent  of  all  the  measures  which  our  language 
aftbrds. 


y 


PREFACR 


BY  LORD  CHESTERFIELD. 


Thi  foUowhjg  Elegie*  were  wrote  by  a  young  gentleman  lately  dcad,  and  justly  lamented. 

Ai  be  nad  nerer  declared  his  intentions  concerning  tbeir  pubticatkm,  a  fricnd  of  his,  into  wbote  hands 
tney  fcłl,  determined  to  publish  them,  in  the  persuasion,  that  they  would  neither  be  unwelcome  to  the 
pubfc,  nor  injorious  to  the  memory  of  their  author.  The  reader  most  decide,  whether  this  determina- 
tioa  was  the  resnlt  of  jurt  judgement,  or  partial  friendship ;  for  the  editor  fcels,  and  avows  so  much  of 
the  łatter,  that  be  grres  np  all  pretensions  to  the  former. 

The  Anthor  composed  them  ten  yeart  ago;  before  be  was  two  and  twenty  yeart  old;  anage  whenfancy 
aod  hns^pnabon  commonły  riot,  atthe  eypence  ofjodgeinait  and  coirectnees,  neither  ofwhich  seemwant- 
ńghere.  Bot  smcerembisloTeasinhis  friendship,  he  wrote  to  hbmistresses,  asbespoketobjsfriends, 
noUimgbatthetrnegenamesentimentsof  his  heart;  hesatedownto  write  what  he  thougbt,  not  to  thmk 
what  be  should  write ;  itwas  naturę  and  sentiment  ooly  that  dictated  to  a  real  mistress,  not  youth- 
ful  and  poetki  fancy,  to  an  imaginary  one.  Elegy  therefore  speaks  here  ber  owo,  proper,  natire  lan- 
guage,  the  unafiected  piaintiye  language  of  the  tender  passions ;  the  tnie  elegiae  dignity  and  simplieity 
are  preaerred,  and  united,  the  one  without  pride,  the  other  without  meaimess.  Tibullus  seems  to  have 
been  the  model  out  author  judiciously  preferred  to  Orid ;  the  fbrmer  writing  directly  from  the  heart, 
to  the  heart ;  the  latter  too  often  yielding  and  addressing  bimself  to  the  imagination. 

The  undissipated  youth  of  the  author,  allowed  him  time  to  apply  himself  to  the  bert  masters,  the 
ańcients,  and  his  parts  enabled  him  to  make  the  bert  use  of  them ;  for  upon  those  great  modeis  of  solid 
sense  and  virtne,  he  formed  not  ooly  his  genlus,  but  his  heart,  both  well  prepared  by  naturę  to  adopt, 
and  adom  the  resemblanoe.  He  admired  that  justness,  that  noble  nmplicity  of  thougbt  and  expresston, 
which  have  distinguished,  and  preser  ved  their  writmgs  to  this  day  $  but  he  rerered  that  love  of  their 
country,  that  contempt.of  riches,  that  sacredness  of  friendship,  and  all  those  heroic  and  social  nrtues, 
which  marked  them  out  as  the  objects  of  the  yeneratkn,  though  not  the  imitatkrn,  of  suoceeding  ages ; 
and  he  looked  back  with  a  kmd  of  religious  awe  and  delight,  upon  those  gloiious  and  happy  times  of 
Greece  and  Romę,  when  wisdom,  yirtue,  and  liberty  formed  the  only  triumrurates,  ere  luxury  invited 
corroptaon  to  taint,,  or  corruption  introduced  starery  to  destroy,  all  public  and  prhrate  virtues,  In 
these  sentiments  he  Irted,  and  would  hare  lhred,  even  in  these  times  ;  in  these  sentiments  he  died — but  in 
fhese  times  too— Ut  non  erepta  a  diis  immortalibus  vita,  sed  donata  mors  esse  videatur. 
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ELEGYL 
on  his  paluko  m  lot*  with  huka." 

FAREWELL  that  liberty  our  rathers  gaye, 
In  vain  thcy  gave,  their  sons  recehrM  in  rain : 
I  aw  Neara,  and  ner  instant  slave, 
Though  born  a  Breton,  huggM  the  samie  chain. 

Her  osage  well  repays  my  coward  heart,    , 
Meanly  she  triumphs  in  her  lowi^s  shame, 
No  healing  joy  relieves  his  oonstant  smart, 
No  arnile  of  lorę  rćwards  the  kw  of  famę. 

Oh,  that  to  feel  these  killing  pangs  no  morę, 
On  Scythian  hills  I  lay  a  senseless  stone, 
Was  ftt'd  a  rock  amidst  the  watery  roar, 
And  in  the  rast  Atlantic  stood  alone. 

Adieu,  yę  Muses,  or  my  passion  aid, 
Why  shonld  I  loiter  by  your  idle  spring  ? 
My  humble  voice  would  move  one  only  maid, 
And  she  contemns  the  trifles  which  I  sing. 

I  do  not  ask  the  lofty  epic  strain, 
Kor  strrre  to  paint  the  wonders  of  the  sphere ; 
I  only  sing  one  cruel  maid  to  gain, 
Adieu,  ye  Muses,  if  she  will  not  hear, 

Ko  morę  in  useless  innocence  PU  pine, 
Since  gnilty  presents  win  the  greedy  fair, 
Tli  tear  its  honours  from  the  broken  shrine, 
Bot  chiefly  fchine,  O  Yenus !  will  I  tear. 

DeeeiT'd  by  thee,  I  lov'd  a  beanteous  maid, 
Who  bends  on  sordid  gold  her  Iow  desires : 
Kor  worth  nor  passion  can  her  heart  persuade, 
Bot  Love  must  act  what  Avarice  requires. 

Unwtse  who  first,  the  charm  of  naturę  lost, 
With  Tyrian  purple  soil'd  the  snowy  sheep j 
Unwiser  still  who  seas  and  mountains  crost, 
To  dig  the  rock,  and  aearch  the  pearly  deep : 

These  costly  toys  our  silly  fair  surprise, 
The  shining  foUies  cheat  their  feeble  sight, 
Their  hearts,  secure  in  trifles,  love  despise, 
3Ti&  vain  to  court  them*  but  morę  vain  to  write. 

Wby  did  the  gods  conceal  the  little  mind, 
And  eartbly  thoughts  beneath  a  heavenly  face  ; 
Forget  the  worth  that  dignines  mankind, 
Ye*  snooth  and  polish  so  each  outward  grace  ? 


Hence  all  the  blame  that  Lorę  and  Vemv  bear, 
Hence  pleasure  short,  and  anguish  ever  long, 
Hence  tears  and  aghś,  and  hence  the  peovish  fair, 
The  froward  lover— hence  this  angry  song. 

ELEGY    II. 
f 

Unable  to  satisfy  the  coretons  temper  of  Nean»,  he 
intends  to  make  a  campaign,  and  try,  if  possiblc, 
to  forget  her. 

Asi  bu,  ye  walls,  that  guard  my  cruel  fair, 
No  morę  PU  sit  in  rosy  fetters  bound, 
My  limbs  have  learnt  the  weight  of  arms  to  bear, 
My  rousing  spirits  feel  the  trumpet's  sound. 

Few  are  the  maids  that  now  on  merit  smile, 
On  spoil  and  war  is  bent  this  iron  age  : 
Yet  pain  and  death  attend  on  war  and  spoil, 
Unsated  vengeance  and  remorseless  ragę. 

To  pnrehase  spoil,  even  love  itself  is  sold, 
Her  lorer^s  heart  is  least  Neaera's  care, 
And  I  through  war  must  seek  detested  gold, 
Not  for  myself,  but  for  my  venal  fair : 

That,  while  she  bends  beneath  the  weight  of  dress, 
The  stiffen'd  robę  may  spoil  her  easy  mień  ; 
And  art  mistaken  make  her  beauty  less, 
While  still  it  hides  some  graces  better  seen. 

But  if  such  toys  can  win  her  kwely  smile,    > 
Hen  be  the  wealth  of  Tagus'  golden  sand,    ' 
Hers  the  bright  gema  that  glow  in  India's  soil, 
Hers  the  black  sons  of  Afric's  sultry  land. 

To  please  her  eye  let  every  loom  contend. 
For  her  be  rifled  Ocean's  pearly  bed. 
But  where,  alas  !  would  idle  fkney  tend, 
And  soothe  with  dreams  a  youthful  poetfs  head  ? 

Let  others  buy  the  cold  unloving  maki, 

In  forc'd  embraces  act  the  tyrantfs  part, 

While  I  their  selfish  luzury  upbraid, 

And  scorn  the  person  where  I  doubt  the  heart. 

Thus  warm'd  by  pride,  I  think  I  love  no  morę, 
And  hide  in  threats  the  weakness  of  my  mind : 
In  vain, — though  Reason  fly  the  hated  door, 
Yet  Lorę,  the  coward  Love,  still  laga  behjnd. 
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ELEOY    IIL 

He  upbraids  and  threatens  tfae  avarioe  of  Neasra, 
and  resohres  to  quit  ber. 

Shoułd  Jove  descend  in  fioods  of  liquid  ore, 
And  golden  torrents  stream  from  every  part, 
Tbat  craving  bosom  stall  would  beave  for  morę, 
Not  all  the' gods  could  satisfy  thy  heort : 

But  may  tby  fblly,  which  can  thus  disdain 
My  honest  love,  the  mighty  wrong  repay, 
May  midnight  fire  involve  tby  sordid  gain, 
And  on  thjB  shining  heaps  of  rapine  prey : 

May  all  the  youths,  like  me,  by  love  decer^d, 
Nut  ąuench  the  ruin,  but  applaud  the  doom  ; 
And,  when  thou  dy'st,  may  not  one  heart  be  griev'd, 
May  not  one  tear  bedew  the  loneły  tomb. 

But  tbe  deserving,  tender,  generous  maid, 
Whose  only  care  is  her  poor  lover*8  mind, 
Though  ruthless  age  may  bid  her  beauty  fade, 
In  etery  friend  to  loro,  a  friend  shall  find : 

And,  when  the  lamp  of  IhV  will  bunt  no  morę, 
When  dead  sbe  seems  as  in  a  gentle  sleep, 
The  pityrag  neighbour  ahall  her  lott  deplore, 
And  round  the  bier  assembled  kwers  weep :  . 

With  flowery  gariands,  each.rerolving  year, 
Sball  strow  the  grave  wbere  truth  and  aoftneti  rest, 
Tben  borne  returnrag,  drop  the  pkras  tear, 
And  bid  the  torf  lie  easy  en  her  breast. 

ELEGY    IV. 

To  his  friend,  written  under  the  confinement  of  a 
long  indisposition. 

While  calm  yon  sit  beneath  ypur  secret  shade, 
And  loae  in  pleasing  thougbt  the  summer-day, 
Or  tempt  the  wish  of  some  unpractisM  maid, 
Whose  heart  at  once  ińcUnes  and  fears  to  stray : 

The  sprightly  vigour  of  my  youth  is  fled, 
Łonely  and  stek,  on  death  is  all  my  thought, 
Oh,  spare,  Persephone,  this  guiltless  head, 
Love,  too  much  love,  is  all  thy  supplianfs  fault. 
No  virgin's  easy  faith  I  e'er  betray'd, 
My  tongoe  ne*er  boasted  of  a  feign'd  embrace ; 
No  poisons  in  tbe  cap  have  I  oonvey'd, 
Nor  veil'd  destruction  with  a  friendly  face : 

No  secret  horrours  gnawthis  quiet  breast, 
TTms  pious  hand  ne'er  robb*d  the  sacred  fane, 
I  ne'er  distnrb'd  the  gods'  eternal  rest 
With  cnrses  loud,— but  oft  have  pray'd  in  vain. 

No  stealth  of  Time  bas  thinn'd  my  flowing  hair, 
Nor  Age  yet  bent  me  with  his  iron  band : 
Ab !  why  so  won  the  tender  blossom  tear ! 
Ere  autumn  yet  the  ripen'd  fruit  demand  ? 

Ye  gods,  wnoe^er  in  gloomy  shades  below, 
Now  slowty  tread  your  melancholy  round  ; 
Now  wandering  view  the  paleful  rivers  flow, 
And  musing  hearken  to  their  solemn  sound : 

O,  let  me  still  enjoy  the  chearful  day, 
Till,  many  years  unheeded  o^er  me  rolI'd, 
Pleas'd  in  my  age,  I  trifle  life  away, 
And  tell  how  much  we  lov'd,  ere  I  grew  old. 

But  you,  who  now,  with  festive  gariands  crown'd, 
In  cbase  of  pleasure  the  gay  moments  spend, 
By  quick  enjoyment  heal  love,s  pleasing  wound, 
And  grteve  for  nothing  but  your  absent  friend. 


ELEGY     V. 

The  Iorer  is  at  first  introduced  speakmg  to  his  ser- 
rant,  be  afterwards  addresses  himself  to  his  ima* 
tress,  and  at  last  there  is  a  supposed  interrinr 
between  them. 

With  winę,  morę  winę,  decefce  thy  master*s  cart, 
TUI  creeping  slumber  sootbe  his  troobled  breast, 
Let  not  a  whisper  stir  the  silent  sir, 
If  hapless  love  a  while  consent  to  rest 

Untoward  guards  beset  my  Cynthia's  doors, 
And  cruel  loeks  th*  imprison'd  fair  conceal, 
May  ligntnings  blast  wbom  k>ve  in  Tam  hnplores. 
And  Jove's  own  thunder  rive  those  boks  of  steeL 

Ab,  gentle  door,  attend  my  humble  cali, 
Nor  let  thy  soonding  binge  our  tbefts  betray, 
So  all  my  curses  far  from  thee  shall  fali, 
We  angry  lorers  mean  not  balf  we  say. 

Remember  now  the  flowery  wreaths  I  gare, 
When  first  I  told  thee  of  my  bold  desires, 
Nor  thou,  O  Cynthia,  fear  the  watchful  dare, 
Venus  will  farour  what  berśelf  inspires. 

She  guides  the  youth  who  see  not  wbere  they  tread, 
Sbe  shows  tbe  virgin  how  to'  turo  the  door, 
Softiy  to  steal  from  off  her  silent  bed, 
And  not  a  step  betray  her  on  the  floor. 

The  feariess  lover  wants  no  beam  of  light, 
The  robber  knows  him,  nor  obstructs  bis  way, 
Sacred  he  wanders  througb  tbe  pathless  night, 
Belongs  to  Venus,  and  can  never  stray. 

I  acorn  the  chilling  wind,  and  beating  rain, 
Nor  heed  cold  watchings  on  the  dewy  ground, 
If  all  the  hardsbips  I  for  love  sustain, 
With  love's  Yictorkras  joys  at  last  be  crownM : 

With  sndden  step  let  nonę  our  bliss  surprise, 
Or  check  the  freedom  of  secure  delight — 
Rash  man  beware,  and  shut  thy  curious  eyes, 
Lest  angry  Venus  snatch  their  guitty  sight 

But  shouldst  thou  see,  th'  important  secret  hide, 
Though  question'd  by  the  powers  of  Earth  and 

Heaven, 
The  prating  tongne  shall  lovełs  tetenge  abide, 
Still  sue  for  grace,  and  never  be  forgfren. 

A  wizard-dame,  the  lover's  ancient  friend, 
With  magie  charm  has  deaft  thy  husbamft  ear,. 
At  her  command  I  saw  the  stare  descend, 
And  winged  ligntnings  stop  in  mid  career. 

I  saw  ber  stamp,  and  cleare  tKe  solid  ground, 
While  gastly  spectres  round  us  wiMIy  roam ; 
I  saw  them  hearken  to  her  potent  sound, 
Till,  scarM  at  day,  they  sought  tbeirdreary  home. 

At  her  command  the  ▼igorous  summec  pines, 
And  wintery  clouds  obscure  the  hopeful  year; 
At  ber  strong  bidding,  gloomy  winter  sbines, 
And  Ternal  roses  on  the  snows  appear. 

She  gave  these  charms,  which  I  on  thee  bestow, 
They  dim  the  eye,  and  duli  the  jealous  mind, 
For  me  they  make  a  husband  nothing  know, 
For  me,  and  only  me,  they  make  him  blind : 

But  what  did  most  this  faithful  heart  surprise, 
She  boasted  that  her  skill  could  set  it  free : 
Thb  faithfol  heart  the  boasted  freedom  flies ; 
How  could  it  yenture  to  abandon  thee  ? 


LOVEEŁ£OIES- 
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ELEOY    VŁ 


Hesjom  Delia  to  pity  him,  by  their  rriendship 
~  "      rbo  was  lately  dead. 


TaousAiros  would  seek  the  lasting  peace  of  death, 
And  in  tfaat  harbour  diun  the  storm  of  care, 
Offlcioushope  fltill  holds  the  Beeting  breath, 
She  telb  them  stall, — To-morrow  will  be  fair. 

She  tells  me,  Delia,  I  shaU  thee  obtain, 
Bot  ean  I  ntten  to  her  syren  song,  [chain, 

Who  seven  slow  months  have  dragg'd  my  painful 
80  tong  thy  Iwer,  aad  despis'd  so  long  ? 

By  aD  the  joy  t  thy  dearest  Caelia  gave, 
Let  not  her  once-lcVd  rriend  unpitied  bum ; 
80  may  her  ashes  flnd  a  peaceful  grave, 
And  steep  unmjurM  in  their  sacred  urn. 

To  her  I  fint  arowM  my  ttinorous  flame, 
She  nnrsM  my  hopes,  and  taught  me  how  to  me, 
She  ttill  would  pity  what  the  wise  raight  blame, 
And  feel  for  weakness  which  ihe  never  knew : 

Ah,  do  not  griere  the  dear  lamented  shade, 
That  horering  ronnd  us  all  my  suflerings  hears, 
She  is  my  saint, — to  her  my  prayersare  madę, 
With  oft  repeated  gift*  of  flowers  andtean : 

Tb  her  sad  tomb  at  midnight  I  retire, 
And  lonery  sitting  by  the  silent  stone, 
I  tell  it  all  the  gnefs  my  wrongs  rasptre, 
The  marbfo  image,  seems  to  hear  my  moan : 

Thy  friemPs  pale  ghost  shaH  rat  thy  sleepless  bed, 
And  stand  befbre  thee  al!  m  Tirgin  wbite ; 
That  ruthless  bosom  will  disturb  the  dead, 
And  eafi  forth  pity  from  eternal  night : 

Gease,  crnel  man,  themoarnfnl  theme  forbear, 
Though  mach  thoa  sufler,  to  thyself  complain : 
Ah,  to  recal  the  sad  ramembrance  spare, 
One  tear  from  her  k  morę  than  all  thy  pain. 

ELEGY    VII* 

Oa  Delia'*,  being  in  the  country,  where  he  snpposes 
she  stays  to  see  the  harveat 

Now  Delia  breathes  in  woods  the  fragrant  air, 
Duli  are  the  hearts  that  still  in  town  remain, 
Yenns  hersełf  attends  on  Delia  there, 
And  Cupid  sports  amid  the  sylvan  train. 

Oh,  with  what  joy,  my  Delia  to  behold, 
Pd  press  the  spade,  or  wield  the  weighty  prong, 
Guide  the  slow  plough-share  thro'  the  stubborn  mold, 
And  patient  goad  the  loHering  ox  along ; 

The  scorching  heats  Pd  caretessly  despise, 
Kor  heed  the  blistors  on  my  tender  band  ;■ 
The  great  Apollo  wore  the  same  disguise, 
Iike  me  subdued  to  Ioy^s  supremę  command. 

No  healing  herbs  conld  sooth  their  master^  pain, 
The  art  of  physic  lost,  and  useless  lay, 
To  Peneus'  strcam,  and  Tempe'9  sbady  plain, 
He  drore  his  berds  beneath  the  noon-tide  ray : 

Oft  with  a  hleating  lamb  m  either  arm, 
His  Moshing  «ster  saw  him  pace  along ; 
Oft  would  his  Toice  the  silent  valJey  charm, 
TO  towing  ozeo  broke  the  tender  song. 

Where  are  b»  triumphs  ?  where  his  warlike  toil  ? 
Where  by  his  darts  the  crested  Pithon  slain  ? 
Where  are  his  Delphi?  his  delightful  wie  ? 
The  fod  himself  is  grown  a  cottage  swain. 


O,  Ceres !  in  your  golden  fields  no  morę, 
With  harresfs  chearful  pomp,  my  fcur  detain,— . 
Think  what  for  lost  Proserpina  you  borę, 
And  in  a  motber*s  anguish  feel  my  pain. 

Our  wiser  fethers  left  their  fields  unsown, 
Their  food  was  acorns,  lorc  their  sole  employ, 
They  met,  they  Uk'd,  they  staid  but  till  alone, 
And  in  each  valley  snatchM  the  honest  joy. 

No  wakerul  guard,  no  doors  to  stop  desire, 
Thrice  happy  times ! — But,  oh !  I  fondJy  rave, 
Lead  me  to  Delia,  all  her  eyes  inspire 
PU  do.— PU  plough,  or  dig  as  Delia's  slave. 

ELEGY    VIII. 

He  despairs  that  he  shall  ever  possess  Delia. 

Aa,  what  avails  thy  loyert  pious  care  ? 
His  lavish  inoense  clouds  the  sky  in  vain, 
Nor  wealth  nor  greataess  was  hiś  idle  prayer, 
For  thee  alone  he  pray'd,  thee  hopM  to  gain  r 

With  tbee  I  hopM  to  wasre  the  pleasing  day, 
Till  in  thy  arras  an  age  of  joy  was  past, 
Then>  old  with  lote,  insensibly  decay, 
And  on  thy  bosom  gentljr  breathe  my  last 

I  scorn  the  Lydian  rnrer/s  golden  wave. 

And  all  tlje  vulgar  charms  of  human  life, 

I  only  ask  to  live  my  Delia's  slare, 

And,  when  I  long  hare  servVi  her,  cali  her  wife : 

I  only  ask,  of  her  I  love  possest, 

To  sink,  o'ercome  with  bliss,  in  safe  repose, 

To  strain  her  yielding  beauties  to  my  breast, 

And  kiss  her  wearied  eye-lids  till  they  close. 

Attend,  O  Juno !  with  thy  sober  ear,  > 

Attend,  gay  Venus,  parent  of  desire ; 
This  one  fond  wish,  if  you  refuse  to  hear, 
Oh,  let  me  with  this  sigh  of  love  expirc 

ELEGY   CC 
He  has  lost  Delia. 

He  who  could  fint  two  gentle  hearts  unbmd, 
.And  rob  a  lover  of  his  weeptiig  fair, 
Hard  was  the  mao,  but  harder,  in  my  mind,    . 
The  lover  still,  who  dy'd  not  of  despair : 

With  mean  disguise  let  others  naturę  hide, 
And  mimie  rirtue  with  the  paint  of  art, 
I  sćorn  the  eheat  of  reason's  foolish  pride, 
And  boast  the  graoeful  weakness  of  my  heart. 
The  morę  I  think,  the  morę  I  feel  my  pain, 
And  learn  the  morę  each  heayenly  charm  to  prize ; 
While  fools,  too  light  for  passion,  safe*  remain. 
And  dullsensation  keeps  the  stupid  wise. 

Sad  is  my  day,  and  sad  my  lingering  night, 
When,  wrapt  in  silent  grief,  I  weep  alone, 
Delia  is  lost,  and  all  my  past  delight 
Is  new  the  source  of  unavailing  moan. 

Where  is  the  wit  that  heighten'd  beauty'*  charms  ? 
Where  is  the  face  that  fed  my  longing  eyes } 
Where  is  the  shape  thatmight  have  blest  my  arms  ? 
Where  are  those  hopes  relentless  Fate  denies  > 
When  spent  with  endless  grief  I  die  at  last, 
Delia  may  come,  and  see  my  poor  remains,— 
Oh,  Delia  !  after  such  an  absence  past, 
Ganst  thou  still  love,  and  not  forget  my  pains? 

Wih  thou  in  tears  thy  lover's  corse  attend, 
With  eyes  ayarted  light  the  splemn  pyrę, 
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Till  all  aroiuid  the  dołeful  flames  ascend, 
Then,  slowly  sinking,  by  degrees  expire  r 

To  śoothe  the  horering  soul,  be  thine  the  care, 
With  plaintive  cries  to  lead  the  mournful  band, 
In  sable  weeds  the  golden  vase  to  bear, 
And  cull  my  ashes  with  thy  trembling  hand ! 

Panchaia's  odours  be  their  costly  feast, 
And  all  the  pride  of  Asia's  fragrant  year ; 
Give  them  the  treasures  of  the  farthest  East, 
And,  what  is  still  morę  precious,  give  thy  tear. 

Dying  for  thee,  there  is  m  death  a  pride, 
Let  all  the  world  thy  hapless  lover  know, 
No  sileni  urn  the  noble  passion  hide, 
But  deeply  grami  thus  my  sufferings  show : 

"  Herę  lies  a  youth,  borne  down  with  love  and  care, 
He  could  not  long  lus  Delia'8  loss  abide, 
Joy  left  his  bosom  with  the  parking  fair, 
And  whep  he  durst  no  longer  hope,  he  dyM." 

ELEGY  X. 

On  Dclia'B  birth-day. 

Ta  is  day,  which  saw  my  Delia's  beauty  rise, 
Shall  morę  than  all  our  sacred  days  be  blest, 
The  world  enamour'd  óf  ner  lorely  eyes, 
Shall  grow  as  good  and  gentle  as  her  breast. 

By  all  our  guardied  sighs,  and  hid  desires, 
Oh,  mąy  our  gniltless  love  be  still  the  same ! 
I  bura,  and  glory  in  the  pleasing  fires, 
If  Delia's  bosom  share  the  mutual  flame. 

Thou  happy  genius  of  her  natal  hour, 
Accept  her  incense,  if  her  thpughts  be  kind; 
But  let  her  court  in  vain  thy  angry  power, 
If  all  our  vows  are  blotted  from  her  mmcL 

And  thou,  O  Venus,  hear  my  righteons  prayer, 
Or  bind  the  shepherdess,  or  loose  the  swain, 
Yet  rather  guard  them  both  with  equal  care, 
And  let  them  die  together  in  thy  chain : 

What  I  demand,  perhaps  her  heart  desires, 
But  virgin  fears  her  nicer  tongue  restrain  j 
The  secret  thought,  which  blushing  lorę  inspires, 
The  conscious  eye  can  fuli  as  well  explain. 

ELEGY  XI. 

Against  loyers  going  to  war,  in  which  he  pbiloso- 
phically  prefers  love  and  Dcdia  to  the  morę  seri- 
ous  vanities  of  the  world. 

The  man  who  sharpen'd  fint  the  warlike  steel, 
How  fell  and  deadly  was  his  iron  heart, 
He  gave  the  wound  eticountering  nations  feel, 
And  Death  grew  stronger  by  his  fatal  art : 

Yet  not  from  steel  debatę  and  battle  rosę, 
Tis  gold  o'erturns  the  even  scalę  of  life, 
Naturę  is  free  to  all,  and  nonę  were  foes, 
Till  partia]  luxury  began  the  strife. 

Let  spoil  aod  yictory  adorń  the  bold, 
While  I  inglorious  neither  hope  nor  fear, 
Perish  the  thirst  of  honour,  thirst  of  gold, 
Ere  for  my  absence  Delia  lose  a  tear : 

Why  should  the  lorer  quit  his  pleasing  home, 
In  8earch  of  danger  on  some  foreign  ground ; 
Far  from  his  weeptng  fair  ungrateful  roam, 
And  risk  in  every  stroke  a  double  wound  ? 


Ah,  better  far,  beneoth  the  spreading  shade, 
With  chearful  friends  to  drain  the  sprightly  bowl, 
To  sing  the  beauties  of  my  darling  maid, 
And  on  the  sweet  idea  feast  my  soul : 

Then  fuli  of  love  to  all  her  charms  retire, 
And  fold  her  blushing  to  my  eager  breast, 
Tdl,  quite  o'ercome  with  softness,  with  desire, 
Like  me  she  pants,  she  faints,  and  sinks  to  rest. 

ELEGY  XIL 

To  Delia. 

No  second  love  shall  e'er  my  art  smprize, 
This  solemn  league  did  first  our  passion  bind : 
Thou,  only  thou,  canst  please  thy  loreHs  eyes, 
Thy  voice  alone  can  soothe  his  tro  bied  mind. 

Oh,  that  thy  charms  were  only  fair  to  me, 
Displease  sil  others,  and  secure  my  rest, 
No  need  of  envy, — let  me  happy  be, 
I  little  care  that  others  know  me  blest. 

With  thee  in  gloomy  deserts  let  me  dwell, 
Where  never  human  footstep  mark'd  tbe  ground ; 
Thou,  light  of  life,  all  darkness  canst  ezpel* 
And  seem  a  wjorld  with  solttude  around. 

I  say  too  much— my  heedlesa  words  restore, 
My  tongue  undoes  me  in  this  loving  hour ; 
Thou  know 'st  thy  strength,and  thenceinsultingmore, 
Will  make  me  feel  the  weight  of  all  thy  power : 

Whate'er  I  feel,  thy  stare  1  will  remain, 

Nor  fly  the  burtben  I  am  form'd  to  bear, 

In  chains  111  sit  me  down  at  Venus'  lane, 

She  knows  my  wrongs,  and  will  regard  my  prayer. 

ELEGY  XIII. 

He  imagines  himself  lnarried  to  Delia,  and  that, 
content  with  each  other,  they  are  retired  into  the 
country. 

Lbt  others  boast  their  heaps  of  shining  gold, 
And  view  tlieir  fields,  with  waving  plenty  crowrid, 
Whom  ueighbouring  foes  in  constant  terrour  hołd, 
And  trumpets  break  their  slumbers,  never  sound : 

While  calmly  poor  I  trifle  life  away, 
Enjoy  sweet  leisure  by  my  chearful  fire, 
No  wanton  hope  my  quiet  shall  betray, 
But,  cheaply  blest,  Pil  scorn  each  vain  desire. 

With  timely  care  Pil  sow  my  little  field, 
And  plant  my  orchard  with  its  mastcrłs  hand, 
Nor  blush  to  spread  the  hay,  the  hook  to  więld, 
Or  rangę  my  sheares  along  the  sunny  land. 

If  late  at  dusk,  while  carelessly  I  roam, 
1  meet  a  strolling  kid,  or,  bleating  lamo, 
Under  my  arm  Pil  bring  the  wanderer  home. 
And  not  a  little  chide  its  thoughtless  dam. 

What  joy  to  hear  the  tempest  howl  in  vain, 
And  clasp  a  fearful  mistrcss  to  my  breast  ? 
Or  lulPd  to  slumber  by  the  bealing  rain, 
Secure  and  happy,  sink  at  last  to  rest  ? 

Or,  if  the  Sun  in  flaming  Leo  nde, 

By  shady  rivers  indolentiy  stray, 

And  with  my  Delia,  walking  side  by  side, 

Hear  how  they  murmur,  as  they  glide  away? 

What  joy  to  wind  along  the  cool  retreat, 
To  stop,  and  gazę  on  Delia  as  I  go  ? 
To  mingle  sweet  discourse  with  kisses  sweet, 
And  teach  my  loveły  scholar  all  1  know  ? 
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Thut  pleasM  at  heart,  and  not  with  fancy'8  dream, 
In  silent  happiness  I  rest  unknown ; 
ConteDt  with  what  I  am,  not  what  I  seetn, 
I  live  for  Delia  and  myself  alone.  - 

Ah,  fooHsh  man,  who  thus  of  her  possest, 
Could  float  and  wander  with  ambitions  wind, 
And  if  his  outward  trappings  spoke  him  blest, 
Not  heed  the  sickness  or  his  eonscious  mind  ! 

With  her  1  scorn  thc  idle  breath  of  praise, 
Nor  trust  to  happiness  that  's  not  our  own ; 
The  smile  of  fortunę  might  suspicion  raise, 
But  berę  I  know  that  1  am  lov'd  alone. 

Stanbope,  in  wisdom  as  in  wit  divine, 
May  rise,  and  plead  Britanma'8  glorions  cause, 
With  steady  rein  his  eager  wit  contine, 
While  manly  sense  the  deep  attention  draws. 

Let  Stanhope  speak  his  listening  country s  wrongs, 
My  humble  voice  shall  please  one  partial  maid ; 
For  ber  alone  I  pen  my  tender  song, 
Securely  sitting  in  his  friendly  shade. 

Stanhope  shall  come,  and  grace  his  rural  friend, 
Delia  shall  wonder  at  her  noble  guest, 
With  blushing  awe  the  riper  fniit  commend, 
And  for  her  husband's  patron  cnll  the  best. 

Hers  be  the  care  of  all  my  little  train, 
While  I  with  tender  indolence  am  blest, 
The  favourite  snbject  of  her  gentle  reign, 
By  love  alone  distingaish'd  from  the  resjL 

For  her  I'U  yoke  my  oxen  to  the  plough, 

In  gloomy  forests  tend  my  lonely  flock ; 

For  her  a  goat-herd  climb  the  mountam'slMPOW, 

And  sleep  extended  oq  the  naked  rock  : 

Ah,  what  avails  to  pres*  the  stately  bed, 

And  far  from  her  'midst  tasteless  grandeur  weep, 

By  marble  fuuntains  lay  the  pensive  head, 

And,  while  they  murmur,  strive  in  vain  to  sleep  ? 

Dęba  alone  can  please,  and  never  tire, 
Exceed  the  paint  of  thought  in  true  delight ; 
With  her,  enjoyment  wakens  new  desire, 
And  equal  rapture  glows  through  every  night : 

Beauty  and  worth  in  her  alike  contend, 
To  charm  the  fancy,  and  to  fix  the  mind ; 
In  her,  my  wife,  my  mistress,  and  my  friend, 
I  taste  the  joys  of  sense  and  reason  join'd. 

On  her  PI]  gazę,  when  others  loves  are  o'er, 
And  dying  press  her  with  my  clay-cold  hand — 
Thou  weep'st  already,  as  I  were  no  morę, 
Nor  can  that  gentle  breast  thc  thought  withstand. 

Oh,  wben  1  die,  my  latest  moments  spare, 
Nor  let  thy  grief  with  sharper  torments  kill, 
Wouod  not  thy  chceks,  nor  hurt  that  flowing  hair, 
Though  I  am  dead,  my  soul  shall  love  thee  still : 

Oh,  quit  the  room,  oh,  quit  the  deathful  bed, 
Or  thou  wilt  die,  so  tender  is  thy  heart ; 
Oh,  leare  me,  Delia,  ere  thou  see  me  dead, 
These  weeping  friends  will  do  thy  inournful  part : 

Let  them,  extended  on  thc  decent  bier, 
Convey  the  corse  in  melancholy  state, 
Through  all  the  village  spread  the  tender  tear, 
While  pitymg  maids  our  wondruus  loves  rclate. 

ELEGY    XIV. 
To  Delia. 

Wbat  scenes  of  Miss  my  raptu  r'd  fancy  framM, 
In  some  lone  spot  with  Pcace  and  thee  rtttird  ! 
YOL.  XL 


Though  reason  then  my  sanguine  fondne^s  blam'd, 
1  still  believ'd  what  flattermg  love  inspir'd  : 

But  now  my  wrongs  have  taughtmy  humbled  mind, 
To  dangerous  bliss  no  longer  tu  pretend, 
In  books  a  calm,  but  (ix'd  conteut  to  liud, 
Safe  joys,  that  on  óursches  alone  depend : 

With  thcm  the  gentle  moments  I  beguile, 
In  leanied  ease,  and  elegant delight; 
Compare  the  beauties  ot  each  ditlerent  style, 
Each  various  ray  of  wit's  ditfusive  light : 

Now  mark  the  strength  of  Milton's  sacred  lines, 
Scnse  rais'd  by  genius,  fancy  ruPd  by  art, 
Where  all  the  glory  of  the  Godhead  shines, 
And  earliest  innocence  cnchants  the  heart. 

Now,  nYd  by  Pope  and  Yirtue,  leave  the  age 
In  Iow  pursuit  of  self-undoing  wrong, 
And  tracę  thc  author  through  his  morał  page, 
Whose  blameless  life  still  answcrs  to  his  song. 

If  time  and  books  my  lingering  pain  can  heal, 
And  reason  lix  its  empire  o'er  my  heart, 
My  patriot  breast  a  noble  warmth  shall  feel, 
And  glow  with  love,  where  weakness  has  no  part. 

Thy  heart,  O  Lyttelton,  shall  be  my  guide, 
Its  tire  shall  warra  me,  and  its  worth  improve  ; 
Thy  heart,  above  nil  envy,  and  all  pride, 
Firm  as  man  s  scn>c,  and  soft  as  wotnan's  love. 

And  you,  O  West,  with  her  your  partner  dcar, 
Whom  soctal  mirth  and  useful  sense  commend, 
With  learning\s  feast  my  drooping  mind  shall  chear, 
Glad  to  escape  from  love  to  such  a  friend. 

But  why,  so  long  my  weaker  heart  deceive  ? 
Ah,  still  I  love,  in  pride  and  reason's  spite, 
No  books,  alas !  my  painful  thoughts  relieve, 
And  while  1  threat,  this  EIcgy  I  write. 

ELEGY    XV. 
To  Mr.  George  Grenyille. 

Oh,  formM  alike  to  serve  us,  and  to  please  ; 
Polite  with  honesty,  and  learn'd  with  ease  j 
With  heart  to  act,  with  genius  to  retire  ; 
Open,  yet  wise  ;  though  gentle,  fuli  of  fire  : 
With  thee  I  scorn  the  Iow  constraint  of  art, 
Nor  fear  to  trust  the  follies  of  my  heart ;     . 
Hear  then  from  what  my  long  despair  arose, 
The  faithful  story  of  a  lover's  woes. 
When,  in  a  sober  melancholy  hour, 
Reduc'd  by  sickness  uhder  reason's  power, 
I  view'd  my  state,  too  little  weigh'd  before, 
And  Ix)ve  himself  could  flatter  me  no  raore, 
My  Delia'*  hopes  I  would  no  morę  dcceive,    [Ieave; 
But  whom   my  passion  hurt,   through   friendship 
I  chose  the  coldest  words  my  heart  to  hide, 
And  curc  her  sex's  weakness  through  its  pride  : 
The  prudence  whieh  I  taught,  I  ill  pursued, 
The  chann  my  reason  broke,  my  heart  rcnewM  : 
Again  submissive  to  her  feet  I  came, 
And  prov*d  too  wcll  my  pa^sion  by  my  shame  ; 
While  she,  secure  in  coMness,  or  disdain, 
lorgot  my  love,  or  trinmph'd  itiits  pain, 
Began  with  higher  views  her  thonghts  to  raise, 
And  scomM  the  humble  poet  of  her  praise  : 
She  let  eairh    ittle  lie  o'cr  truth  prevail, 
And  strengthenM  by  her  faith  each  groundless  tale, 
Keliev'd  thc  giosse>t  arts  that  malice  try'd, 
Nor  once  in  thought  was  on  her  lovcr's  side  : 
Oh,  where  were  then  the  scenes  offancied  life  ? 
Oh,  where  the  friend,  the  u»i»tre»s,  and  the  wifcw 
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Her  yeara  of  promis'd  love  werequickly  past, 

Not  two  revolving  moons  could  see  them  last.— 

To  Stow^s  delightful  scenes  I  now  repair, 

In  Cobham's  smile  to  lose  the  gloom  of  care  ! 

Nor  fear  that  he  my  weakness  should  despise, 

In  naturę  learned,  and  humanely  wise : 

There  Pitt,  in  manners  soft,  in  friendship  warm, 

With  mild  advice  my  listening  grief  sball  charm, 

With  sense  to  counsel,  and  with  wit  to  please, 

A  Roman' s  virtue  with  a  courtier'8  ease. 

Nor  you,  my  .riend,  whose  heart  is  still  atrest, 

Contemn  the  human  weakness  of  my  breast; 

Reason  may  chide  the  faults  she  cannot  cure, 

And  pains,  which  long  we  scoitfd,  we  oft  endure ; 

Though  wiser  cares  eraploy  your  studious  mind, 

Form'd  with  a  soul  so  elegantly  kind, 

Your  breast  may  lose  the  calm  it  long  has  known, 

And  learn  my  woes  to  pity,  hy  its  own. 

ELEGY    XVI. 
To  Miss  Dashwood. 

0  say,  thou  dear  possessor  of  my  breast, 
Where  's  now  my  boasted  li  berty  and  rest ! 
Where  the  gay  moments  which  I  once  have  known ! 
O,  where  that  heart  I  fondly  thought  my  own ! 
From  place  to  place  I  solitary  roam, 

Abroad  uneasy,  not  content  at  home. 

1  scorn  the  beauties  cotnmon  eyes  adore  ;    ' 
The  morę  1  view  them,  feel  thy  worth  the  morę; 
Unmov'd  I  hear  them  speak,  or  see  them  fair, 
And  only  think  on  thee  who  art  not  there. 

In  vain  would  books  their  fbrmal  snccour  lend, 
Nor  wit  nor  wisdom  can  relieve  their  friend  ; 
Wit  cant  deceive  the  pain  1  now  endure, 
And  wisdom  shows  the  ill  without  the  cure. 
When  from  thy  sight  I  waste  the  tedious  day, 
A  thousand  schemes  I  form,  and  things  to  say ; 
But  when  thy  presence  gives  the  time  I  seek, 
My  heart  's  so  fuli,  I  wish,  but  cannot  speak. 

And  conld  I  speak  with  eloąuence  and  ease, 
Tili  now  not  studious  of  the  art  to  please, 
Could  I,  at  woman  who  so  oft  exclaim, 
Expose  (nor  blush)  thy  triumph  and  my  shame, 
Abjure  tbose  maxims  I  so  lately  priz'd, 
And  court  that  sex  I  (bolishly  despis'd, 
Own  thou  hast  soften'd  my  obdurate  mind, 
And  tbus  reveng'd  the  wrongs  of  womankind : 


Lott  were  my  words,  and  fruitless  all  my  pain, 
In  vain  to  tell  thee,  all  I  write  in  vain j 
My  humble  sighs  shall  only  reach  thy  ears, 
And  all  my  eloąuence  shall  be  my  tears. 

And  now. (for  morę  I  never  must  pretend) 
Hear  me  not  as  thy  lover,  but  thy  friend  ; 
Thousands  will  fain  thy  little  heart  ensnare, 
For  without  danger  nonę  like  thee  are  fair  ; 
But  wisely  chouse  who  best  deserres  thy  flame, 
So  shall  the  choice  itself  become  thy  famę  ; 
Nor  yet  despise,  though  void  of  winning  art, 
The  plain  and  honest  courtship  of  the  heart : 
The  skilful  tongue  in  Love'a  persuasive  lorę, 
Though  less  it  fcels,  will  please  and  flat  er  morę, 
And,  meanly  learned  in  that  guilty  trade, 
Can  long  abuse  a  fond,  unthinking  makL 
And  sińce  their  lips  so  knowing  to  decetve, 
Thy  unexperiencM  youth  might  soon  believe ; 
And  sińce  their  tears,  in  false  submission  drcst, 
Might  thaw  the  icy  coldness  of  thy  breast ; 

0  !  shut  thine  eyes  to  such  deceitful  woe : 
Caught  by  the  beauty  of  thy  outward  show, 

1  Jke  me  they  do  not  lorę,  whate'er  they  seem, 
like  me— -with  passion  founded  on  esteein. 


PROLOGUE 

TO 

ULLO»S  ELMERIC  « . 

No  labour^d  scenes  to-night  adom  our  stage, 
Lillo^  plain  sense  would  here  the  heart  engage. 
He  knew  no  art,  no  nile ;  but  warmly  thought 
From  passion*8  fbrce,  and  as  he  felt,  he  wrote. 
His  Barnwell  once  no  critjc'8  test  could  bear, 
Yet  from  each  eye  still  draws  the  natural  tear. 
With  generous  candour  hear  his  latest  strains, 
And  let  kind  pity  shelter  his  remains. 
Deprest  by  want,  afflicted  by  disease, 
Dying  he  wrote,  and  dying  wishM  to  please. 
Oh,  may  that  wish  be  now  humanely  paki, 
And  no  harsh  critic  vex  his  gentle  shade. 
Tis  youra  his  unsupported  famę  to  save, 
And  bid  one  laurel  grace  his  humble  grave. 

1  See  the  epilogue  to  this  tragedy  among  the 
poems  of  lord  I^ttelton.  In  the  Life  of  Lilio  bow- 
ever,  that  epilogue  is  confidently  ascribed  toMr. 
Hammond. 
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LIFE  OF  SOMERYILE. 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Of  Mr.  SOMERVTLFs  li/e  I  am  not  able  to  say  any  thing  tbat  can  satisfy  curiosity. 

He  was  a  gentleman  whose  estate  was  in  Warwkkshire;  his  house,  where  he  was 
boni  in  1 692  is  called  Edston,  a  seat  inherited  from  a  long  linę  of  ancestors ;  for  he 
was  said  to  be  of  the  first  family  m  his  coanty.  He  telle  of  himself,  that  he  was  bora 
nearthe  Avon's  banks.  He  was  bred  at  Winchester-  school,  and  was  elected  feilow'of 
New  College.  It  does  not  appear  that  in  the  places  of  his  education  he  exhibited  any 
tmcommon  proofs  of  genius  or  literaturę.  His  powers  were  first  displayed  in  the  coun- 
try, where  he  was  distinguished  as  a  poet,  a  gentleman,  and  a  skilful  and  useful  justice 
of  the  peace. 

Of  the  close  of  his  life,  those  whom  his  poems  have  delighted  will  read  with  painthe 
following  account,  copied  from  the  letters  of  his  friend  Shenstone,  by  whom  he  was  too 
much  resembled. 

«  — Our  old  friend  Somervile  is  dead !  I  did  not  imagine  I  could  have  been  so  sorry 
as  l  find  myself  on  this  occasion. — Sublatum  qua?rimu$.  I  can  now  excuse  all  his  foi- 
bks;  impute  them  to  age,  and  to  distress  of  circumstances:  the  last  of  these  considerations 
wrings  my  very  soul  to  think  on.  For  a  man  of  high  spirit,  conscious  of  having  (at  least 
in  one  production)  generally  pleased  the  world,  to  be  plagued  and  threatened  by 
wretches*  that  are  Iow  in  every  sense ;  to  be  forced  to  drink  himself  into  pains  of  the 
body,  in  order  to  get  rid  of  the  pains  of  the  mind,  is  a  misery." 

He  died  July  19,  1742,  and  was  buried  at  Wotten,  near  Henley  on  Arden. 

His  distresses  need  not  be  much  pitied :  his  estate  is  said  to  have  been  fifteen  hundred 
a  year,  which  by  his  death  devolved  to  lord  Somervile  of  Scotland.  His  mother 
indeed,  who  lived  till  ninety,  had  a  jointure  of  six  hundred. 

It  is  with  regret  that  I  find  myself  not  better  enabled  to  exhibit  memorials  of  a  wrr 
ter,  who  at  least  must  be  allowed  to  have  set  a  good  example  to  men  of  his  own  class, 
by  dewting  part  of  his  time  to  elegant  knowledge ;  and  who  has  shown,  by  the  sub  jects 
which  his  poetry  has  adorned,  that  it  is  practicable  to  be  at  once  a  skilful  sportsman 
and  a  man  of  letters. 

Somenrile  has  tried  many  modes  of  poetry ;  and  though  perhaps  he  has  not  in  any 
leached  such  excellence  as  to  raise  much  envy,  it  may  commonly  be  said  at  least,  that 
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"  he  writes  very  well  for  a  gentleman."  His  serious  pieces  are  sometimes  elerated,  and 
his'  trifles  are  sometimes  elegant.  In  his  verses  to  Addison,  the  conplet  which  mentions 
Clio  is  written  with  the  most  exquisite  delicacy  of  praise ;  it  exhibits  one  of  those  happy 
strokes  that  are  seldom  attained.  In  his  Odes  to  Marlborough  there  are  beautiful  lines; 
but  in  the  second  Ode  he  shows  that  he  knew  little  of  his  hero,  when  he  talks  of  his 
private  virtues.  His  subjects  are  commonly  such  as  reąuire  no  great  depth  of  thought 
or  energy  of  expression.  His  Fables  are  generally  stale,  and  therefore  excite  no  curio- 
sity.  Of  his  favourite,  The  Two  Spriugs,  the  fiction  is  unnatural,  and  the  morał  incoo- 
seąuential.  In  his  Tales  there  is  too  much  coarseness,  with  too  little  care  of  language, 
and  not  sufficient  rapidity  of  narration. 

His  great  work  is  his  Chase,  which  he  undertook  in  his  maturer  age,  when  his  ear 

was  improved  to  the  approbation  of  blank  verse,  of  which  however  his  two  first  lioes 

gave  a  bad  specimen.    To  this  poem  praise  cannot  be  totally  denied.    He  is  allowed 

by  sportsmen  to  write  with  great  intelligeuce  of  his  subject,  which  is  the  first  requisite 

to  excellence ;  and  though  it  is  impossible  to  interest  the  common  readers  of  verse  in 

the  dangers  or  pleasures  of  the  chase,  he  has  done  all  that  transition  and  variety  could 

easily  effect;  and  has  with  great  propriety  enlarged  his  plan  by  the  modes  of  hunting 

used  in  other  countries. 

With  still  less  judgment  did  he  chuse  blank  verse  as  the  ronicie  of  Rural  Sports.    If 

m  blank  verse  be  not  tumid  and  gorgeous,  it  is  crippled  prose ;   and  familiar  images  in 

'  laboured  language  have  notliing  to  recommend  them  but  absurd  novelty,  which,  want- 

ing  the  attractions  of  Naturę,  cannot  please  long.    One  excellence  of  The  Splendid 

Shilling  is,  that  it  is  short.    Disguise  can  gratify  no  longer  than  it  deceives* 
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THE   CHASE. 

A  POEM. 


Nec  tibi  eon  canum  faerit  posjrema. 

Vhrg.  Georg.  iiL 

Romania  solenne  ▼iris  opos,  utile  fanue, 

Wtasąoe,  et  membris. 

Hor.  1  Ep.  xviii. 


PREFACE. 


rpHE  old  and  infirm  haye  al  least  this  privilege,  that  tbey  can  recal  to  tfaeir  minds  those  scenes  of  joy 
^  in  which  they  once  delighted,  and  rummate  over  their  past  pleasures,  with  a  satisfaction  almost 
eqoal  to  the  first  enjoyment.  For  those  ideas,  to  which  any  agreeable  sensation  is  annesed,  are  easily 
eiched j  as  learing  behind  the  most  strong  and  permanent  impresaions.  The  amusementś  of  oor  youth 
are  the  boast  and  comfort  of  oor  declining  years.  The  ancientscarried  this  notion  even  yet  further,  and 
supposed  their  heroes  in  the  Elysian  Fields  werc  fond  of  the  very  same  diveraions  they  eatercised  on 
ssth.    Pfath  HseJf  could  not  weaa  them  from  the  aceustomed  sports  and  gayeties  of  life. 

Pars  in  gramineis  exercent  memhra  palestris ; 
Contendunt  lado,  et  fałv&  lactantur  arena : 
Pars  pedibus  plaudunt  choreas,  et  carmina  dicunt 
Arma  proca),  currusque  virum  miratur  inanes. 
Stant  terra  defijcae  basta?,  passimqae  soloti 
Per  campum  pascuntur  equi.     Qaae  gratia  cnrrum. 
Arraorumque  fuit  v\r\st  qua?  cura  nitentes 
Pascere  equos,  eadem  sequitur  tellure  repostos. 

Virg.  JEneid.  ń, 

Part  on  the  grany  ciraue  their  pliant  limba 
In  wrestling  exercise,  or  on  the  sands 
Struggling  dispute  the  prize.     Part  lead  the  ring, 
Or  swell  the  chorus  with  alteraate  lays. 
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Tlie  chief  their  arms  admires,  their  empty  cars,  f 

Their  lances  gx  d  in  earth.    Th'  unharness'd  sfceeds 
Graze  unrestrain'd ;  horses,  and  cars,  and  arms, 
Ali  the  same  fond  desires,  and  pleasing  cares, 
Still  haunt  their  shades,  and  after  death  surróre. 

I  hope  tnerefbre  I  may  be  indulged  (even  by  the  morę  grave  and  censorious  part  of  mankind)  if  at  my 
leisure  houre,  I  run  over,  in  my  elbow-chair,  some  of  those  chases,  which  were  once  the  delight  of  a 
morę  vigorous  age.  It  is  an  entertaining,  and  (as  I  conceive)  a  very  iimocent  amusement.  The  resułt 
of  these  rambling  imaginations  will  be  found  in  the  following  poem ;  which  if  eąually  direrting  to  my  - 
readers,  as  to  myself,  I  shall  have  gained  my  end.  I  have  intermixed  the  preceptive  parte  with  so  many 
descriptions  and  digressions  in  the  Georgie  manner,  that  I  hope  they  will  not  be  tedious.  I  am  sura 
they  are  very  necessary  to  be  well  understood  by  any  gentleman,  who  would  enjoy  thii  noble  sport  in 
fuli  perfection.  In  this  at  least  1  may  comfort  myself,  that  I  cannot  trespass  upon  their  patienoe  mon 
than  Markham,  Blome,  and  the  other  prose  writers  upon  this  subject. 

It  is  most  certain,  that  hunting  was  the  exercise  of  the  greatest  heroes  in  antiquity.  By  this  they 
formed  themseWes  for  war ;  and  their  exploits  against  wild  beasts  were  a  prelude  to  their  other  vk> 
tories.  Xenophon  says,  that  almost  all  the  ancient  heroes,  Nestor,  Theseus,  Castor,  Pollinc,  Ułysses, 
Diomedes,  Achilles,  &c.  were  fuJńku  xwvy%*i*9,  disciples  of  hunting ;  being  taught  carefuUy  that  art,  as 
what  would  be  highly  senriceable  to  thera  in  military  discipline.  Xen.  Cynegetic  And  Pliny  obseires, 
those  who  were  designed  for  great  captains,  were  first  taught  certare  cum  fugacibus  feris  cureu,  cum 
audacibus  robore,  cum  callidis  astu :  to  contest  with  the  swtftest  wild  beasts,  in  speed ;  with  the 
boldest,  in  strength ;  with  the  most  cunning,  in  craft  and  subtilty.  Plin.  Panegyr.  And  the  Roman 
emperors,  in  those  monuments  they  erected  to  transnut  their  actions  to  futurę  ages,  madę  no  scniple 
to  join  tlie  glories  of  the  chase  to  their  most  celebrated  triumphs.  Neither  were  there  poets  wanting 
to  do  justice  to  this  heroic  cacercise.  Beside  that  of  Oppiaa  in  Greek,  we  have  seyeral  poems  in 
Latin  upon  hunting*    Gratius  was  contemporary  with  Ovid ;  as  appears  by  this  verse  ; 

Aptaque  venanti  Gratios  arma  dabit. 

Lib.  W,  Pont. 
Gratius  shall  arm  the  huntsman  for  the  chase, 

• 

But  of  his  wórks  only  some  fragmeots  remain.  There  are  many  others  of  morę  modern  datę. 
Amongst  these  Ncmesianus,  who  seems  very  much  superior  to  Gratius,  though  of  a  morę  degenerate 
age.  But  only  a  fragment  of  his  first  book  is  preserved.  We  might  indeed  have  expected  to  h*ve  seen  it 
treated  morę  at  large  by  Virgil  in  his  third  Georgie,  sińce  it  is  expressly  part  of  his  subject.  But  he 
has  favourcd  us  only  with  ten  yerses  ;  and  what  he  says  of  dogs,  relates  wholly  to  greynounds  and 

mastifis. 

Yeloces  Spartae  catulos,  acremque  moloasum* 

Georg.  iii. 
The  greyhound  swift,  and  mastuTs  furious  breed. 

And  he  directs  us  to  feed  them  with  butter-milk.    Pasce  seto  pragui.    He  has,  it  is  true,  touched  npoa 

the  chase  in  the  4th  and  7th  b  K>ks  of  the  /Eneid.    But  it  is  erident,  that  the  art  of  hunting  is  Tery 

dłfferent  now  from  what  it  was  in  his  days,   and  very  much  altered  and  improred  in  these  latter 

ages.     It  docs  not  appear  to  me,  that  the  ancients  had  any  notion  of  pursuing  wild  beasts  by  the  scent 

only,  with  aregularand  well-disciplined  pack  of  hounds;  and  therefore  they  must  harepassed  for 

poachers  amongst  our  modern  sportsmen.     The  muster-roll  given  us  by  Orid,  in  his  story  of  Actaran,  it 

of  all  sorts  of  dogs,  and  of  all  countries.    And  the  description  of  the  ancient  hunting,  as  we  find  it 

in  the  antiquities  of  Pere  de  Montfancon,  taken  from  the  sepulchre  of  the  Nasos,  and  the  arch  of 

Constantine,  has  not  the  least  tracę  of  the  manner  now  in  use. 

'Wheneyerthe  ancients  mention  dogs  following  by  the  scent,  they  mean  no  morę  than  fading  out  the 

gamę  by  the  nose  of  one  single  dog.    This  was  as  much  as  they  knew  of  the  odora  canum  vis.    Thuf 

Nemesianus  says, 

Odorato  noscunt  vestigia  prato, 
-  Atque  etiam  leporum  secreta  cubilia  monstrant. 

They  challenge  on  the  mead  the  recent  stains, 
And  trail  the  hare  unto  her  secret  form. 
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Oppian  bas  ft  long  description  of  these  dogs  in  his  first  book,  from  ver.  479  to  526.  And  here, 
tbough  be  seems  to  describe  the  hnnting  of  the  bare  by  the  scent  tbrough  many  turnings  and  windings ; 
yet  he  reaiiy  says  no  morę,  than  that  one  of  tbose  hounds,  whkh  be  calk  ćt>ivrwctf,  finds  out  the  gamę* 
For  he  fbllows  the  scent  no  further  than  the  bare* s  form ;  from  whence,  after  he  has  started  her,  he 
porsues  ber  by  sight.  I  am  indebted  for  these  two  last  remarks  to  a  reverend  and  yery  learned  gen- 
tleman, whose  judgment  in  the  belles  lettres  nobody  disputes,  and  whose  approbation  gave  me  the  assu- 
rance  to  publish  this  poem. 

Oppian  also  obseires,  that  the  best  sort  of  these  finders  were  bronght  from  Britain ;  this  Island 
haring  always  been  iamous  (as  it  is  at  this  day)  for  the  best  breed  of  hounds,  for  persons  the  best 
skilled  in  the  art  of  hunting,  and  for  horses  the  most  enduring  to  follow  the  chase.  It  is  therefore 
atrange,  that  nonę  of  bur  poets  have  yet  thought  it  worth  their  while  to  treat  of  this  subject;  which  ia 
whhont  doubt  very  noble  in  itself,  and  very  well  adapted  to  receive  the  most  beautiful  turns  of  poetry. 
Perhaps  our  poets  have  no  great  genins  for  hunting.  Yet  I  hope,  my  brethren  of  the  couples,  by  en- 
couraging  this  first,  but  imperfect,  essay,  will  show  the  world  they  have  at  least  some  taste  for  poetry. 

The  ancients  esteemed  hunting,  not  only  as  a  manly  and  warlike  exercise,  but  as  highly  eon* 
ducrre  to  health.  The  iamous  Galen  recommends  it  above  all  others,  as  not  only  exercising  the  body, 
but  grńng  delicht  and  entertainment  to  the  mind.  And  he  calls  the  inrentors  of  this  art  wise  men* 
and  well  skilled  in  human  naturę.     Łib.  de  parre  pil®  exercitto. 

The  gentlemen,  who  are  fonji  of  a  gingle  at  the  close  of  every  verse,  and  think  no  poem  truły  mu* 
skal  but  what  is  in  rhyme,  will  here  find  themsel  ves  disappointed.  If  they  be  pleased  to  read  over  the 
sbort  preface  before  the  Paradise  Lost,  Mr.  Smith's  poem  m  memory  of  his  friend  Mr.  John  Philips,  and 
the  Archbishop  of  Cambray's  letter  to  Mon&icur  Fontenelle,  they  may  probably  be  of  another  opinion. 
For  my  own  part,  I  shall  not  be  ashamed  to  follow  the  example  of  Milton,  Philips,  Thomson,  and  all 
our  best  tragic  writers. 

Some  few  terms  of  art  are  dispersed  herc  and  there ;  but  cuch.  only  as  are  absolutely  requisite  to 
csplara  my  subject.  I  hope  m  this  the  critics  will  excuse  me;  for  I  am  humbly  of  opinion,  that  the 
affectation,  and  not  the  necessary  use,  is  the  proper  object  of  their  censure. 

But  I  have  done.  I  know  the  impatience  of  my  brethren,  when  a  fine  day,  and  the  eoncert  of  the 
kennel,  umte  them  abroad.    I  skali  therefore  leaye  my  reader  to  such  diversion  as  he  may  find  in  the* 

En  age,  segnes, 
Bumpe  moras;  vocat  ingenti  clamore  Cithaeron, 
Taygetique  canes,  domitrixque  Epidaurus  eouoruin; 
Et  vox  assensu  nemorum  ingeminata  remugit. 

Virg.  Georg,  iii* 

Hark,  away, 
Cast  far  bchind  the  lingering  cares  of  life. 
Citheron  calls  aloud,  and  in  fuli  ery 
Thy  hounds,  Taygetus.    Epidaurus  trama 
For  us  the  generous  steed ;  the  huntert  shoutl, 
And  chearing  cries,  assenting  woodt  return. 
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ON  Hit  POEM  CAŁŁBD 

THE  CHASE. 

Whilr  you,  sir,  gain  the  steep  ascent  to  famę, 
And  honours  due  to  deathless  merit  claim; 
To  a  weak  Muse  a  kind  indulgence  lend, 
Food  with  just  praise  your  labours  to  commend, 
And  tell  the  world  that  Somervile's  her  friend. 
Her  incense,  guiltless  of  the  form*  of  art, 
Breathes  all  the  huntsman's  honesty  of  heart ; 
Whose  fancy  still  the  pleasing  scenę  retains 
Of  Edric's  villa,  and  Ardenna'8  plains  : 
Joys  which  from  change  superior  charins  receiv*d, 
The  horn  hoarse  sounding  by  the  lyre  relieyM : 
When  the  day,  crown 'd  with  rural  chaste  delight, 
Resigns  obsequious  to  tbe  festi ve'  night ; 
The  festive  night  awakes  th*  harmoniom  lay, 
Aiid  in  sweet  verse  recounts  the  triumphs  of  the  day. 
Strange !  that  the  British  Muse  should  Ieave  so 
long, 
The  Chase,  the  sport  of  Britatn's  kings,  unsung ! 
Distinguish'd  land  !  by  Heaven  indulg'd  to  breed 
The  stout,  sagacious  hound,  and  generous  steedj 
In  vain !  while  yet  no  bard  adorn'd  our  isle, 
To  celebrate  the  glorious  sylvan  toil. 
For  this  what  darling  son  fthall  feel  thy  fire, 
God  of  th'  unerring  bow,  and  tuneful  lyre  ? 
Our  vows  arc  heard — Attend,  ye  vocal  throng, 
SoinerviIe  meditates  th'  adventurous  song. 
Bold  to  atteuipt,  and  happy  to  exeel, 
His  numerous  verse  the  huntsman's  art  shall  telL 
From  him,  ye  British  youths,  a  vigorous  race, 
Imbtbe  the  various  science  of  the  chase ; 
And  while  the  wełl-plann'd  system  you  admire, 
Know  Brunswick  oni  v  could  the  work  inspire; 
A  Georgie  Muse  awaits  Augustan  days,  [bays. 

And  Somenriles  will  sing,  when  Frederics  give  the 

Jobm  Nuon. 
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Once  morę,  my  friend,  I  touch  the  trembling  lyre. 

And  in  my  bosom  feel  poetic  fire. 

For  thee  I  quit  the  lawła  morę  rugged  ways, 

To  pay  my  humble  tribute  to  thy  lays. 

What,  though  I  daily  turn  each  learned  sagę, 

And  labour  through  the  uoenlighten'd  page : 

Wak'd  by  thy  lines,  the  bonow'd  flames  I  feel, 

As  flinta  give  fire  when  aidea  by  the  steeL 

Though  in  sulphureous  clouds  of  sinoke  caofnfd^ 

Thy  rural  scenes  spring  fresh  into  my  miwL 

Thy  genius  in  such  colours  paints  the  chase, 

Tbe  real  to  fictitioiis  joys  give  place. 

When  the  wild  musie  charms  my  raviah'd  ear, 

How  duli,  bow  tasteless  HandePs  notes  appear ! 

Ev'n  Farinelli's  self  the  palm  resigna, 

He  yields— but  to  the  musie  of  thy  lines. 

If  friends  to  poetry  can  yet  be  found, 

Who  without  blushing  sense  prefer  to  sound  ; 

Then  let  this  soft,  this  soul-enfeebling  band, 

These  warbling  minstrels,  quit  the  beggarU  land. 

Ttaey  but  a  momentary  joy  impart, 

Tis  you,  who  touch  the  soul,  and  warmthe  heart. 

How  tempting  do  thy  sylvan  sports  appear ! 

Ev'n  wild  Ambition  might  vouchafe  an  ear, 

Migbt  her  fbnd  lust  of  power  a  while  compoee. 

And  gladly  change  it  for  thy  sweet  repose. 

No  fierce,  unruly  senates,  threaten  here, 

No  axe,  no  scaffold,  to  the  view  appear, 

No  envy,  disappoiotment,  and  despahr. 

Here,  blest  vicissitudef  whene'er  you  please, 

You  step  from  exercise  to  learned  ease : 

Turn  o'er  each  classic  page,  each  beauty  tracę, 

The  mind  unwearied  in  the  pleasing  chaae. 

Oh  !  would  kind  Heaven  such  happmess  bettow, 

Let  fbols,  let  knaves,  be  masters  berę  below. 

Grandeur  and  place,  tbose  baits  to  catch  tbe  wise, 

And  all  their  pageant  train,  I  pity  and  despise. 

J.  Isact, 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

The  subject  proposed.  Address  to  his  royal  high- 
ness  the  prince.  The  origin  of  hunting.  The 
rude  and  unpolished  manner  of  the  first  huntera. 
Beasts  at  first  hunted  for  food  and  sacrifice. 
Tbe  grant  madę  by  God  to  mau  of  the  beasts,  &c. 
The  regular  manner  of  hunting  first  brought  into 
this  isiand  by  the  Normans.  The  best  hounds 
and  best  horses  bred  here.  The  advantage  of 
thts  exerciae  to  us,  as  islanders.  Address  to 
gentłemen  of  estates.  Situation  of  the  kennel 
and  its  severa]  courts.  The  dwersion  and  em- 
ployment  of  hounds  in  the  kennel.  The  different 
sorts  of  hounds  for  each  different  chase.  De- 
scription  of  a  perfect  hound.  Of  sizing  and  sort- 
ing  of  hounds,  the  middle-sized  hound  recom- 
meoded.  Of  the  large  deep-mouthed  hound  for 
hunting  the  stag  and  otter.  Of  the  lime-hound ; 
their  usc  on  the  borders  of  England  and  Scotland. 
A  physical  acoount  of  scents.  Of  good  and  bad 
seenting  days.  A  short  admonition  to  my  bre- 
thren  of  the  couples. 

The  Chase  1  sing,  hounds,  and  their  various  breed, 
And  no  less  various  use.    O  thou,  great  prince  ! 
Whom  Cambria's  towering  hills  proclaim  their  lord, 
Deign  thou  to  bear  my  bold,  instructiye  song. 
While  grateful  citizens  with  pompous'show, 
Rear  the  triamphal  arch,  riełi  with  th*  esploits 
Of  thy  iUnstrious  house  $  while  virgins  pave 
Thy  way  with  flowers,  and,  as  the  royal  youth 
Paśsing  they  view,  admire  and  sigh  in  vain  ; 
While  crowded  theatres,  too  fondly  proud 
Of  their  esetic  minstrels,  and  shrill  pipes, 
The  price  of  manhood,  hail  thee  with  a  song, 
And  airs  soft-warbling  ;  my  hoarse-sounduig  horn 
Iarites  thee  to  the  Chase,  the  sport  of  kings ; 
Image  of  war,  without  its  guilt.     The  Muse 
Atoft  on  wing  shall  soar,  conduct  with  care 
Thy  foaming  courser  o'er  the  steepy  rock, 
Or  on  the  river  bank  receire  thee  safe, 
Ughtrboiinding  o'er  the  wave,  from  shore  to  shore. 
Be  thou  our  great  protector,  gracious  youth  ! 
And  if,  in  futurę  times,  some  enVious  prince, 
Careles*  of  right,  and  guileful,  should  invade 
Thy  Britain's  commerce,  or  should  strive  in  vain 
To  wrest  the  balance  from  thy  equal  hand  ; 
thy  hunter-train,  in  chearful  green  array'd, 
(A  band  undaunted,  and  inur'd  to  toils) 
Shall  compass  thee  around,  die  at  thy  feet, 
Or  bew  thy  passage  through  thł  embatUed  foe, 
And  elear  thy  way  to  famę :  inspir'd  by  thee 
The  nobler  chase  of  glory  shall  pursne  [death. 

Thiough  fire,  and  smoke,  and  blood,  and  fields  of 

Naturę,  in  her  productions  slow,  aspires 
By  just  degrees  to  reach  perfection's  height : 
So  mimie  Art  works  leisurely,  till  Time 
Improre  the  piece,  or  wise  Experience  ąive 
The  proper  ftaishing.    When  Nimrod  bold, 
That  mighty  hunter,  first  madę  war  on  beasts, 
And  stain'd  the  woodland-green  with  purple  dye9 


New,  and  unpolish'd  was  the  huntsman's  art ; 
No  stated  rule,  b:s  wanton  will  his  guide. 
With  clubs  and  Stones,  rude  implements  of  war, 
He  arm'd  his  sarage  bands,  a  multitude 
UntrainM ;  of  twining  osiers  formM,  tbey  pitch 
Theic  artless  toils,  then  rangę  the  desert  hills, 
And  scower  the  plains  below ;  the  trembling  herd 
Start  at  th'  unusual  sound,  and  claihorous  shout 
Unheard  befbre ;  8urpris'd,  alas  !  to  find         [lord, 
Man  now  their  foe,  whom  erst  they  deem'd  their 
But  mild  and  geiitle,  and  by  whom  as  yet 
Secure they  graz^d.     Death  stretches oer  the  plain 
Wide-wasting,  and  grim  slaughter  red  with  blood : 
Urg'd  on  by  hunger  keen,  they  wound,  they  kill, 
Their  ragę.  licentious  knows  no  bound  ;  at  łasi, 
Encumber'd  with  their  spoils,  joyful  they  bear ' 
Upon  their  shoulders  broad  the  bleeding  prey. 
Part  6n  their  altars  smoke  a  sacrifice 
To  that  all-gracious  Power,  whose  bounteous  hand 
Supports  his  wide  creation ;  what  remains 
On  living  coals  they  broił,  inełegant 
Of  taste,  nor  skuTd  as  yet  in  nicer  arU 
Of  pamper'd  luxury.     Derotion  pure, 
And  strong  necessity,  thus  first  began 
The  chase  of  beasts  :  though  bloody  was  the  decd, 
Yet  without  guilt.     For  the  green  herb  alone 
Uneąual  to  sustain  man's  labouring  race, 
Now  every  moving  thing  that  liv'd  on  I^rth 
Was  granted  bim  for  food  l.     So  just  is  Heaven# 
To  give  us  in  proportion  to  our  wants. 

Or  chance  or  industry  in  after-tiuie 
Some  few  improvement8  madę,  but  short  as  yet 
Of  due  perfection.    In  this  isle  remote 
Our  painted  ancestors  were  slow  to  learn, 
To  arms  devote,  of  the  politer  arte 
Nor  skiU'd  nor  studious ;  till  from  Neustria's  coasts 
Victorious  William,  to  morę  decent  rules 
Subdukł  our  Saxon  fathers,  taught  to  speak 
The  proper  dialect,  with  horn  and  voice 
To  cheer  the  busy  hound,  whose  well-known  ery 
His  listening  peers  approre  with  joint  acclaim. 
From  him  successive  huntsmen  learn'd  to  join 
In  bloody  social  leagues,  the  multitude 
Dispers'd ;  to  size,  to  sort  their  various  tribes ; 
To  rear,  feed,  hunt,  and  discipline  the  pack. 

Hail,  happy  Britain  !  highly  fayourM  isle, 
And  Heaven'»  peculiar  care  !  To  thee  'tis  giren 
To  train  the  sprightly  steed,  morę  fleet  than  those 
Begot  by  winds,  or  the  celestial  breed 
That  borę  the  great  Pelides  through  the  press 
Of  heroes  armM,  and  broke  tbeir  crowded  ranks  ; 
Whicb,  proudly  nei&rhing,  with  the  Sun  begins 
Cheerful  his  course  ?  and  ere  his  beams  declin.?, 
Has  measur^d  half  thy  surface  unfatigu^d. 
In  thee  alone,  fair  land  of  liberty  ! 
Is  bred  the  perfect  hound,  in  scent  and  speed 
As  yet  uurivaird,  while  in  other  climes 
Their  virtue  fails,  a  weak  degenerate  race. 
In  vain  malignant  steams  and  winter  fogs 
Load  the  duli  air,  and  hovet  round  our  coasts, 

1  Ged.  chap.  ix.  ver.  3. 
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The  huntsman  erer  gay,  robust,  tand  boW, 
Defies  the  noxious  vapour,  and  confides 
In  this  delightful  exerci9e,  to  raise 
His  drooping  herd,  and  cheer  bis  heart  with  joy. 
Ye  vigi»rous  youths,  by  smiling  Fortune  bjest 
With  large  demcsnes,  hereditary  weałth, 
Heap'd  copious  by  your  wise  fore-fathcrs'  care, 
Hear  and  atteńd !  while  I  the  means  reyeal 
T'  eujoy  those  pleasures,  for  the  weak  too  strong, 
Too  costly  for  the  poor :  To  win  the  steed 
Swift  stretching  o'er  the  plain,  to  chear  the  pack 
Opcning  in  consorts  of  harmonious  joy, 
But  breathing  death.  What  though  the  gripe  serere 
Of  brazen-fisted  Time,  and  slow  disease 
Crceping  through  every  vein,  and  nerve  unstrung, 
Aftlict  my  shatter'd  frame,  undaunted  still, 
Fix'd  as  a  mountain  ash,  that  braves  the  bolta 
Of  angry  Jove ;  though  blasted,  yet  unfallen  j 
Still  can  my  soul  in  Fancy's  mirrourYiew 
Deede  glorious  once,  recal  the  joyous  scenę 
In  all  its  splendours  deck'd,  o'er  the  fuli  bowl 
Recount  my  triurophs  past,  urge  others  on 
With  hand  and  voice,  and  point  the  winding  way : 
PlcasM  witli  that  social  sweet  gamility, 
The  poor  disbanded  veteranłs  sole  delight 

First  let  the  kennel  be  the  huntsman'*  care, 
Upon  sonie  little  eminence  erect, 
And  fronting  to  th«;  ruddy  dawn;  fa  conrts 
On  either  hand  wide  opening  to  receive 
The  Sun's  all-cheanng  beams,  when  ni  i  Id  he  shines, 
And  gilds  the  mountain  tops.     For  much  the  pack 
(Rous'd  from  their  dark  alcovcs)  delight  to  stretch 
And  bask  in  his  invis:orating  ray : 
Warn'd  by  the  streaming  light  and  merry  lark, 
Forth  rush  the  jolly  elan ;  with  tuneful  throars 
They  ca  roi  loud,  and  in  grand  chorus  join'd 
Sal  ute  the  ncw-łx)rn  day.     For  not  alone 
The  Ycgetable  worłd,  but  men  and  brutes 
Own  his  reviving  influence,  and  joy 
At  his  approach.     Foimtain  of  light !  if  chance 
Someenvions  cloud  veil  thyrefulgenthrów, 
In  vain  the  Muses  aid  ;  untouch'd,  unstrung, 
Ues  my  mute  harp,  and  thy  desponding  bard 
Sits  darkly  musing  o'er  th'  unfinishM  lay. 

Let  no  Corinthian  pillars  prop  the  dome, 
A  va;n  expen«c,  on  charitable  deods 
Bctter  dispos'd,  to  clothe.  the  tatte^d  wretch, 
Who  fhrinks  beneath  the  blast,  to  feed  the  poor, 
PinchM  with  afflictive  want   For  use,  not  state, 
(Jracefully  plain,  let  each  apartment  rise. 
Cer  all  let  cleanliness  preside,  no  scraps 
Bestrew  the  pavcment,  and  no  half-pick'd  bones 
To  kindle  fierce  debatę,  or  to  disicust 
That  nicer  sense,  on  which  the  sportsman'8  hope, 
And  all  his  futurę  triumphs,  uuist  depencL 
Soon  as  the  growling  pack  with  eager  joy 
Have  lappM  their  smoking  viands,  morn  or  ere, 
From  the  fuli  cistern  lead  the  ductile  streams, 
To  wash  thy  court  well  pav'd,  nor  spare  thy  pains, 
For  much  to  health  will  cleanliness  arail. 
See^st  thou  for  hounds  to  cl  i  mb  the  rocky  steep, 
And  brush  th*  entangled  covcrt,  whose  nice  scent 
Cer  greasy  fallows  and  fremiented  roads 
Can  pick  the  dubious  way  ?  Banish  far  ofT 
Each  noisome  stench,  let  no  otfir  nsive  smell 
Inradc  thy  wide  enclosure,  but  adniit 
The  nitrous  air  and  purifym*  breeze. 

Water  and  shade  no  less  demand  thy  care : 
In  a  large*squarc  th'  adjacent  field  enclose, 


There  plant  in  eąual  ranks  the  spreading  eba# 
Or  fragrant  limę ;  most  happy  thy  design, 
If  at  the  bottom  of  thy  spacious  court, 
A  large  canal,  fed  by  the  crystal  brook, 
From  its  transparent  bosom  shall  reflect 
Downward  thy  structure  anó/  inverted  grore. 
Herę  when  the  Sun's  too  potent  gleams  annoy 
The  crowded  kennel,  and  the  drooping  pack, 
Restless,  and  raint,  loll  their  unmoistenM  tongues, 
Abq*  drop  their  ffeeble  tails,  to  cooler  shades 
Lead  forth  the  panting  tribe ;  soon  shalt  thou  find 
The  cordial  breeze  their  fainting  bearts  revive : 
Tumultuous  soon  they  plunge  into  the  stream, 
There  Iave  their  reeking  sides,  with  greedy  joy 
Gulp  down  the  flying  wave,  this  way  and  that 
From  shore  to  shore  they  swim,  while  cłamour  tond 
And  wild  uproar  torments  the  troubled  flood: 
Then  on  the  sunny  bank  they  roli  and  stretch 
Their  dripping  limbs,  or  else  in  wanton  ringa 
Coursing  around,  pursuing  and  pursued, 
The  merry  multitude  disporting  play. 

But  here  with  watchful  and  obsenrant  eye, 
Altend  their  frolics,  which  too  often  end 
In  bloody  broils  and  death.    High  ołer  thy  head 
Wave  thy  resounding  whip,  and  with  a  voica 
Fierce-menacing  ołer-rule  the  stena  debatę, 
And  ąuench  their  kindling  ragę;  for  oft  in  sport 
Begun,  combat  ensues,  growling  they  snarl, 
Then  on  their  baunches  rear'd,  rampant  they  seizt 
Each  other's  throats,  with  teeth  and  claws  in  gore 
BesmearM,  they  wound,  they  tear,  till  on  the  ground, 
Panting,  half  dead  the  coiwjuerM  champion  Ues: 
Then  sudden  all  the  base  ignoble  crowd 
Loud-clamouring  seize  the  helpless  worried  wretch, 
And,  thirsting  for  his  blood,  drag  different  ways 
His  mangled  carcass  on  th'  ensanguin'd  plain. 
O  breasts  of  pity  void  !  tł  oppress  the  weak, 
To  point  your  vengence  at  the  friendless  head. 
And  with  one  mutual  ery  insult  the  falł'n  ! 
Emblem  too  just  of  man's  degenerate  race, 

Others  apart,  by  native  instinct  led, 
Knowing  instractor  !  'mong  the  ranker  grast 
Cull  each  salubrious  plant,  with  brtter  juice 
Concoctive  storM,  and  potent  to  allay 
Each  vick>us  ferment    Thus  the  hand  dirine 
Of  Providence,  benefleent  and  kind 
To  all  his  creatures,  for  the  brutes  prescribes 
A  ready  remedy,  and  is  himself 
Their  great  physician.    Now  grown  stiff  with  age, 
And  many  a  painful  chase,  the  wise  old  hound, 
Reg  ani  less  of  the  frolic  pack,  attends 
His  master's  side,  or  slumbers  at  his  ease 
Beneath  the  !>ending  shade  j  there  many  a  ring 
Runs  o'er  in  dreams ;  now  on  the  doubtful  fxl 
Puz?les  perplex'd,  or  doubles  intricate 
Cautious  unfolds,  then,  wing'd  with  all  -his  speed, 
Bounds  o'er  the  lawn  to  seize  his  panting  prey, 
And  in  imperfret  whimperings  speaks  his  joy. 

A  different  hound  for  erery  different  chase 
Select  with  judgment;  nor  the  timorous  hare 
Cermatch^  destroy,  hut  leave  that  r\\e  oflenes 
To  the  mean,  murderous,  coursing  crew ;  intent 
On  blood  and  spoil.  O  blast  their  hopes  just  Heayen  L 
And  all  their  painful  drudgeries  repay 
With  disappointment  and  serere  remorse. 
But  husband  thou  thy  pleasures,  and  give  acopa 
To  all  her  subtle  play :  by  Naturę  led 
Athousand  shifts  she  tries;  t'  unrave)  tbese 
ThJ  industrious  beagle  twista  his  waving  taił, 
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ftroagh  all  ber  kbyrioths  panues,  and  rings 
Herdoleful  knell.  See  there  with  countenanceblithe, 
And  with  a  courtly  grin,  tbc  fawning  h  >und 
Salotes  thee  cowering,  his  wide  opening  nose 
Upward  he  curls,  and  his  large  sloe-black  eyes 
Melt  in  soft  blandishments,  and  humble  joy ; 
His  glonry  skin,  or  yellow-pied,  or  blue, 
In  lights  or  shades  by  Nature's  penciJ  drawn,    - 
Reflects  the  various  tints  j  his  ears  and  lega 
Heckt  here  and  there,  in  gay  enameird  pnde9 
Bfral  tbe  speckled  pard  ;  his  rush  grown-tail 
Cer  his  broad  back  bends  in  an  amjSle  arch  ; 
On  sboulders  clean,  upright  and  firm  he  s*ands; 
Bis  roand  cat  foot,  strait  hams,  and  wide-spread 

thighs, 
And  his  low-dropping  chest,  confess  his  speed, 
His  strength,  his  wind,  or  on  the  steepy  hill, 
Or  far-extended  plain  $  in  every  part 
So  well  proportion'd,  that  the  nicer  skill 
Of  Phidias  hirnself  can't  blaroe  thy  choice. 
Of  soch  compose  thy  pack.    But  berę  a  raean 
Obserre,  nor  the  large  hound  prefer,  of  size 
Gigantic;  he  in  the  thick-woven  covert 
Painfully  tugs,  or  in  the  thorńy  brake 
Tomandembarrass^dbleeds;  But  if  too  smali, 
The  pigmy  brood  in  every  furrow  swims; 
Moird  in  the  clogging  clay,  panting  they  lag 
Behind  inglorious  ;  or  else  shrrering  creep 
Benurab'd  and  faint  beneath  the  sheltering  thorn. 
For  hounds  of  middle  size,  active  and  strong, 
Will  better  answer  all  thy  yarious  ends, 
And  crown  thy  pleasing  labours  with  suocess. 
As  sonie  brare  captain,  curious  and  exact, 
By  his  fix'd  standard  fonns  in  eqoal  ranks 
Hjs  gay  battalion,  as  one  man  they  move 
Step  after  step,  their  size  the  same,  thehr  anns 
¥ar-gleaming,  dart  the  same  united  blaze: 
Reriewing  generals  his  merit  own ; 
How  regular !  how  just !     And  all  his  cares 
Are  well  repaid,  if  mighty  George  approve. 
So  model  thou  thy  pack,  if  honour  touch 
Thy  generoos  soul,  and  the  world's  just  applanse. 
But  above  all  take  heed,  nor  mix  thy  hounds 
Of  different  kinds j  discordant  sounds  shall  grata 
Thy  ears  offended,  and  a  lagging  linę 
Of  babbiing  curs  disgrace  thy  broken  pack. 
But  if  the  amphibious  otter  be  thy  chase, 
Or  stately  stag,  that  o'er  the  woodiand  reigns  ; 
Or  if  the  harmonious  thunder  of  the  field 
Delight  thy  ravish'd  ears ;  the  deep-flew'd  hound 
Breed  up  with  care,  strong,  heavy,  slow,  but  surę ; 
Whose  ears  down-hangingn-om  his  thick  round  head 
Shall  sweep  the  moming  dew,  whose  clanging  voice 
Awake  the  mountain  Echo  in  her  celi, 
And  shake  the  forests :  The  bold  Talbot  kind 
Of  these  the  prime ;  as  white  as  Alpine  snows  ; 
And  great  their  use  of  old.     Upon  the  banks 
Of  Tweed,  slow  winding  through  the  vale,  the  seat, 
Of  war  and  rapine  once,  ere  Britons  knew 
The  sweets  of  peace,  or  Anna's  dread  commands 
To  lasting  leagues  the  haughty  rivals  aw'd, 
There  dwelt  a  pilfering  race ;  well  train'd  and  skilPd 
In  all  the  mysteries  of  theft,  the  spoil 
Their  only  substance,  feuds  and  war  their  sport : 
Kot  morę  expert  in  every  fraudful  art 
The  arch  felon  l  vas  of  old,  who  by  the  taił 
Drew  back  his  Iowing  prize:  iń  vain  his  wiles, 
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In  vain  tbe  shetter  of  the  eorermg  rock, 
la  vain  the  sooty  cl  o  ud,  and  ruddy  flames 
That  issued  f rom  his  mouth  ;  for  soon  he  paid 
His  forfeit  life :  a  debt  how  justly  due 
To  wrong'd  Alcides,  and  avenping  Hcaven  ! 
Veil'd  in  the  shades  of  night  they  ford  the  stream, 
Then  prowling  far  and  near,  whate'er  they  seize 
Becomes  their  prey :  nor  docks  nor  herds  are  safe, 
Nor  stalls  protect  the  steer,  nor  strong  barr'd  doori 
Secure  the  favourite  horse.     Soon  as  the  morn 
Reveals  his  wrongs,  with  ghastly  visage  wan 
The  pkmder'd  owner  stands,  and  finom  his  lipa 
A  thousand  thronging  curses  burst  their  way : 
He  calls  his  stout  al  I  i  es,  and  in  a  linę 
His  faithful  hound  he  leads,  then  with  a  roica 
That  utters  loud  his  ragę,  attentive  ebeers  : 
Soon"  the  sagacious  brute,  his  curling  taił 
Flourish'd  in  air,  Iow  bending  plies  around 
Hu  busy  nose,  the  steaming  yapour  snufls 
Inquisitive,  nor  leayes  one  turf  untried, 
Xiii,  conscious  of  the  recent  stains,  his  heart 
Beats  quick ;  his  snuffłing  nose,  his  active  taił, 
Attest  his  joy ;  then  with  deep  opening  mouth, 
That  makes  the  welkin  tremble,  he  proćlaims 
Th'  audacious  felon ;  foot  by  foot  he  marks 
His  winding  way,  while  all  the  listening  crowd 
Appland  his  reasonings.     Cer  the  wateryfbrd, 
Dry  sandy  heaths,  and  stony  barren  hills, 
0'er  beaten  paths,  with  men  and  beasts  distain'd, 
Unerring  he  pursues  ;  till  at  the  cot 
Arriv'd,  and  seizing  by  his  guilty  throat 
The  caitif  vile,  redeems  the  captive  prey : 
So  exquisitely  delicate  his  sense ! 

Should  some  morę  curious  sportsman  here  inąuifw 
Whence  this  sagacity,  this  wondrous  power 
Of  tracing  step  by  step,  or  man  or  brute  ? 
What  guide  invisible  points  out  their  way, 
O 'er  the  dank'marsh,  bleak  hill,  and  sandy  plain  ? 
The  courteous  Muse  shall  the  dark  cause  reveal. 
The  blood  that  from  the  heart  incessant  rolls 
In  many  a  crimson  tide,  then  here  and  there 
In  smaller  rills  disparted,  as  it  flows 
PropelPd,  the  serous  particles  evade 
Through  th'  open  pores,  and  with  the  ambient  air 
Entangling  mix.     As  fuming  vapours  rise, 
And  hang  upon  the  gently  purling  brook, 
There  by  th'  incumbent  atmosphere  compressM: 
The  panting  Chase  grows  warmer  as  he  flies, 
And  through  the  net-work  of  tbe  skin  perspires; 
Leares  aJong-streaming  trail  behind,  whićhby 
The  cooler  air  condensM,  remains,  unless  *  - 
By  some  rude  storm  dispers'd}  or  rarined 
By  the  meredian  Sun's  intenser  heat. 
To  every  shrub  the  warm  efftaria  cling, 
Hang  on  the  grass,  impregnate  earth  and  sktes, 
With  nostrtls  opening  wide,  o'er  hill,  o'er  dale 
The  vigorous  hounds  pumie,  with  every  breath 
Inhale  the  grateful  steam,  quick  pleasures  sting 
Their  tingling  nerves,  while  they  their  thanks  repay, 
And  in  triumphant  melody  confess 
The  titillating  joy.     Thus  on  the  air 
Depend  the  hunter*s  hopes.    When  ruddy  streaka 
At  eve  forebode  a  blustering  stoimy  day, 
Or  lowering  clouds  blacken  the  mountamfs  brow, 
When  nipping  frosts^  and  the  kcen  bitmg  blalU 
Of  the  dry  parch  i  ng  east,  menace  the  trees 
With  tender  blossoms  teeming,  kindly  spare 
Thy  sleeping  pack,  in  their  warm  bedsof  straw* 
Low-sinlung  at  their  easej  ustless  they  shrink 
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Into  some  darie  recess,  nor  hear  thy  voice 
Though  oft  invok'd ;  or  haply  if  thy  cali 
Rouse  up  the  slumbering  tribe,  with  heavy  eyes 
Glaz'd,  lifeless,  duli,  downward  they  drop  their  tails 
Inverted ;  high  on  their  bent  backs  erect 
Their  potnted  bristles  stare,  or  'moog  the  tufts 
Of  ranker  weeds,  each  stomach  healing  plant 
Curious  they  crop,  sick,  spiritless,  forloro. 
These  inauspicious  day*,  on  otber  cares 
Employ  thy  precious  hours ;  th'  improving  friend 
With  opeo  arms  embrace,  and  from  his  lips 
Glean  science,  season' d  with  good  natur' d  wit. 
But  if  the  inclement  skies  and  angry  Jove 
Porbid  the  pleasing  mtercourse,  thy  books 
Invite  thy  ready  hand,  each  sacred  page 
Kich  with  the  wise  reroarks  of  heroes  old. 
Converse  familiar  with  th'  illustrious  dead ; 
With  great  examples  of  old  Greece  or  Romę, 
Enlarge  thy  free-born  heart,  and  bless  kind  Heaven, 
That  Britain  yet  enjoys  dear  Liberty, 
That  balm  of  life,  that  sweetest  blessing,  cheap 
Though  purchas'd  with  ourblood.  Well-bred,  polite, 
Credit  thy  calling.     See !  how  mean,  how  Iow, 
The  bookless  sauntering  youth,  proud  of  the  skut 
That  dignifies  bis  cap,  his  flouriahM  belt, 
And  rusty  couples  gingling  by  his  side. 
Be  thou  of  other  mould ;  and  know  that  such 
Transpcrting  pleasures  were  by  Heaven  ordaip'd 
Wisdoms  relief,  and  Virtue's  great  reward. 


BOOK  II. 

THE   AKCUMBMT. 


Of  the  power  of  instinct  in  brutes .  Two  remarkable 
instances  in  the  hunting  of  the  roebuck,  and  i  u  the 
hare  going  to  seat  in  the  morning.  Of  the  variety 
of  seats  or  forms  of  the  hare,  accordlng  to  the 
changeof  the  season,weather,orwind.  Bescription 
,  of  the  hare-hunting  in  all  its  parts,  interspersed 
with  rules  to  be  observed  by  those  who  fol  Iow  that 
cbase.  Transition  to  the  Asiatic  way  of  hunting, 
particularly  the  magnificent  mannerof  the  Great 
Mbgul,  and  other  Tartarian  princes,  taken  from 
Wonsieur  Bernier,  and  the  history  of  Gengiscan 
the  Great.  Concludes  with  a  short  reproof  of 
tyrants  and  oppressors  of  mankind. 

Nor  will  it  lessdelight  th'  attentive  sagę 
T  observe  that  Instinct,  which  unerring  guides    *' 
The  brutal  race,  which  mimics  reason's  lorę, 
And  oft  transcends :  Heaven-taught,  the  roe-bnek 
Loiters  at  ease  befbre  the  drmng  pack  [swift 

And  mocks  tłieir  vain  pursuit ;  nor  far  he  flies, 
But  checks  bis  ardour,  till  the  steaming  scent 
That  freshens  on  the  blade  prorokes  their  ragę. 
Urg'd  to  their  speed,  his  weak  deluded  foes 
Soon  flag  fatigned ;  stram'd  to  excess  each  nerve, 
Each slackend  sinew  fails ;  they  pant,  they  fbam j 
Tben  ołer  the  lawn  he  bonnds,,o'er  the  high  hills 
Stretches  secure,  and  leaves  the  8Catter'd  crowd 
To  puzzle  in  the  distant  vale  below. 

'Tis  Instinct  that  directs  the  jealous  hare 
To  chuse  her  soft  abode.   With  step  revers'd 
She  forms  the  doubling  maże ;  then,  ere  the  morn 
PeepS  through  the  clouds,  Ieaps  toher  close  recess. 

As  wandering  shepherds  on  th1  Arabian  plains 
No  settled  residence  obsenre,  but  shift 
Their  moying  camp,  now,  on  some  cooler  hi  11 
With  cedars  crown'd,  court  the  refresbing  breeze ; 


And  then,  below,  where  trickbng  streams  distfl 
From  some  penurious  source,  their  thirst  allay, 
And  feed  their  famting  flocks :  so  the  wise  hares 
Oft  quit  their  seats,  lest  some  morę  curious  eye 
Should  mark  their  haunts,  and  by  dark  treacherou* 

wiles 
Plot  their  destruction ;  or  perchance  m  hopes 
Of  plenteous  forage,  near  the  ranker  mead, 
Or  matted  blade,  wary  and  close  they  sit. 
When  spring  shines  forth,  season  of  love  and  joy, 
In  the  moist  marsh,  'mong  beds  of  rushes  hid, 
They  cool  their  boiUng  blood.    When  summer  sum 
Bakę  tbe  cleft  earth,  to  thick  wide-waymg  fields 
Of  corn  fuU-grown,  they  lead  their  helpless  younge 
But  when  autumnal  torrents  and  nerce  rains 
Deluge  the  vale,  in  the  dry  crumbling  bank 
Their  forms  they  delve,  and  cautiously  avoid 
The  dripping  corert :  yet  when  winter's  cold 
Their  limbs  benumbs,  thither  with  speed  retarn'd 
In  the  long  grass  they  skulk,  or  shrinking  creep 
Among  the  witherM  lcaves,  thus  changing  still, 
As  fanoy  prompts  them,  or  as  food  inyites. 
But  every  season  carefully  obsenrM, 
Th'  inconstant  winds,  th'  fickle  element, 
The  wise  experienc'd  huntsman  soon  may  find 
His  subtle,  rarious  gamę,  nor  waste  in  vain 
His  tedious  hours,  till  his  impatient  hounds, 
With  disappointment  vex'd,  each  springmg  lark 
Babbling  pursue,  far  scatterM  ołer  the  fields. 

Now  golden  Autumn  from  her  open  lap 
Herfragrant  bounties  showers ;  the  fields  are  shornj 
Inwardly  smiling,  the  proud  farmer  views 
The  rising  pyramids  that  grace  his  yard, 
And  counts  his  large  inerease ;  his  barns  are  storM 
And  groaning  staddles  bend  beneath  their  load. 
All  now  is  free  as  air,  and  the  gay  pack 
In  the  rougb  bristly  stubbles  rangę  unblam'd  ; 
No  widowi  tears  ołerflow,  no  secret  curse 
Swells  in  the  fermei^s  breast,  which  his  pale  lips 
Trembling  conceal,  by  his  nerce  landlord  awłd: 
But  courteous  now  he  leveis  every  fenee, 
Joins  in  the  common  ery,  and  halloos  loud, 
Charm'd  with  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 
Oh  bear  me,  some  kind  power  invisible ! 
To  that  extended  lawn,  where  the  gay  court 
View  the  swift  racers,  stretching  to  the  goal ; 
Games  morę  renown'd,  and  a  far  nobler  train, 
Than  proud  Elean  fields  could  boast  of  ola1. 
Oh  !  were  a  Theban  lyre  not  wanting  here, 
And  Pindarłs  voice,  to  do  their  merit  right ! 
Or  to  those  spacious  plains,  where  the  strain'd  eye 
Jn  the  wide  prospect  lost,  beholds  at  last 
Sarum's  proud  spirc,  that  o'er  the  hills  ascends, 
And  pierces  tbrough  the  clouds.     Or  to  thy  downs, 
Fair  Gotswold,  where  the  well  breath'd  beagle  climbs 
With  matchless  speed,  thy  green  asptring  brow, 
And  leaves  the  lagging  multitude  bebind. 

Hail,  gentle  Dawn  !  inildblushinggoddess/liaU'. 
RcjoicM  I  see  thy  purple  mantle  spread 
Oer  half  the  skies,  gems  pave  thy  radiant way. 
And  orient  pearis  from  erery  shrub  depend. 
Farewell,  Cleora;  here  deep  sunk  iri  down 
Slumber  secure,  with  happy  dreams  amus'd» 
Till  grateful  steams  shall  tempt  thee  to  receiva 
Thy  early  meal,  or  thy  officious  maids, 
The  toilet  plac*d,  shall  urge  thee  to  perfbrm 
Th*  important  work.     Me  other  joys  inrite, 
The  horn  sonorious  calls,  the  pack  awak'd 
Their  mattins  chaunt,  nor  brook  my  long  delay, 
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My  cooTser  heani  theśr  voice ;  see  there,  with  ears 
And  taił  erect,  ne^ghing  he  paws  the  ground ; 
Fierce  rapture  kindtes  in  his  reddening  eyes, 
And  boils  in  every  vein.     As  captive  boys 
Cow'd  by  the  raling  rod  and  haughty  frowna 
Of  pedagogues  severe,  from  their  bard  tasks 
lf  ooce  dismissM,  no  limits  can  contain 
The  tumult  rais'd  within  their  little  breasts, 
But  give  a  loose  t>  ałl  their  frolic  play : 
So  from  their  keirael  rush  the  joyous  pack  ; 
A  thoosand  wanton  gaieties  express 
Their  mward  extasy,  their  pleasing  sport 
Once  morę  indulgM,  and  liberty  iy  stor*d. 
The  rjsing  Sun,  that  o'er  th*  horizon  peeps, 
A*  many  colours  from  their  glossy  skins 
Beaming  refiects,  as  paint  the  various  bow 
When  April  showers  descend.     Delightful  scenę ! 
Where  ail  around  is  gay,  men,  horse9,  dogs, 
And  in  each  smiling  countenance  appears 
Fresh  blooming  health,  and  unirersal  joy. 

Huntsman  lead  on !  behind  the  clustering  pack 
Submiss  attend,  hear  with  respect  thy  whip . 
Loud-clanging,  and  thy  harsher  voice  obey : 
Spare  not  the  straggling  cur  that  wildly  roves; 
But  let  thy  brisk  assistant  on  his  back 
Imprint  thy  just  resentments ;  let  each  lash 
Bite  to  tbe  quickv  till  bowling  he  return, 
And  whining  creep  amid  the  trembling  crowd. 

Herę  on  this  verdant  spot,  where  Naturę  kind 
With  double  blesssings  crowns  the  farmer^  hopes ; 
Where  flowers  autumnal  spring,  and  the  rank  mead 
Affords  the  wandering  hares  a  rich  repast ; 
Throw  off  thy  ready  pack.  See,  where  they  spread, 
And  rangę  around,  and  dash  the  glittering  dew. 
If  sonie  staunch  hound,  with  hisauthentic  voice, 
Avow  the  recent  trail,  the  justling  tribe 
Attend  his  cali,  then  with  one  mutual  ery, 
The  weicome  news  connrm,  and  echoing  hills 
Repeat  the  pleasing  tale.     See  how  they  thread 
The  brakes,  and  up  yon  furrow  drive  along ! 
But  quick  they  back  recoil,  and  wisely  check 
Their  eager  hastę;  then  o'er  the  fallow'd  ground 
How  leisurely  they  work,  and  many  a  pause 
Th1  harmonious  concert  breaks;  till  morę  assurM 
With  joy  redoubled  the  Iow  vallies  ring. 
What  artful  labyrintbs  perplex  their  way  ! 
Ah!  there  she  lies;  how  close:  shepants,  shedoubts 
If  dow  she  lives;  she  trembles  as  she  sits, 
With  horrour  seiz'd.   The  wither'd  grass  thatclings 
Around  her  bead,  of  the  same  russet  hue 
4  Almost  deceiv'd  my  sigłit,  had  not  her  eyes 
With  life  full-beaming  her  vain  wiles  betray'<Ł 
At  disUnce  dra  w  thy  pack,  let  al!  be  hnsh'd, 
Ko  clamour  loud,  no  frantic  joy  be  heard, 
Lest  the  wild  hound  run  gadding  o'er  the  plain 
Untractable,  nor  hear  thy  chiding  voice. 
Now  gently  ptit  her  off;  see  how  direct 
To  her  known  mew  she  flies !  Herę,  huntsman,  bring 
(Bot  without  hurry)  all  thy  jol ly  hounds,    ,  | 

And  calmly  lay  them  in.     How  Iow  they  stoop, 
And  seem  to  plough  the  ground  !  then  all  at  once 
With  greedy  nostrils  snutf  the  fuming  steam 
That  glads  their  fluttering  bearts.  As  winds  let  loose 
From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  blustering  god, 
They  burst  away,  and  sweep  the  dewy  lawn. 
Hopegivesthem  wings  while  she'8  spurr'd  on  by  fear, 
The  welkin  rings,  men,  dogs,  hills,  rocks,  and  wouds, 
In  the  fuli  concert  join.     Now,  my  brave  youths, 
StrippM  for  the  chase,  give  all  your  souls  to  joy  1 


See  how  their  cooners,  than  the  mountain  roe 
Morę  fleet,  the  verdant  carpet  skini,  thick  clouds 
Sn  >rting  they  breathe,  their  shining  hoofs  scarce  print 
The  grass  unbruis'd ;  with  emulation  tir'd 
They  strain  to  lead  the  fieid,  top  tbe  barrM  gate, 
0'er  the  deap  ditch  exulting  bouncł,  and  brusa 
The  thorny-twining  hedge :   tbe  riders  bend 
Ołer  their  archM  necks j  with  steady  hands,  by  turni 
Indulge  their  speed,  or  moderate  their  ragę.  . 
Where  are  their  sorrows,  disappointments,  wtodcs, 
Vexations,  sickness,  cares  ?  All,  all  are  goue. 
And  with  the  panting  winda  lag  far  behind. 

Huntsman !  her  gait  observe ;  if  in  wide  rings 
She  wheel  her  mazy  way,  in  the  same  round 
Persisting  still,  she  '11  foil  the  beaten  track. 
But  ii  she  fly,  and  with  the  favouring  wind 
lTrge  her  bold  course ;  less  intricate  thy  task  : 
Push  on  thy  pack.     Like  some  poor  exil'd  wr^tch, 
The  fnghted  Chase  leaves  her  late  dear  abodes, 
Oer  pla.ns  remote  she  stretches  far  away, " 
Ah  !  never  to  return  !  For  greedy  Death 
Hovering  exults,  secure  to  seize  his  prey. 

Hark !  from  yon  covert,  where  those  towering  oaks 
Above  the  buinble  copse  aspiring  rise, 
What  glorious  triumphs  burst  in  every  gale 
Upon  our  ravish'd  ears !  The  huntera  shout, 
The  clanging  horns  swell  their  sweet-winding  notes, 
The  pack  wide  opening  load  the  trembling  air 
With  various  melody ;  from  tree  to  tree 
The  propagated  ery  redoubling  bounds, 
And  winged  zephyrs  waft  the  floattng  joy 
Through  all  tbe  regions  near :  afflictive  birch 
No  morę  the  school-boy  dreads,  his  prison  broke, 
Scampering  he  nieś,  nor  heeds  his  master^  cali; 
The  weary  traveller  forgets  his  road, 
And  climbs  th'  adjacent  hill ;  the  ploughman  leavet 
Th'  unfinish'd  furrow ;  nor  his  bleating  flocks 
Are  now  the  shepherd's  joy  !  men,  boys,  and  girls, 
Desert  th'  unpe  >pled  vii  lagę;  and  wild  crowds 
Spread  o'er  the  plain,  by  the  sweet  frenzy  seiz'd. 
Look,  how  she  pants  !  and  o'er  yon  opening  glade 
Slips  glancing  by  !  while,  at  the  further  eod, 
The  puzzling  pack  unravćl  wile  by  wile, 
Mazo  within  maże.     The  covert*s  utmost  bound 
Slily  she  sklrts ;  behind  them  cautious  creeps 
And  in  thafcjrery  track,  so  lately  stain'd 
By  all  the  śteaming  crowd,  seemi  to  purstie 
Tbe  foe  she  flies.     Let  cavillers  deny 
That  bmtes  have  r  ason ;  surę  'tis  something  morę, 
'Tis  Heaven  directs,  and  stratagems  inspires 
Beyond  the  short  extent  of  human  thought 
But  hołd — I  see  her  from  the  covert  break  ; 
Sad  on  yon  little  eminence  she  sits  ; 
Intent  she  listens  with  one  ear  erect, 
Pondering,  and  doubtful  what  new  course  to  taket 
And  how  t  escapc  the  nerce  blood-thirsty  crew, 
That  still  urge  on,  and  still  in  vołlies  loud 
InsiUt  her  woes,  and  mook  her  sore  distress. 
As  now  in  <louder  peals  the  loaded  winds 
Bring  on  the  gathering  stonn,  her  fcars  prerail, 
And  o'er  the  plain,  and  o'er  the  inonntain's  ridge, 
Away  she  flies ;  nor  ships  with  wiml  and  tide, 
And  all  their  canvass  winga,  scud  half  so  fast. 
Once  morę,  ye  jovial  train,  your  courage  try, 
And  each  clean  coursei  's  speed.     We  scour  alpn& 
In  pleasirg  hurry  and  confusion  tost; 
Oblivion  to  be  wishd.     The  patient  pack 
Hang  on  the  scent  unweary1^,  up  they  climb# 
And  ardent  we  pursue  j  our  labouring  stecdt 
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We  pres*,  We  gore;  till  once  the  summit  gain'd, 
Paintully  panting ;  there  we  breathe  a  while ; 
Then,  like  a  foaming  torrent,  pouring  down 
Precipitant,  we  smoke  along  the  vale. 
Happy  the  man  who  with  unnvaird  speed 
Can  pass  his  fellows,  and  with  pleasure  view 
The  stroggłing  paek  ;  how  in  the  rapid  course 
Alternate  they  preside,  and  jostling  push 
To  gnidę  the  dubious  scent ;  how  giddy  youth 
Oft  babbling  errs,  by  wiser  age  reprov'd ; 
How,  niggard  of  his  strength,  the  wise  old  hound 
Hangs  in  the  rear,  till  some  important  point 
Konse  all  his  diligcnce,  or  till  the  chase 
Sinking  he  finds :  then  to  the  head  he  springs 
Witb  tbirst  of  glory  fiVd,  and  wins  the  prize. 
Huntsman,  take  heed  ;  they  stop  in  fuli  career. 
Yon  crowding  flocks,  that  at  a  distance  gazę, 
Have  haply  foiFd  the  turf.     See !  that  old  hound, 
How  busily  he  works,  but  dares  not  trust 
His  doubtful  scnse j  dra  w  yet  a  wider  ring. 
Hark  !  now  again  the  chorus  fills.     As  bells 
Sally  d  a  while,  at  once  their  peal  renew, 
And  high  hi  air  the  tuneful  thunder  rolls. 
See,  how  they  toss,  with  animated  ragę 
Recovering  all  they  lost! — That  eager  hastę 
Some  doubling  w  ile  foreshows.— Ah  !  yet  once  morę 
They're  check'd, — hołd  back  with  speed— on  eithcr 

hand 
They  flourish  round— ev'n  yet  persist — Tis  right, 
Away  they  spring;  the  rustling  stubbles  bend 
Beneath  the  driving  storm.     Now  the  poor  Chase 
Begins  to  flag,  to  her  last  shifts  reduc'd. 
From  brake  to  brake  she  tli  es,  and  visits  all 
Her  wcll-known  haunts,  where  once  she  rang'd  secure, 
With  love  and  plenty  blest.     See  !  thcre  she  goes, 
She  reels  along,  and  by  her  gait  betrays 
Her  inward  weakness.     See,  how  black  she  looks  ! 
The  sweat.that  clogs  th'obstructed  porcs,  scarce  leares 
A  languid  scent     And  now  in  opon  view 
See,  see,  she  flics  !  each  eaper  hound  exerts 
His  utmost  speed,  and  stretches.every  nerve. 
How  quick  she  turns  !  thcir  gaping  jaws  elndes, 
And  yet  a  moment  lives;  till,  round  enclosM 
By  all  the  greedy  pack,  with  infant  screams 
She  yields  her  breath,  and  there  reluctant  dies. 
So  when  the  furious  Bacchanals  assaiTd* 
Threician  Orpheusj  poor  ill-fated  bard  ! 
Łoud  was  the  ery ;  hills,  woods,  and  Hebrus'  banks, 
HeturnM  their  clamorous  ragę ;  distress'd  he  flics, 
Shifting  from  place  to  place,  but  flies  in  vain; 
Tor  eager  they  pursue,  till  panting,  faint, 
By  noisy  multitudes  0'erpowerM,  he  sinks 
To  the  relcntless  crowd  a  bleeding  prey. 

The  huntsman  now,  a  deep  incision  madę, 
Shakes  out  witb  hands  impure,  xmd  dashes  down 
Her  reeking  entrails  and  yet  quivering  heart. 
These  claim  the  pack,  the  bloody  perqui?ite 
For  all  their  toils.     Stretch'd  on  the  gmund  she  lies 
A  mancled  corse  ;  in  her  dim  glaring  eyes 
Cold  Death  exults,  and  stifiens  every  limb. 
Aw'd  by  the  threatening  whip,  the  furious  hounds 
Around  her  bay ;  or  at  their  master'*  foot, 
Each  happy  favonrite  ćourts  his  kind  applause, 
With  humble  aduiation  cowering  Iow. 
All  now  is  joy.      With  cheeks  full-błown  they  wind 
Her  solem n  dirge,  while  the  loud-opening  pack 
The  concert  swcll,  and  hills  and  dales  lrtum 
The  sadly-pleasing  sonnds.     Thus  tlie  poorJiare, 
A  puny,  dastard  animal,  but  vers'd 


In  subtle  wiles,  diverts  the  yrmthful  trałp. 
But  if  thy  proud,  aspiring  soul  disdains 
So  mean  a  prey,  delighted  with  the  pomp, 
Magnificence,  and  grandeur  of  the  chase ; 
Hear  what  the  Muse  from  faithful  records  ringi, 
Why  on  the  banks  of  Gem  na,  Indian  stream, 
Linę  within  linę,  rise  the  pavilions  proud, 
Thci^  silken  streamers  waving  in  the  wind?         ' 
Why  neighs  the  warrior  horse  ?  From  tent  to  tent, 
Why  press  in  crouds  the  buzzing  multitude  ? 
Why  shines  the  polisrTd  hełm,  and  pointed  lance, 
This  u  ay  and  that  far  beaming  o'er  the  plain  r 
Nor  Yisapour  nor  Golconda  rebel ; 
Nor  the  great  Sophy,  with  his  numerous  hoat, 
Lays  waste  the  provinces ;  nor  glory  firea 
To  rob  and  to  destroy,  beneath  the  name 
And  specious  guise  of  war.     A  nobler  cause 
Calls  Aurengzebc  to  arms.     No  cities  sack'd, 
No  mothcr's  tears,  no  helpless  orphan'8  cries, 
No  riolated  leagues,  with  sharp  remorae 
Stall  sting  the  conscious  victor :  bat  mankind 
Shall  hail  nim  good  and  just.     For  'tis  on  beastf 
He  draws  his  Ycngeful  sword  !  on  beasts  of  prey 
Full-fed  with  human  gore.     See,  see,  he  comes ! 
Imperial  Dehli,  opening  wide  ber  gates, 
Pours  out  her  thronging  legions,  brigłit  in  arms, 
And  all  the  pomp  of  war.     Before  them  sound 
Clarions  and  trumpets,  breath ing  martial  airs, 
And  bold  defiance.     High  upon  his  thrune, 
Borne  on  the  back  of  his  proud  elepbant, 
Sits  the  great  chief  of  Tamur'8  glorious  race : 
Sublime  he  sits,  amid  the  radiant  blaze 
Of  gems  and  g  Id.     Omrahs  about  nim  crowd, 
And  rein  th'  Arabian  steed,  and  watch  his  nod : 
And  potent  rajahs,  who  themselves  preside 
Ołer  realms  of  wide  extent ;  but  here  submisa 
Their  homage  pay,  ałternate  kings  and  slares. 
Next  these,  with  prying  eunuchs  girt  around, 
The  fair  sultanas  of  his  court :  a  troop 
Of  chosen  beauties,  but  with  care  concealM 
From  each  intnisive  eye ;  one  look  is  death. 
Ah  cruel  eastern  laV  !  (had  kings  a  power 
But  equał  to  their  wild  ty  rannie  will) 
To  rob  us  of  the  Sun'ś  ałl-chcaring  ray, 
Werę  less  severe.     The  vulgar  close  the  much, 
Slaves  and  artificers ;  and  Dehli  mourns 
H.er  einpty  and  dejmpulated  streets. 
Now  at  the  camp  arriv'd,  with  stern  review, 
Through  groves  of  spears,  from  file  to  file  he  darti 
His  sharp  experienc'd  eye ;  their  order  marks, 
lach  in  his  station  rangVl,  exact  and  firm, 
Till  in  the  hound  less  linę  his  sight  is  lost. 
Not  greater  multitudes  in  anns  appear^d 
On  these  rxtended  plains,  when  .Ammon'8  son 
With  mighty  Porus  in  dread  battle  join'd, 
The  vassal  world  the  prize.     Nor  was  that  host 
Morę  numerous  of  old,  which  the  great  king  * 
Pourd  out  on  Grcece  from  all  th'  unpeopled  East, 
That  bridg'd  the  Hetlespont  from  shore  to  shore, 
And  drank  the  rivers  dry.     Mean  while  in  troopt 
The  busy  hunter-train  mark  out  the  ground, 
A  wide  circumferenoe,  fuli  many  a  league 
In  compass  round ;  woods,  rivers,  hills,  and  pbuni, 
Large  provinces ;  enough  to  gratify 
Ambition's  highest  aim,  could  reason  bwind 
Man's  ennnp:  will.     Now  sit  in  close  drnm 
The  mighty  chiefs  of  this  prodigious  hott. 
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Re  fam  Ute  throne  high-eminent  presides, 

Give$  out  his  mandates  proad,  laws  of  the  chase, 

From  ancient  records  drawn.     With  reverence  Iow, 

And  prostrate  at  his  feet,  the  chiefs  receive 

His  irreversible  decrees,  from  which 

To  rary  w  to  die.     Then  his  brave  bands 

Each  to  his  station  leads;  encamping  round, 

TiU  the  wide  circle  is  completely  form'd. 

Where  decent  order  reigns,  what  these  command, 

Those  execute  with  speed,  and  punctual  care, 

In  all  the  strictest  discipline  of  war : 

As  if  sonie  watehful  foe,  with  bold  insult, 

Hung  lowering  o'er  their  camp.    The  high  resolre, 

That  flies  on  wings  through  all  th'  encirding  linę, 

Each  motkm  steers,  and  animates  the  whole. 

So  by  the  Sun's  attractive  power  controPd, 

Tbc  planets  in  their  spheres  roli  round  his  orb : 

Od  all  he  shines,  and  rules  the  great  machiue. 

£re  yet  the  mora  dbtpels  the  fleeting  mists, 
Tbe  signal  given  by  the  kwd  trumpefs  voice, 
Now  high  in  air  th'  imperial  standard  waves, 
EmblazonM  rich  with  gold,  and  glittering  gems, 
And  like  a  sheet  of  fire,  through  the  dno  gloom 
Streaming  meteorous.    Tbe  soldiers'  sbouts, 
And  all  the  brazen  instruments  of  war, 
With  motoal  clamour,  and  united  din, 
FiU  the  large  concare.    While  from  camp  to  camp 
They  catch  the  varied  sounds,  floating  in  air, 
Round  all  the  wide  circumference,  tigers  fell 
Shrink  at  tbe  noise,  deep  in  bis  glóomy  den 
The  lkm  starta,  and  morsels  yet  unchewM 
Drop  from  his  trembling  jaws.    Now  all  at  once 
Onward  they  march  embattled,  to  the  sound 
Of  martial  barmony ;  fifes,  cornete,  drums, 
That  rouze  the  sleepy  soulto  arms,  and  bold  • 
Herośc  deeds.    In  parties  here  and  there 
Detach'd  o'er  hill  and  dale,  the  hunters  rangę 
Inauisttire ;  strong  dogs,  that  match  in  fight 
The  boldest  brote,  around  their  masters  wait, 
A  faitbral  guard.    No  haunt  unsearch'd,  they  drive 
From  erery  corert,  and  from  erery  den, 
The  lurkmg  savages.     Incessant  sbouts 
Re-echo  through  the  woods,  and  kindling  fires   # 
Gleam  from  the  mountain  tops ;  the  forest  seems 
One  intnglmg  blaze  :  like  flocks  of  sheep  they  fly 
Befbre  the  flaming  brand :  fierce  lions,  pards, 
Boars,  tigers,  bears  and  wolves  ;  a  dreadful  crew 
Of  grim  blood-tbirsty  foes  ;  growling  along, 
They  stalk  tndignant ;  but  fierce  vengeance  stilt 
Hangs  peating  on  their  rear,  and  pointed  spears 
Present  immediate  death.    Soon  as  the  Night 
Wrept  in  ber  sable  veil  forbids  the  chase, 
They  pitch  their  tents,  m  even  ranks,  around 
The  circlmg  camp.  The  guards  areplac'd,  and  fires 
At  proper  distances  ascending  rise, 
And  paint  th'  horizon  with  tbeir  ruddy  fight 
So  round  some  island'8  shore  of  large  eitent, 
Amid  the  gloomy  horrours  of  the  night, 
The  billów*  breakmg  on  the  pointed  rocks, 
Seem  all  one  flame,  and  the  bright  circuit  wide 
Appears  a  bahrark  of  surroundmg  fire. 
What  dreadrol  howlings,  and  what  hideous  roar, 
Disturb  those  peaceful  shades  !  where  erst  the  bird 
That  glads  the  night  had  ctteerM  the  listening  groves 
With  sweet  complamings.  Through  tbe  silent  gloom 
Oft  they  tbe  goards  assail ;  as  oft  repelPd 
They  fly  reluctant,  .with  hot  boiling  ragę 
Stnng  to  tbe  quick,  and  mad  with  wild  despair. 
Tbusday  by  day  they  (till  the  chase  renew, 
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At  night  encamp ;  till  now  in  streighter  bounds 
The  circle  lessens,  and  the  beasts  perceive 
The  wali  that  hems  them  in  on  erery  side. 
And  now  their  fury  bursts,  and  knows  no  mean  ; 
From  man  they  tnrn,  and  point  their  ill-judg'd  raga 
Against  their  fellow-bmtcs.     With  teeth  and  claws 
The  civil  war  begins ;  grappling  they  tear. 
Lions  on  tigers  prey,  and  bears  on  wolves : 
Horrible  discord  !  till  the  crowd  behind 
Shouting  pursue,  and  part  the  bloody  fray. 
At  once  their  wrath  subsides j  tamę  as  the  lamb 
The  lion  hanars  his  head,  the  furious  pard, 
Cow'd  and  subdued,  flies  from  the  face  of  man, 
Nor  bears  one  glance  of  his  commanding  eye> 
So  abject  is  a  tyrant  in  distress  I 

At  last,  within  the  narrow  plain  confin'd, 
A  listed  field,  mark'd  out  for  bloody  deeds, 
An  amphitheatre  morę  glorious  far  [heaps, 

Than  ancient  Romę  could  boast,  they  crowd  in 
Dismay'd,  and  quite  appallU     In  raeet  array, 
Sheath'd  in  refulgent  arms,  a  noble  band 
Adrance;  great  lords  of  high  imperial  blood, 
Early  resolv'd  V  assert  their  royal  race, 
And  prove  by  glorious  deeds  their  valourłs  growth 
Maturę,  ere  yet  the  callow  dov.n  has  spread 
Its  curling  shade.    ,On  bold  Arabian  steeds 
With  decent  pride  they  sit,  that  fearless  hear 
The  lion's  dreadful  roar  ;  and  down  the  rock 
Swift-shooting  plange,  or  ołer  the  mountain's  ridga 
Stretching  along,  the  greedy  tiger  leare 
Panting  behind.     On  foot  their  faithfnl  slaves 
With  javelins  arm'd  attend  ;  each  watehful  eya 
Fix'd  on  his  youtbfol  care,  for  him  alone 
He  fears,  and,  to  redeem  his  life,  unmo^d 
Would  lose  his  own.     The  mighty  Anrengzebe, 
From  his  high-elevated  throne,  beholds 
His  blooming  race  j  revolving  in  his  mind 
What  once  he  was,  in  his  gay  spring  of  life,  " 
When  vigour  strung  his  nerves.     Parental  joy 
Melts  in  his  eye,  and  flushes  in  his  cheek. 
Now  the  loud  tnimpet  sounds  a  charge.  Tlie  shonta 
Of  eager  hosts,  through  all  the  circling  linę, 
And  the  wild  howlings  of  the  beasts  within 
Rend  wide  the  welkin ;  flights  of  arrows,  wing»d 
With  death,  and  javelins  lauch'd  from  every  arm, 
Gall  sore  the  brutal  bands,  with  many  a  wound 
Gor'd  through  and  through.     Despair  at  last  pre- 
When  fiiinting  Naturę  shrinks,  and  rouses  all  |  vails, 
Their  drooping  courage.    Sweird  witli  ftirious  ragę! 
Their  eyes  dart  fire  j  and  on  the  youthful  band 
They  rush  implacable.     They  their  broad  shieldt 
Quick  interpose ;  on  each  devoted  head 
Their  flaming  iatchions,  as  the  bults  of  Jove, 
Descend  unerring.    Prostrate  on  the  ground 
The  grinning  monstera  lie,  and  their  foul  gore 
Defiles  the  verdant  plain.    Nor  idle  stand 
The  trusty  slares;  with  pointed  spears  they  pierce 
Through  their  tough  hides  ;  or  at  their  gaping 
An  easier  passagefind.  The  kingof  brutes  [moutha 
In  broken  roarings  breathes  his  last ;  tbe  bear 
Grumbles  in  death  j  nor  can  his  spotted  skin 
Though  sleek  it  shioe,  with  varied  beauties  gay, 
Save  the  proud  pard  from  unrelenting  fate. 
The  battle  bleeds,  grim  Slaughter  strides  along, 
Glutting  her  greedy  jaws,  grins  o'er  her  prey  : 
Men,  horses,  dogs,  fierce  beasts  of  every  kind, 
A  strange  promiscuous  carnage,  drenchM  in  blood, 
And  heaps  on  heaps  amass  d.    What  yet  remain 
Alire,  with  Tain  assault  ooutend  to  braak 
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Thł  impenctrable  linę.     Others,  whom  fear 
Inspires  with  self-preserving  wiłeś,  beneath 
The  bod  i  es  of  the  slam  for  shelter  creep. 
Aghast  they  fly,  or  hicie  their  heads  dispcrs'd.  [work 
And  now  perchance  (had  Heaven  but  p1eas'd)  the 
Of  death  had  been  compleat ;  and  Aurengzebe 
By  one  dread  frown  extinguish'd  half  their  race. 
When  lo !  the  bright  sultanas  of  his  court 
Appear,  and  to  his  ravish'd  eyes  display 
Those  charms  but  rarely  to  the  day  reveal'd. 

Lowly  they  bend,  and  humbly  sue,  to  save 
The  vanquish'd  host     What  mortal  can  deny 
"When  suppliant  Beauty  begs  ?  At  his  command, 
Opening  to  right  and  left,  the  wcll-train'd  troops 
Leave  a  large  void  for  their  retreating  foes. 
Away  they  fly,  on  wings  of  fear  upborn, 
To  seek  on  distant  hills  their  late  abodes. 

Ye  proud  oppressors,  whose  vain  hearts  ncult 
In  wantonness  of  power,  'gainst  the  brute  race, 
Fierce  robbers  like  yonrselres,  a  guiltless  war 
Wagę  uncontrolM :    here  quench   your  thirst  of 

blood  j 
But  learn  from  Aurengzebe  to  spar.  mankind. 
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BOOK  III. 

THE  ARGOMEKT. 

Of  king  Edgar,  and  his  imposing  a  tribute  of  wolvesł 
heads  upon  the  kings  of  Wales :  frctn  hence  a 
transition  to  fox-hnnting,  which  is  describcd  in 
all  its  parts.  Censure  of  an  over>numerous  pack. 
Of  the  sereral  engincs  to  destroy  foxes  and  other 
wild  beasts.  Tlie  stceUtrap  dcscribed,  and*  the 
manner  of  using  it  Description  of  the  pitfall  for 
the  lion  ;  and  anothcr  for  the  elephant  The 
ancierit  way  of  hunting  the  tiger  with  a  mirror. 
The  Arabian  manner  of  hunting  the  wild  boar. 
Description  of  the  royal  stag-chase  at  Windsor 
Forcst.  Cuncl udes  with  an  addrcss  to  his  Majesty, 
and  an  eulogy  upon  mercy. 

In  Albion's  isle,  when  glorious  Edgar  reign'd, 
He,  wisely  provident,  from  her  white  cliflś 
Lanch'd  half  her  forests,  and  with  mnnerous  fleets 
CorerM  his  wide  domain  :  tlicre  proudly  rode 
Lord  of  the  deep,  the  great  prcrogative 
Of  British  monarchs.     Each  invader  bold, 
Dane  and  Norwegian,  at  a  distanco  gaz'd, 
Aod,  disappointcd,  gnashM  his  tecth  in  vain. 
He  scour'd  the  seas.  and  toremotcst  shores 
With  swclling  sails  the  trombling  corsair  fled. 
Rich  commerce  flotirishM  ;  and  with  busy  oars 
Dash'd  the  resoundimr  surge.     Nor  less  at  land 
His  royal  cares;  wisc,  potent,  grarious  prinee  ! 
His  subjects  from  theiueniel  foes  he  sav'd, 
And  from  rapacious  savages  their  flocks  :         [paid 
Cambria's  proud  kings  (though  with  reluctance) 
Their  tributary  wotas  ;  head  after  head, 
In  fuli  account,  till  the  woods  yield  no  morę, 
And  alt  the  ravenous  race  extinct  is  lost. 
In  fertiłe  pastures,  morę  sec  u  rei  y  grazM 
The  social  troops  ;  and  soon  their  large  inerease 
With  curling  fłeeces  whiten'd  all  the  plains. 
But  yet,  alas !  the  wiły  fux  remain'd, 
A  subtle,  pilfering  foe,  pro  w  ling  around 
In  midnight  shades,  and  wakefol  to  destroy. 
In  the  fuli  fold,  the  poor  defenceless  lamb, 
Seiz'd  by  his  guileful  arts,  with  sweet  warm  blood 
Supplies  a  rich  repast.    The  mournful  ewe, 


Her  dearest  treasure  lost,  through  the  dun  ftight 
Wanders  perplex'd,  and  darkling  bleats  m  vain  : 
While  in  th*  adjacent  bnsh,  poor  Philomel, 
(Herself  a  parent  once,  till  wanten  charłs 
Despoifd  her  nest)  joins  in  her  loud  lameats, 
With  6weeter  notes,  and  morę  melodiom  woe. 

For  these  nocturoal  thieves,  huntsman,  prepare 
Thy  sbarpest  vengeance.     Oh  !  how  glorious  'tit 
To  right  th1  oppress'd,  and  bring  the  felon  vile 
To  just  disgrace  !  Kre  yet  the  morning  peep, 
Or  stars  retire  from  the  first  blush  of  day, 
With  thy  fer-echoiog  voice  alarm  thy  pack, 
And  rouse  thy  bold  compeere.    Then  to  the  copie, 
Thick  with  entangling  grass,  or  prickly  farze, 
With  silence  lead  thy  many  colour'd  hounds, 
In  all  their  beauty's  pride.     See !  how  they  rangę 
EHspers*d,  how  busily  this  way,  and  that, 
They  cross,  examini*g  with  curious  nose 
Each  likely  haunt.     Hark  !  on  the  drag  I  hear 
Their  dotibtful  notes,  prelnding  to  a  ery 
Morę  nobly  fuli,  and  swellM  with  every  montn. 
As  straggling  armies,  at  the  tnimpefs  voice, 
Press  to  their  standard ;  hither  all  repair, 
And  hurry  through  the  woods ;  with  hasty  step 
Rustling,  and  fuli  of  hope ;  now  driven  on  beaps 
They  push,  they  strhre;  while  from  his   kornel 

sncaks 
The  conscious  villain.     See !  he  skulks  along, 
Sleek  at  the  shephenfs  cost,  and  plump  with  mealf 
Purloin'd.     So  thrive  the  wicked  here  below. 
Though  high  his  brnsh  he  bear,  though  tipt  with 
It  gaily  shine  ;  yet  ere  the  Sun  declin'd        [wbite 
Recal  the  shades  of  night,  the  pamperd  rogue 
Shall  nie  his  fate  revers'd,  and  at  his  heeli 
Behold  tlie  just  avenger,  swift  to  seize 
His  forfeit  head,  and  thirsting  for  his  blood.  [hearts 

Heavens  !  what  melodious  strains  !  how  beat  onr 
Big  with  tuinultuous  joy  !  the  loaded  gales 
Breathe  harmony ;  and  as  the  tempest  drives 
From  wood  to  wood,  through  every  dark  recess 
The  forest  thunders,  and  the  mountains  shake. 
The  chorus  swclls ;  less  variou&,  and  less  sweet, 
The  trilling  notes,  when  in  those  rety  grores, 
The  featherM  choristers  salute  the  Spring, 
And  every  bush  in  concert  joins ;  or  when 
The  master^  hand,  in  modulated  air, 
Bids  the  loud  organ  breathe,  and  all  the  powen 
Of  musie  in  one  instrument  combioe, 
An  universal  minstrelsy.     And  now 
In  vnin  each  earth  he  tries,  the  doors  are  barrM 
Impregnable,  nor  is  the  corert  safe ; 
ile  pants  for  purer  air.     Hark  !  what  loud  shooU 
Re-echo  through  the  groves  !  he  brcaks  away. 
Shrill  horns  proclaim  his  fligbt     Each  straggling 

hound 
Strains  o'er  the  lawn  to  reach  the  distant  pack. 
'Tis  triumph  all  and  joy.     Now,  my  brave  yootos, 
Now  give  a  loose  to  tlie  clean  generous  steed ; 
Flourish  the  whip,  nor  spare  tlie  galling  spor; 
But,  iu  the  madness  of  delight,  forget  ^ 
Your  fears.     Far  o'er  tbe  rocky  hills  we  rangę, 
And  dangerous  our  course ;  but  in  the  brare 
Tnie  courage  never  fails.     In  vam  the  stream 
In  foaming  eddies  whirls ;  in  vain  the  ditch 
Wide-gaping  tbreatens  death.    The  craggy  steep, 
Where  the  poor  dizzy  shepherd  crawls  with  care, 
And  clings  to  every  twig,  gives  us  no  poin ; 
But  down  we  sweep,  as  stoops  the  fiUcon  boki 
To  pounce  his  prey.    Then  up  th*  opponent  bill. 
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By  tbe  swift  motkm  slung,  we  maunt  aloft : 
So  ships  m  winter-seas  now  sliding  sink 
Adown  the  steepy  wave,  then  toss'd  on  high 
Kidę  cmi  the  billowa,  and  defy  tbe  storm.        [Chase 
What  lengths  we  pass  !  where  will  the  wandering 
Lead  os  bewilder*d !  smooth  as  swallows  skim 
The  new -snom  mead,  and  far  morę  6wift,  we  fly. 
See  my  brave  pack ;  how  to  the  head  they  press, 
fading  in  cloae  array,  then  morę  diffuse 
ObUqoely  wheel,  while  from  their  opening  mouths 
Tbe  Tollied  thunder  breaks.     So  wben  the  cranes 
Their  annual  voyage  steer,  with  wanton  wing 
Their  figurę  oft  they  change,  and  their  loud  clang 
From  cloud  to  cloud  rebounds.     How  far  behind 
The  hunter-crew,  wide-straggling  o'er  the  plain  ! 
The  panting  courser  now  with  trembling  nerves 
Begins  to  reel ;  urg'd  by  the  goring  spur, 
Nakes  many  a  faint  etTort :  he  snorts,  he  foams, 
The  big  round  drops  ran  trickling  down  his  sides, 
With  sweat  and  blood  distain'd.    Lootf  back  and  view 
The  strange  confusion  of  tbe  vale  below, 
Where  sour  vexation  reigus;  see  yon  poorjade  ! 
In  rain  th'  impatient  rider  frets  and  swears ; 
With  galłmg  spurs  harrows  his  mangled  sides  j 
He  can  no  raore :  his  siiff  unpliunt  lirabs 
Booted  m  earth,  unmor'd  and  6x'd  he  stands, 
For  every  cruel  curse  returns  a  gn*n, 
And  sobą,  and  faints,  and  di  es.     Who  without  grief 
Can  view  that  pamperd  steed,  his  master's  }oy, 
His  minion,  and  his  daily  care,  well  cloath'd, 
Wdl  fed  with  every  ntcer  cate ;  no  cost, 
Ko  labom*  spar'd ;  who,  when  the  flying  Chase 
Broke  from  the  copse,  without  a  rival  led 
The  numerous  train:  now  a  sad  spcctacle 
Of  prkłe  bronght  Iow,  and  humbPd  insolence, 
Drove  like  a  pannier'd  asa,  and  scourg'd  along. 
While  these,  with  loosen'd  reins  and  dangling  heels, 
Hang  on  their  reeling  palfreys,  that  scarce  bear 
Their  weights :  another  in  tbe  treacherous  bog 
Lies  floundering    half  ingulphM.      What    bitiug 

thoughts 
Torment  th'  abandonM  crew !  Old  age  laments 
His  rigour  spent :  the  tali,  plump,  brawny  youth 
Corses  his  cumberous  bulk  j  and  envies  now 
Tbeshortpygmean  race,  he  whilom  kenn'd 
Whh  proud  insulting  leer.    A  chosen  few 
AJone  the  sport  enjoy,  nor  droop  beneath      [height 
Their  pleasang  tołls.     Herę,  huntsman,  from  this 
Obserwe  yon  birds  of  prey ;  if  I  can  judge, 
Tr*  there  the  villara  lurks  :  they  hover  round 
And  clann  nim  as  their  own.    Was  I  not  right  ? 
See!  there  he  creeps  alonsc;  his  brush he  drags, 
And  tweeps  the  mirę  imptire;  from  his  wide  jaws 
His  tongne  unmoisterTd  hangs ;  symptoms  too  surę 
Of  tudden  death.     Ha  !  yet  he  nieś,  nor  yields 
To  błack  despair.   But  one  loose  morę,  and  al l 
His  wiles  are  vaiiu    Hark  !  through  yon  village  now 
The  rattling  clamour  rings.    The  barns,  the  cols, 
And  leafless  elms  return  the  joyous  sounds. 
Through  erery  bomestall,  and  through  every  yard, 
Ha  midnight  walks,  panting,  forlorn,  he  flies  ; 
Through  every  hole  be  sneaks,  through  every  jakes 
Plunging  he  wades  besmear'd,  and  fondly  hopea 
in  a  superior  atench  to  lose  his  own  : 
Bot,  faithful  to  the  track,  th'  unerring  hounds 
Wkh  peals  of  ^cboing  veogeance  close  pursue. 
And  now  distres»'d,  no  sheltering  covert  near, 
Into  the  hen-roost  creeps,  whose  walls  with  gore 
ttstaind  atest  his  guilU    Theje,  viilain,  thera 


Expect  thy  fate  deseirM.    And  soon  from  thence 
The  pack  inquisitive,  with  clamour  loud, 
Drag  out  their  trembling  prize  ;  and  on  his  blood 
With  greedy  transport  feast     In  bolder  notes 
Each  sounding  hurn  proclaims  the  felon.  dead : 
And  all  th'  assembled  village  shouts  for  joy. 
The  farmer,  who  beholds  his  mortal  foe 
StretchM  at  his  fect,  applauds  the  glorious  deed, 
And  grateful  calls  us  to  a  short  repast : 
In  the  fuli  glass  the  liąuid  amber  smiles, 
Our  native  product ;  and  his  good  old  matę 
With  choicest  vian(is  heaps  the  liberał  board, 
To  crown  our  triumpbs,  and  reward  our  toils. 

Herę  must  th'  instructive  Muse  (but  with  respect) 
l  Censure  that  numerous  pack,  that  cruwd  of  state, 
With  which  the  vain  profusion  of  the  great 
Covers  the  lawn,  and  shakes  the  trembling  copse. 
Pompous  encumbrance !  A  magnincence 
Useless,  vexatious !  For  the  wiły  fox, 
Safe  in  th*  inereasiug  number  of  his  foes, 
Rens  well  the  great  advantage :  slinks  behind, 
And  slyly  creeps  through  the  same  beaten  track, 
And  bunts  them  step  by  step :  then  views,  escap'd, 
With  inward  extasy,  the  panting  throng 
In  their  own  footsteps  puzzled,  foil*d,  and  lost. 
So  when  proud  eastern  kings  summon  to  arms 
Their  gaudy  legioos,  from  far  distant  climes 
They  flock  in  crowds,  unpeopling  half  a  world : 
But  when  the  day  of  battię  calls  them  forth 
To  charge  the  well-train'd  foe,  a  band  compact 
Of. chosen  veterans ;  they  press  blindly  on, 
In  heaps  confusd  by  their  own  weapons  fali, 
A  smoaking  carnage  scatter'd  o'er  Uie  plain. 

Nor  hounds  alone  this  noxious  brood  destroy : 
The  plunder'd  warrener  ftill  many  a  wile 
Devises  to  entrap  his  greedy  foe, 
Fat  with  nocturnal  spoils.     At  close  of  day, 
With  silence  drags  his  tratl ;  then  from  the  ground 
Pares  thin  the  close-graz^  turf,  there  with  nice 
Covers  the  latent  death,  with  curious  springs  [hand 
Prepar'd  to  fly  at  once,  whene'er  the  tread 
(H  man  or  beast  unwarily  sball  press 
The  yielding  surface.     By  th'  indented  steel 
With  gripe  tenacious  held,  the  felon  grins, 
And  struggles,  but  in  vain :  yet  oft  łtis  known, 
When  every  art  has  fail'd,  the  captive  fox 
Has  sharM  the  wounded  joint,  and  with  a  limb 
Compounded  for  his  life.     But,  if  perchance 
In  the  deep  pitfall  plungM,  tliere  's  no  escapej 
But  unrepriev'd  he  dies,  and  bleachM  in  air, 
The  jest  of  clowns,  his  reeking  carcass  hangs. 

Of  these  are  rarious  kinds  ;  npt  even  the  king 
Of  bmtes  eva  les  this  deep  devouring  grave  : 
But,  by  the  wiły  African  betray'd, 
Heedless  of  fate,  within  its  gaping  jawa 
Expires  indignant     When  the  orient  beam 
With  blushes  paints  the  dawn  j  and  all  the  raca 
Carnivorous,  with  blood  full-£org'd,  retire 
Into  their  darksom  cells,  there  satiate  snore 
0'er  dripping  offals.  and  the  mangled  liinbs 
Of  men  and  beasts ;  the  painful  forester 
Climbs  the  high  hills,  whose  proud  aspiring  tops 
With  the  tali  cedac  crown 'd,  and  taper  fir, 
Assail  the  clouds.     Thera,  ?mong  the  craggy  rocki, 
And  thickets  intricate,  trembling  he  news 
His  footsteps  in  the  sand  ;  the  dismal  road 
And  avenuc  to  Death.     Hither  he  calls 
His  watchful  bands ;  and  Iow  into  the  ground 
A  pit  they  sink,  fuli  many  a  fatoom  deep. 
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Then  in  the  midst  a  column  high  is  rearM, 
The  but  of  somc  fair  tree ;  upon  whose  top 
A  lamb  is  plarrM,  just  ravish'd  from  his  dam* 
And  noxt  a  wali  they  build,  with  Stones  and  earth 
Encireling  round,  and  hiding  from  all  view 
The  dreadful  precipice.     Now  when  the  shades 
Of  night  hang  lowcring  o'er  the  niountain's  brow ; 
And  bunger  keen,  and  pungent  thirst  of  blood, 
Houze  up  the  slothful  beast,  be  shakes  his  sides, 
Slow-rising  from.  his  lair,  and  stretches  wide 
His  rayenous  paws,  with  recent  gore  distain'd. 
The  forosts*  trcmble,  as  he  roars  aloud, 
Impatient  to  flestroy.     0'erjoy'd  he  hears 
The  bleating  inuocent,  that  claims  in  vain 
The  3hepherd's  care,  and  seeks  with  piteous  moan 
The  foodful  teatj  himself  alas  !  design'd 
Another*s  meal.     For  now  the  greedy  brute 
Winds  him  from  far ;  and  leaping  o'er  the  mottnd 
Te>  seize  his  trembling  prey,  headlong  is  plungłd 
Into  the  deep  abyss.     Prostrate  he  lies 
AstunnM  and  impotent.     Ah  !  what  avail 
Thine  eye-balls  flashing  fire,  thy  length  of  taił, 
That  lashes  thy  broad  sides,  thy  jaws  besmear'd 
With  blood  and  ofFals  crude,  thy  shaggy  mane 
The  terrour  of  the  woods,  thy  stately  port, 
And  bulk  cnormous,  sinee  by  stratagem 
Thy  strengtb  is  foiPd  ?  Unequal  is  the  strife, 
When  sorereign  reason  combats  brutal  ragę. 

On  distant  Ethiopia's  sun-burnt  coasts, 
The  black  inhabitants  a,pitfall  frame, 
But  of  a  diflerent  kind,  and  difYerent  ule. 
With  slender  poles  the  wide  capacious  mouth, 
And  hurdles  słight,  they  close ;  o'er  these  is  spread 
A  floor  of  verdant  turf,  with  al  i  its  flowers 
S  ni  i  ling  delusire,  and  from  strictest  scarch 
Concealing  the  deep  grave  that  yawns  below. 
Then  boughs  of  trees  they  cut,  with  tempting  frait 
Of  yarious  kinds  surchargM  ;  the  downy*peach, 
The  clustering  vine,  and  of  bright  golden  rind     ' 
The  fragrant  orange.     Soon  as  evening  grey 
Adnmces  slow,  besprinkling  all  around 
With  kind  refreshmg  dews  the  thirsty  glebę, 
The  stately  elephant  from  the  close  shade 
With  step  majestic  strides,  eager  to  taste 
The  coolcr  breeze,  that  from  the  sea-beat  shore 
Delightful  breathes,  or  in  the  limpid  stream 
To  lave  his  panting  sides ;  joyous  he  scents 
The  rich  repast,  unweeting  of  the  death 
That  lurks  wit  hm.    And  soon  he  sporting  breaks 
The  brittle  boughs,  and  greedily  devours 
The  fruit  delicious.     Ah  !  too  dearly  bought ; 
The  price  is  life.     For  now  the  treacherous  turf 
Trembling  gives  way  ;  and  the  unwieldy  beast, 
Self-sinking,  drops  into  the  dark  profound.  4 

So  when  dilated  vapours,  struggbng,  heave 
Th'  incumbent  earth ;  if  chance  the  cavern'd  ground 
Slirinking  subside,  and  the  thin  surface  yield, 
Down  sinks  at  once  the  ponderous  dome,  ingulphM 
With  all  its  towers.     Subtle,  delusive  man  ! 
How  vavious  are  thy  wiles  !  artful  to  kill 
Thy  savage  foes,  a  duli  unthinking  race  ! 
Fierce  from  his  lair,  springs  forth  the  speckled  pard 
Thirsting  for  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy ; 
The  hunttman  flies,  but  to  his  flight  alone 
Coufides  not :  at  conrenient  distance  fhttt, 
A  polisłTd  mirror  stops  in  fuli  career 
The  furious  brute  :  he  there  his  image  views  ; 
Spots  against  spots  with  ragę  improring  glow  ; 
Another  pard  his  bristly  whiskers  curls, 


Grins  as  he  grins,  flerce-menacing,  and  wide 
Distends  his  opening  paws ;  himself  against 
Himself  opposed,  and  with  dread  vengeance  arm'd. 
The  huntsman,  now  secure,  with  fetal  aim 
Direets  the  pointed  spear,  by  which  transfix'd 
He  dies,  and  with  him  dies  the  rival  shade. 
Thus  man  innumerous  engmes  forms,  t'  assail 
The  savage  kind ;  but  most  the  docile  horte, 
Swift  and  confederate  with  man,  annoys 
His  brethren  of  the  plains ;  without  whose  aad 
The  huntert  arts  are  vain,  unskiird  to  wagę 
With  the  morę  active  brutes  an  equal  war. 
But  borne  by  him,  without  the  well-train'd  pack, 
Man  dares  his  foe,  on  wings  of  wind  secure. 

Him  the  fierce  Arab  mounts,  and,  with  ha  troop 
Of  bold  compeers,  ranges  the  deserts  wild. 
Where,  by  the  magnefs  aid,  the  trareller 
Steers  his  untrodden  course ;  yet  oft  on  land 
Is  wreck  d,  in  the  high -rolling  waves  of  sand 
Immerst  and  lost     While  these  intrepid  bands, 
Safe  in  their  aorses  speed,  out-fiy  the  storm,  [prey. 
And  scouring  round,  make  men  and  beast*  their 
The  grisly  boar  is  singled  from  bis  herd, 
As  large  as  that  in  Erimanthian  woods, 
A  match  for  Hercules.     Round  him  they  fly 
In  circles  wide ;  and  each  in  passing  sends 
His  featherM  death  into  his  brawny  sides. 
But  perilous  th'  attempt     For  if  the  steed 
Haply  too  near  approach ;  or  the  loose  earth 
His  fboting  fail,  the  watchful  angry  beast 
Th'  advantage  spies  -,  and  at  one  sidelong  glanct 
Rips  up  his  groin.     Wounded,  he  rears  aloft, 
And,  plunging,  from  his  back  the  rider  hurls 
Precipitant;  then  bleeding  spurns  the  ground, 
And  drags  his  reeking  entraib  o'er  the  plam. 
Mean  while  the  surly  monster  trots  along, 
But  with  uneąual  speed ;  for  still  they  wound,- 
Swift-wheeling  in  the  spacious  ring.    A  wood 
Of  darta  upon  his  back  he  bears;  adown 
His  torturM  sides,  the  crimton  torrents  roli 
From  many  a  gaping  font.    And  now  at  last 
Staggering  he  falk,  in  blood  and  fbam  ezpires. 

But  whither  roves  my  devious  Muse,  intent 
On  anturae  tales  ?  While  yet  the  royal  stag 
Unsung  remains.     Tread  with  respectful  awe 
Windsor^  greenglades;  where  Denham,tuneftil  bard, 
Charm'd  once  the  listening  Dryads,  with  his  song 
Sublimely  sweet.    O !  grant  mc,  sacred  shade. 
To  glean  submiss  what  thy  fuli  sickle  leaves. 

The  morning  Sun,  that  gilds  with  trembling  rays 
Windsor'8  high  towers,  beholds  the  courtly  train 
Mount  for  the  chase,  nor  views  in  all  his  ooursa 
A  scenę  so  gay:  heroic,  noble  youths, 
In  arts  and  arms  renownM,  and  lorely  nymphe 
The  fairest  of  this  isle,  where  Beauty  dweUs 
Delighted,  and  deserts  her  Paphian  grore 
For  our  morę  favour'd  shades :  in  proud  paradę 
These  shine  magnificent,  and  press  around 
Tlie  royal  happy  pair.    Great  in  themselTes, 
They  smile  superior ;  of  extemal  show 
Regardless,  while  their  inbred  virtues  grre    * 
A  lustre  to  their  power,  and  grace  their  court 
With  real  splendours,  fiu-  abore  the  pomp 
Of  eastera  kings,  tn  all  their  tinsel  pride. 
Łike  troops  of  Amazons,  the  female  band 
Prance  round  their  cars,  not  in  refdlgent  arms 
As  those  of  old ;  unskilld  to  wieki  the  swad, 
Or  bend  the  baw,  these  kill  with  surer  aim. 
The  royal  ofepring,  fiurest  of  the 
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Łead  on  the  gplendid  tram.    Anna,  morę  bright 

Than  summer  suns,  or  as  the  lightning  keen, 

Wrth  irresistible  efiulgence  arm'd, 

Kres  every  heart.     He  must  be  morę  than  man, 

Who  unconcenTd  can  bear  the  piercing  ray. 

Amelia,  milder  than  the  blushing  dawn, 

With  sweet  engaging  air,  but  equal  powcr, 

Insensibly  subdues,  and  in  soft  chains 

Her  willing  captives  leads.     Illustrious  maids, 

Ever  triumphant !  whose  victorious  charms, 

Without  the  needless  aid  of  high  descent, 

Had  aw*d  mankind,  and  taught  the  world's  great 

lorda 
To  bow  and  sue  for  grace.    Bat  who  is  he 
Fresh  as  a  rose-bud  newły  blown,  and  fair 
As  opening  Ulies ;  on  whom  every  eye 
With  joy  and  admiration  dwells  ?  Sec,  see, 
He  reins  his  docile  barb  with  manly  grace. 
b  it  Adonis  for  the  chase  array'd  ? 
Or  Britain's  second  hope  ?  Hail,  blooming  youth  ! 
May  ail  your  virtues  with  your  years  improre, 
TUI  in  consummate  worth,  you  shine  the  pride 
Of  these  our  days,  and  to  succeeding  times 
A  bright  example.     As  his  guard  of  mntes 
On  the  great  sułtan  wait,  with  eyes  deject, 
And  fix'd  on  earth,  no  voice,  no  sound  is  heard 
Withra  the  wide  serail,  but  all  is  hush'd, 
And  awful  silence  reigns ;  thus  stand  the  pack 
Mute  and  unmov'd,  and  cowering  Iow  to  earth, 
While  pass  the  glittering  court,  and  royal  pair  : 
So  dtsciplinM  those  hounds,  and  so  reserv'd, 
Whose  honour  'tis  to  glad  the  heartrof  kings. 
Bot  soon  the  windiog  horn,  and  huntsman's  voice, 
Let  loose  the  generał  chorus ;  far  around 
Joy  s^reads  its  wings,  and  the  gay  morning  smiles. 

UnharbourMnow  the  royal  stag  forsakes 
His  wonted  lair ;  be  shakes  his  dappled  sides, 
And  tosses  high  his  beamy  head,  the  copse 
Beneath  his  antlers  bends.    What  doubling  shifts 
He  tries !  bot  morę  the  wiry  hare ;  in  these 
Would  still  persist,  did  not  the  full-mouth'd  pack 
With  dreadfui  concert  thunder  in  his  rear. 
TTie  woods  reply,  the  hunter^  chearing  shouts 
Hoat  througfa  the  glades,  and  the  wide  forest  rings. 
How  merrily  they  chant !  their  nostrils  deep 
Inhale  the  grateful  steam.     Sucb  is  the  ery, 
And  soch  th*  harmonious  din,  the  soldier  deems 
The  faattle  kmdling,  and  the  statesman  grave 
Forgets  his  weighty  cares ;  each  age,  each  sex, 
In  the  wild  transport  joins ;  luxuriant  joy, 
And  pleasure  in  excess,  sparkling  exult 
On  c^ery  brow,  and  revel  unrestrain^. 
How  happy  art  thou,  man,  when  thou  'rt  no  morę 
Thyself !  when  all  the  pangs  that  grind  thy  soul, 
In  rapture  and  in  sweet  oblivion  lost, 
Yield  a  short  interral  and  ease  from  pain ' 

See  the  swift  courser  strains,  his  shining  hoofś 
Securely  beat  the  soi  id  ground.     Who  now 
The  dangerous  pitfall  fears,  with  tangling  heath 
High-orergrown  ?  or  who  the  quivering  bog 
SołY-yieldmg  to  the  step  ?  All  now  is  plain. 
Plam  as  the  strand  sea-lav'd,  that  stretches  far 
Beneath  the  rocky  shore.     Glades  crossing  glades 
The  forest  opens  to  our  wondering  view : 
Soch  was  the  king*s  cotnmand.     Let  tyranta  nerce 
Lay  waste  the  world ;  his  the  morę  glorious  part 
To  check  their  pride;  and  when  the  brazen  voice 
Of  war  is  hnsh'd  (as  erst  victorious  Romę) 
T*  etnploy  his  ftatiorfd  legiom  in  the  worka 


Of  peacc ;  to  smooth  the  rugged  wilderness, 
To  drain  the  stagnate  fen,  to  raise  the  slope 
Depending  road,  and  to  make  gay  the  face 
Of  Naturę,  with  th'  embcllishments  of  Art. 

How  melts  my  beating  heart !  as  I  behold 
Each  love!y  nymph,  our  isiand's  boast  and  pride, 
Push  on  the  generous  steed,  that  strokes  along. 
Cer  rough,  o'er  smooth,  nor  heeds  the  stcepy  hill, 
Nor  faulters  in  th'  extcnded  vale  below : 
Their  garments  loosely  waving  in  the  wind, 
And  aU  the  flush  of  beauty  iu  their  cheeks ! 
While  at  their  sides  their  pensive  lovers  wait, 
Direct  their  dubious  course ;  now  chiU'd  with  fear 
Solicitous,  and  now  with  love  inflam'd. 
O  !  grant,  indulgent  Ilearen,  no  rising  storm 
May  darken  with  black  wings  this  glorious  scenę ! 
Should  some  malignant  power  thus  damp  our  joys, 
Vain  were  the  gloomy  cave,  such  as  of  old 
BetrayM  to  lawless  love  the  Tyrian  queen. 
For  Britain's  Tirtuous  nymphs  are  chaste  as  fair, 
Spotless,  unblam'd,  with  equal  triumph  reign 
In  the  dun  gloom,  as  in  the  blaze  of  day. 

Now  the  blown  stag,through  woods,  bogs,roads,  and 
Has  measur'd  half  the  forest ;  but  alas  !     [streamj 
He  flies  iu  vain,  he  flies  not  from  his  fears. 
Though  far  he  cast  the  lingering  pack  be  hi  ud, 
His  haggard  fancy  still  with  horrour  views 
The  fell  destroyer  ,•  still  the  fatal  ery 
Insults  his  ears,  and  wounds  his  trembling  heart. 
So  the  poor  fury-haunted  wreteh  (łiis  hands 
In  guiltless  blood  distain'd)  still  seems  to  hear 
The  dying  shricks ;  and  the  pale  threatening  ghost 
Moves  as  he  tnoves,  and  as  he  flies,  pursues. 
See  here  his  slot;  up  yon  green  bill  he  climbs, 
Pants  on  its  brow  a  while,  sadly  looks  back 
On  his  pursuers,  covering  all  the  plain ; 
But  wrung  with  anguish,  bears  not  long  the  sight, 
Shoots  down  the  steep,  and  sweats  along  the  vaJe 
There  mingles  with  the  herd,  where  once  he  reign'd 
Proud  monarch  of  the  groves,  whose  clashing  beam 
His  rivals  aw'd,  and  whose  exalted  power 
Was  still  fewarded  with  successful  love. 
But  the  base  herd  have  learnd  the  ways  of  men, 
Averse  they  fly,  or  with  rebellious  aim 
Chase  hi  ni  from  thence :  needless  their  impious  deed , 
The  huntsman  knows  him  by  a  thousand  marks, 
Black,  and  imbost ;  nor  are  his  hounds  deceiv'd  ; 
Too  well  distinguish  these,  and  never  leave 
Their  once  devoted  foe ;  familtar  grows 
His  scent,  and  stronę  their  appetite  to  kill. 
Again  he  flies,  and  with  redoubled  speed 
Skims  o'er  the  lawn ;  still  the  tenacious  crew 
Hang  on  the  track,  aloud  demand  their  prey, 
And  push  him  many  a  league.     If  haply  then 
Too  far  escap'd,  and  the  gay  courtly  train 
Bchind  are.  cast ,  the  huntsman's  clanging  whip 
Stops  fuli  flieir  boki  career ;  passivc  they  stand, 
Unmov'd,  an  humblc,  an  obsequious  crowd, 
As  if  by  stern  Medusa  gaz'd  to  stones. 
So  at  their  generale  voice  whole  armies  halt 
In  fuli  pursuit,  and  check  their  thirst  of  blood.    • 
Soon  at  the  ki  ig's  command,  like  hasty  streams 
DammM  up  a  while,  they  foam  and  pour  along 
With  fresh  reeruited  might.     The  stag,  who  hop'd 
His  foes  were  lost,  now  once  morę  hears  astunn'd 
The  dreadfui  din ;  he  shivers  every  limb, 
He  starts,  he  bounds ,  each  busb  presents  a  fos. 
Prcss'd  by  the  fresh  relay,  no  pause  al!ow'd, 
Breathless,  aud  faint,  he  faulters  in  his  pace, 
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And  lift*  his  weary  limbs  with  pain,  that  scarce 
Sustain  their  load :  he  pants,  he  sobs  appalPd  1 
Drops  down  his  heavy  head  to  earth,  beneath 
His  cumbrous  beams  oppressM.    But  if  perchance 
Some  prying  eye  surprize  bim  ;  soon  he  rears 
Erect  his  towering  front,  bounds  o'cr  the  lawn 
With  ill-dissembled  vigdur,  to  amuse 
The  knowing  forester ;  who  Uily  smiles 
At  his  weak  shifts  and  unavailing  frauds. 
So  midnight  tapers  waste  their  last  remains, 
Shine  forth  a  whilc,  and  as  they  blaze  expire. 
Prom  wood  to  wood  redoubling  thunders  roli, 
And  bellow  through  the  vales ;  the  moving  storm 
Thickens  amain,  and  loud  triumphant  shouts, 
And  horns  shriU-warbling  in  each  glade,  prelude 
To  his  approaching  fate.     And  now  in  view 
With  hobbling  gait,  and  high,  exerts  amazd 
What  strength  is  left :  to  the  last  dregs  of  Ufe 
Reduc'd,  his  spirits  fail,  on  every  side 
Hemm'd  in,  besieg'd ;  not  the  least  opening  left 
To  gleaming  hope,  th'  unhappy's  last  resetre. 
Where  6halł  he  turn  ?  or  whither  fly  ?  Dtspair 
Gh-es  coiirage  to  the  weak.     ResolyM  to  die, 
He  fears  no  morę,  but  rushes  on  his  foes, 
And  deals  his  deaths  around ;  beneath  his  feet 
These  groTeling  lie,  those  by  his  antlers  gor'd 
Defile  th'  ensanguin'd  plain.     Ah !  see  distress'd 
He  stands  at  bay  against  yon  knotty  trunk, 
That  covers  well  his  rear,  his  front  presents 
An  host  of  fbes.     O  !  shun,  ye  noble  train, 
The  rude  encounter,  and  believe  your  lives 
Your  country's  due  alone.     As  now  aloof 
They  wing  around,  he  tinds  his  soul  uprais'd, 
To  dare  some  great  cocploit ;  he  charges  borne 
TJpon  the  broken  pack,  that  on  each  side 
Fly  dnfersc  j  then  as  ołer  the  turf  he  strains, 
He  vents  the  cooling  stream,  and  up  the  breeze 
TJrges  his  course  with  equal  violence : 
Then  tak  es  the  soil,  and  plunges  in  the  flood 
Precipitant ;  down  the  mid-stream  he  wafts 
AloDg,  till  (like  a  ship  distressM,  that  runa 
Into  some  winding  creek)  close  to  the  verge 
Of  a  smali  island,  for  his  weary  feet 
Surę  anchorage  he  finds,  there  skulks  immersM. 
His  nose  alone  abovc  the  wave  draws  in 
The  vital  air ;  all  else  beneath  the  flood 
Conreald,  and  lost,  deceives  each  prying  eye 
Of  raan  or  brute.      In  vain  the  crowding  pack 
Draw  on  the  margin  of  the  stream,  or  cut 
The  liquid  wave  with  oary  feet,  that  move 
In  equal  time.    Tho  gliding  waters  leave 
Ko  tracę  be  h  ind,  and  his  contracted  pores 
But  sparingly  perspire :  the  hutitsman  strains 
His  labouring  lungs,  and  puffs  his  cheeks  in  vain : 
At  length  a  blood-hound  bold,  studious  to  kill, 
And  exquisite  of  sense,  winds  bim  from  ikr ; 
Headloog  he  leaps  into  the  flood,  his  mouth 
lx)ud  opening  spends  amain,  and  his  wide  throat 
Swells  every  notę  with  joy ;  then  fearless  dives 
Beneath  the  wave,  hangson  his  haunch,  and  wounds 
Tnł  unharny  brute,  that  flounders  in  the  stream 
Sorely  distressM,  and  struggling  strires  to  mount 
The  steepy  shore.     Haply  once  morę  escap'd, 
Again  he  stands  at  bay,  amid  the  groves 
Of  willows,  bending  Iow  their  downy  heads. 
Outrageoiw  transport  fires  the  greedy  pack ; 
These  swim  the  dcep,  and  those  crawl  up  with  pain 
The  slippery  bank,  whiłe  others  on  firm  land 
Engage  $  the  stag  repcls  each  bold  asiault, 


Mamtains  his  post,  and  wounds  for  wounds  retarnsj 
As  when  some  wiły  corsair  boards  a  ship 
Fuli -freighted,.  or  from  Africłs  golden  coasts, 
Or  India's  wealtby  strand,  liis  bloody  crew 
Upon  her  deck  he  stings  ;  these  in  the  deep 
Drop  sbort,  and  swim  to  reach  her  steepy  sides, 
And  clinging  climb  aloft ;  while  those  on  board 
Urge  on  the  work  of  Fate;  the  master  doU 
PressM  to  his  last  retreat,  bravely  resołves 
To  sink  his  wealth  beneath  the  whelming  waTe, 
His  wealth,  his  foes,  nor  unreveng*d  to  die. 
So  fares  it  with  the  stag  :  so  be  reaolres 
To  plnnge  at  once  into  the  flood  below, 
Himself,  his  foes,  in  one  deep  gulph  immerstt. 
Ere  yet  he  executes  this  dire  intent, 
In  Wild  disorder  once  morę  viewa  the  light; 
Beneath  a  weight  of  woe  he  groans  distress'd, 
The  tears  run  trickling  down  his  hairy  cheeks ; 
He  weeps,  nor  weeps  in  Tara.     The  king  beholds 
His  wretched  plight,  and  tenderness  innafce 
Moves  his  great  soul.     Soon  at  his  high  command 
Rebuk'd,  the  disappointed,  hungry  pack, 
Retire  submiss,  and  grumbling  quit  their  prey* 

Great  Prince  !  from  thee  what  may  thy  subjects 
•  So  kind,  and  so  beneficent  to  brates  ?  [hope  5 

O  Mercy,  heavenly  born  !  sweet  attribute  ! 
Thou  great,  thou  best  prerogative  of  power ! 
Justice  may  guard  the  throne,  but,  joratt  with  thee, 
On  rocks  of  adamant  it  stands  secure, 
And  braves  the  storm  beneath ;  soon  as  thy  smiks 
Gild  the  rough  deep,  the  foaming  waves  sabside, 
And  all  the  noisy  tumult  sinks  in  peace. 


BOOK  IV. 

THB   ARGUMENT. 


Of  the  necessity  of  destroying  some  beasts,  and  pre- 
senring  others  for  the  use  of  man.  Of  breeding  of 
hounds ;  the  season  for  this  business.  The  cboioe 
of  the  dog,  of  great  moment  Of  the  litter  of 
whelps.  Ofthe  number  to  be  reared.  Ofsetiing 
them  out  to  their  several  walks.  Care  to  be  takea 
to  prevent  their  hunting  too  soon.  Of  entering 
the  whelps.  Of  breaking  them  from  running  at 
ftheep.  Of  the  diseases  of  hounds.  Of  their  age. 
Of  madness ;  two  sorts  of  it  described,  the  dumb 
and  outrageous  madness:  its  dreadful  efiects* 
Burning  of  the  wound  recommended  as  prevent- 
ing  all  ill  consequences.  The  mfectious  hounds  to 
be  separated,  and  fed  apart.  Tbe  vanity  of  trust- 
ing  to  the  many  infallible  cures  for  this  malady. 
The  dismal  eftects  of  the  biting  of  a  mad  dog,  upoo 
man,  described.  Description  ofthe  otter  hunting. 
The  conclusion. 

Whate'br  of  earth  is  form'd,  to  earth  returns 
Dis9olv'd :  the  various  objects  we  behokl, 
Plants,  animals,  this  whole  materia!  mass, 
Are  ever  changing,  ever  new.    The  soul 
Of  man  alone,  that  particie  dirine, 
Escapes  the  wreck  of  worlds,  when  all  thmgs  fail. 
Hence  great  the  distance  'twńct  the  beasts  that  pensa, 
And  God's  bright  image,  man's  immortal  race. 
The  brute  creatkm  are  his  property, 
Subservient  to  his  will,  and  for  him  madę. 
As  hurtful  these  he  kills,  as  useful  those 
Presenres ;  their  sole  and  arbitrary  king. 
Should  he  not  kill,  as  erst  the  Samian  sago 
Taught  unadvis'd,  and  Indian  brachmaos  now 
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As  vamly  preach;  tha  teenung  nrenoua  brutes 
Might  fili  tbe  scanty  spaoe  of  this  terrene, 
Encumbernig  all  the  globe :  should  not  his  care 
Improve  his  growing  stock,  their  kinds  might  fail, 
Man  might  one*  morę  on  roots  and  acorns  feed, 
And  through  the  deserts  rangę,  shivering,  feriom, 
Qaite  destkute  of  every  solące  dear, 
And  every  smiling  gaiety  of  life. 

Tbe  prudent  huntsman  therefore  will  supply 
With  annual  large  recruits  his  broken  pack, 
And  propagate  tbeir  kind.     As  from  the  root 
Fresh  grions-still  spring  forth  and  daily  yield 
New  blooming  honours  to  the  parent-tree. 
Far  shall  his  pack  be  fam'd,  far  sought  his  breed, 
And  prinoes  at  their  tables  feast  tbose  hounds 
His  band  presents,  an  acceptable  boon. 

Ere  yet  the  Sun  through  the  bright  Ram  has  urgti 
Hit  steepy  course,  or  mother  Earth  unbound 
Her  frozen  bosom  to  tbe  Western  gale j 
When  featherM  troops,  their  social  leagues  dissolv'd, 
8elect  their  mat  es,  and  on  the  leafless  elm 
Tbe  noisy  rook  bnilds  high  ber  wicker  nest, 
Mark  well  the  wanton  females  of  thy  pack, 
That  curl  tbeir  taper  taiU,  and  frisking  court 
Their  pyebald  mates  enamour'd ;  their  red  eyes 
Flash  fires  impure ;  nor  rest,  nor  food  they  take, 
Goaded  by  furious  lorę.     In  seperate  cells 
Confiite  them  now,  lest  bioody  civil  wars 
Annoy  thy  peaceful  state.    If  left  at  large, 
Tbe  growling  rivals  in  dread  battle  join, 
And  rude  encounter ;  on  Scamandert  streams 
Heroes  of  old  with  far  less  fury  fought 
For  the  bright  Spartan  damę,  their  valour's  prize, 
Mangled  and  torn  thy  farourite  hounds  shall  lie, 
8tretch'd  on  the  ground ;  thy  kennel  shall  appear 
A  field  of  blood :  ltke  some  unhappy  town 
In  civil  broils  confusM,  while  Discord  shakes 
Her  bioody  scourge  aloft,  fierce  parties  ragę, 
Staimng  their  impious  hands  in  mutual  deatn. 
And  still  the  best  belored,  and  bravest  fali : 
Soch  are  the  dire  efiects  of  lawless  love. 

Huntsman !  tbese  ills  by  timely  prudent  care 
Prezent :  for  every  longing  damę  select 
Some  happy  Jtaramour ;  to  him  alone 
In  fr»»gwt  connubial  join.    Consider  well 
His  lineage;  what  his  fatbero  did  of  old, 
Cbiefs  of  tbe  pack,  and  first  to  climb  the  rock, 
Or  plunge  into  the  deep,  or  tread  the  brake 
With  thorn  sharp-pointed,plash'd,and  briarsinworen, 
Obserre  with  care  his  sbape,  sort,  colour,  size. 
Nor  will  sagacious  huntsmen  less  regard 
His  inward  habits:  the  vain  babbler  shun, 
Ever  loouacious,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
His  fooiish  offspring  shall  offend  thy  ears 
With  false  alarms,  and  loud  impertinence. 
Kor  less  the  shifting  cur  avoid,  that  breaks 
HlnsWe  from  the  pack ;  to  the  next  hedge 
Derious  he  strays,  there  every  musc  he  trias : 
If  haply  then  he  cross  the  steaming  scent, 
Away  be  flies  vain-glorious ;  and  ezults 
As  of  tbe  pack  supremę,  and  in  his  speed 
And  strength  unrivall'd.     Lo  !  cast  far  behind 
His  vex'd  associates  pant,  and  labouring  strain 
To  climb  the  steep  ascent    Soon  as  they  reach 
Th'  insulting  boaster,  his  false  .couragc  feils, 
Behind  he  lags,  doom'd  to  the  fatal  noose, 
His  master's  hate,  and  scorn  of  all  the  field. 
What  can  from  such  be  hop'd,  but  a  base  brood 
Of  coward  cun,  a  frantic,  yagrant  race  ? 


When  now  the  third  revoIving  Moon  appears, 
With  sharpen'd  horns,  above  th1  horizon's  brink, 
Without  Lucina's  aid,  expcct  thy  hopes 
Are  ampły  crown'd ;  short  pangs  produce  to  light 
The  smoking  litter ;  crawling  helpless,  blind, 
Naturę  their  guide,  they  seek  the  pouting  teat 
That  plenteous  streamś.     Soon  as  the  tender  dam 
Has  fornTd  them  with  her  tongue,  with  pleasure  view 
The  raarks  of  their  renown'd  progenitors, 
Surę  pledge  of  triumphs  yet  to  come.     All  tbese 
Select  with  joy ;  but  to  the  merciless  flood 
Expose  the  dwindling  refiise,  nor  o'erload 
Th  indulgent  mother.     If  thy  heart  relent, 
Unwilling  to  destroy,  a  nurse  provide, 
And  to  the  foster-parent  give  the  care 
Of  thy  superftuous  brood ;  she'II  cherish  kind 
The  alien  offspring ;  pleas'd  thou  shalt  behold 
Her  tenderness,  and  hospitable  love, 

If  frolic  now  and  playful  they  desert 
Their  gloomy  celi,  and  on  the  yerdant  turf, 
With  nenres  improv\l,  pursue  the  mimie  chase, 
Coursing  aronnd ;  unto  the  choicest  friends 
Commit  thy  valued  prize :  the  rustic  dames 
Shall  at  thy  kennel  wait,  and  in  their  laps 
Receive  thy  growing  hopes,  wi^h  many  a  kiss 
Caress,  and  dignify  their  little  charge 
With  some  great  title,  and  resounding  name 
Of  high  import.     But  cautiotis  here  obscrve 
To  check  their  youthful  ardour,  nor  permit 
The  unexperienc'd  younker,  immature, 
Alone  to  rangę  the  woods,  or  haunt  the  brakes 
Where  dodging  conies  sport ;  his  nenres  unstrung, 
And  strength  unequal ;  the  laborious  chase    - 
Shall  stint  his  growth,  and  his  rash  forward  youta 
Contract  such  vicious  habits,  as  thy  care 
And  late  correction  never  shall  reclaim. 

When  to  fuli  strength  arriv'd,  maturę  and  bold, 
Conduct  them  to  the  field ;  not  all  at  once, 
But  as  thy  cooler  prudence  shall  direct, 
Select  a  few,  and  form  them  by  degrees 
To  stricter  discipline.     With  these  consort 
The  stanch  and  steady  sages  of  thy  pack 
By  long  experience  vers'd  in  all  the  wiles, 
And  subtle  doublings  of  the  various  Chase. 
Kasy  the  lesson  of  the  youthful  train 
When  instinct  prompts,  and  when  example  guides. 
If  the  too  forward  younker  at  the  head 
Press  boldly  on  in  wanton  sportive  mood, 
Correct  his  hastę,  and  let  him  feel  abash'd 
The  ruling  whip.     But  if  he  stoop  behind 
In  wary  modest  guise,  to  his  own  nose 
Confiding  surę ;  give  him  fuli  scope  to  work 
His  winding  way,  and  with  thy  voice  applaud 
His  patience,  and  his  care;  soon  shalt  thou  view 
The  hopeful  pupil  leader  of  his  tribe, 
And  all  the  listening  pack  attend  his  cali. 

Oft  lead  them  forth  where  wanton  lambkins  play, 
And  blcating  dams  with  jealous  eyes  obsene 
Their  tender  care.     If  at  the  crowding  flock 
He  bay  presumptuous,  or  with  eager  hastę 
Pursue  them  scatter'd  o  er  the  rerdant  plain 
In  the  foul  fact  attach'd,  to  tłw  strong  ram 
Tic  fast  the  rash  offender.     See  !  at  first 
His  hom'd  companion,  fearful  and  amaz'd, 
Shall  drag  him  trembling o'er  the  mgged  ground; 
Thcn,  with  his  load  fatiguM,  shall  turn  a-head, 
And  with  his  curl'd  harrl  front  ince%ant  peal 
The  panting  wretch ;  till,  breathlcss  and  astunn'd, 
Strctoh'd  on  the  turf  he  lic.    Thcn  spare  not  tkoa 
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The  twining  whtp,  but  ply  bis  bleeding  sides 
Lash  after  lash,  and  with  thy  threatening  voice, 
Harsh-eclioing  from  the  hi  lis,  inculcate  loud 
His  vile  offence.     Sooner  shall  trembling  doves 
£soap'd  thc  hawk's  sharp  talons,  in  mid  air, 
Assaił  their  dangerous  foe,  than  be  once  morę 
Disturb  the  peaceful  flocks.     In  tender  age 
Thus  youth  is  train'd ;  as  cnrious  artists  bend 
The  taper  pliant  twig,  or  potters  form 
Their  soft  and  ductile  clay  to  yarious  shapes. 

Nor  is  't  enough  to  brecd  j  bat  to  presenre, 
Must  be   the  huntsman's  care.    The   stanch  oki 

hounds, 
Guides  of  thy  pack,  tfrough  but  m  munber  few, 
Are  yet  of  great  account  j  shail  oft  untie 
The  Gprdian  knot,  when  reason  at  a  stand 
Puzzling  is  lost,  and  all  thy  art  is  vain. 
Ołer  clogg.ng  fallows,  o'er  dry  plastcr'd  roads 
Cer  floated  meads,  o'er  plains  with  flocks  distain'd 
Rankscenting,  these  must  lead  the  dubious  way. 
As  party-chiefs  in  senates  wbo  pre-ide, 
With  pleaded  reason  and  with  well-turn'd  speech, 
Conduct  the  staring  multitude ;  so  these 
Direct  the  pack,  who  with  joint  ery  approve, 
And  loudly  boast  discoreries  not  tbeir  own, 

Unnumber'd  accidents,  and  various  ills, 
Attend  thy  pack,  hang  bovering  o'er  their  heads, 
And  point  the  way  that  leads  to  Death's  dark  cave. 
Short  is  their  span ;  few  at  the  datę  arrive 
Of  ancient  Argns  in  old  Homer's  song 
So  highly  honouril :  kind,  sagacious  brute  ! 
Not  ev'n  Minerva's  wisdom  could  conceal 
Thy  inuch-lov'd  master  from  thy  nicer  sense. 
Dying  his  lord  he  own'd,  view'd  him  all  0'er 
With  eager  eyes,  then  clostt  those  eyes,  well  pleas'd. 

Of  lesser  ills  the  Mose  declines  to  sing, 
Nor  stoops  so  Iow ;  of  these  each  groom  can  tell 
The  proper  remedy.     But  O  !  what  care, 
What  prudence,  can  prevent  madness,  the  worst 
Of  maladtes  ?  Terrific  pest !  that  blasts 
The  huntsman's  hopes,  and  desolation  spreads        , 
Through  all  th'  unpeopled  kennel  unrestrainM, 
Morę  fatal  than  th*  envenonTd  yiper'8  bite; 
Or  that  Apulian  spider^s  poisonous  sting, 
HeaPd  by  the  pleasing  antidote  of  sounds. 

When  Sirius  reigns,  and  theSun's  parching  beams 
Bakę  the  dry  gaping  surface,  visit  thou 
Each  ev'n  and  morn,  with  quick  observant  eye, 
Thy  panting  pack.     If,  in  dark  su  I  len  mood, 
The  glouting  hound  refuse  his  wonted  meal, 
Ketiring  to  sonie  close,  obscure  retreat, 
Gloomy,  disconsolate :  with  speed  remove 
The  poor  infectious  wretch,  and  in  strong  chains 
Bind  him  su  spec  ted.    Thus  that  dire  disease 
Which  art  can't  cure,  wisc  caution  may  prevent 

But,  this  neglected,  soon  expect  a  cbange, 
A  dismal  change,  confusion,  frenzy,  death. 
Or  in  some  dark  recess  the  senseleas  brute 
Sits  8adly  pining ;  deep  melancholy, 
And  bla<*k  despair,  upon  his  clouded  brow 
Hang  lowering;  from  his  half  opening  jaws 
The  clammy  venom,  and  infectious  frotb, 
Distilłing  fa(l;  and  from  his  lungs  m#am'd, 
Mal>gnant  yapours  taint  the  ambient  air, 
Breathing  perdition :  his  dim  eyes  are  glaz'd, 
He  droops  lus  pensire  head,  his  trembling  limbs 
No  morę  support  his  weiirht ;  abject  hc  lies, 
Dumb,  spiritlcss,  benumbd  j  till  Death  at  last 
Craciou*  attends,  and  kindly  brings  relie£ 


Or,  if  outrageous  grówn,  behold,  afas! 
A  yet  morę  dreadful  scenę ;  his  glaring  eye» 
Redden  with  fury,  like  some  angry  boar 
Churning  he  foams  j  and  on  his  back  erect 
His  pointed  bristles  rise ;  his  taił  incurv'd 
He  drops,  and  with  harsh  broken  howlings  rendf 
The  poison-tainted  air ;  with  rough  hoarse  roice 
Incessant  bays,  and  snuflfe  the  infectious  breezej 
This  way  and  that  he  stares  aghast,  and  starta, 
At  his  own  shade :  jealous,  as  if  he  deem'd 
The  world  his  foes.     If  haply  towards  the  stream 
He  cast  his  roving  eye,  cold  horrour  chills 
His  soul ;  averse  he  flies,  trembling,  appall'd» 
Now  frantic  to  the  kennęPs  utmost  verge 
Raving  he  runs,  and  deals  destruction  round. 
The  pack  fly  diverse ,'  for  whatełer  he  meets 
Vengeful  be  bites,  and  every  bite  is  death. 

If  nowperćhance  through  the  weak  fence  escapM 
Far  up  the  wind  he  roves,  with  open  mouth 
Inhales  the  cooling  breeze ;  nor  man,  nor  beast, 
He  spares  implacabłe.     The  hunter-horse, 
Once  kind  associate  of  his  sylvan  toils, 
(Who  haply  now  without  the  kennel's  mound 
Crops  the  rank  mead,  and  listening  hears  with  joy 
The  cheering  ery,  that  morn  and  eve  salutes 
His  raptur'd  sense)  a  wretehed  victim  falia. 
Unhappy  quadruped  !  no  morę,  alas ! 
Shall  thy  rond  master  with  his  voice  applaud 
Thy  gentleness,  thy  speed  >  or  with  his  hand 
Stroke  thy  soft  dappled  sides,  as  he  each  day 
Yisits  thy  stall,  well  pleasM ;  no  morę  shalt  thou 
With  sprightly  neighińgs,  to  the  winding  bom, 
And  the  loud  opening  pack  in  concert  join'd, 
Glad  his  proud  heart     For  oh !  the  secret  wound 
Rankling  inflames,  he  bites  the  grOund,  and  dies! 
Hence  to  the  yillage  with  pernicious  hastę 
Baleful  he  bends  his  course:  the  village  flies 
Alarm'd ;  the  tender  mother  in  her  arms 
Hugs  close  the  trembling  babę ;  the  doors  are  barrM, 
And  flying  curs,  by  nątive  tnstmet  taught, 
Shun  the  contagious  bane ;  the  rustic  banda 
Hurry  to  arms,  the  rude  militia  seize 
Whate'erat  hand  they  findj  clubs,  rorks,  or  guni, 
From  every  ąuarter  charge  the  furious  foe, 
In  wild  disorder,  and  uncouth  array : 
Till,  now  with  woundson  wounds  oppressM  and  gorNŁ 
At  one  short  poisonous  gasp  he  breathes  his  last. 

Hence  to  the  kennel,  Muse,  return,  and  view 
With  heavy  heart  that  hospital  of  woe  ; 
Where  Horrour  stalks  at  large !  insatiate  Deata 
Sits  growling  o'er  his  prey:  each  hour  presents 
A  different  scenę  of  min  and  distreas. 
How  busy  art  thou,  Fate  !  and  how  severe 
Thy  pointed  wrath !  the  dyitig  and  the  dedd 
Promiscuous  lie;  o'er  these  the  living  fight 
In  one  eternal  broił ;  not  conscious  why 
Nor  yet  with  whom.     So  drunkards,  io  their  cnps, 
Spare  not  their  friends,  while  senseless  squabble 
reigns. 

Huntsman !  it  much  behoves  thee  to  avoid 
The  perilous  debatę  !  Ah !  rouse  up  all 
Thy  vigilance,  and  tread  the  treacberous  ground 
With  careful  step.    Thy  fires  unquench'd  presenre, 
As  erst  the  vestal  flames;  the  pointed  steel 
In  the  hot  embers  hide ;  and  if  surprizM 
Thou  feelst  the  deadly  bite,  quick  urge  it  borne 
Into  the  recent  sore,  and  cauterize 
The  wound ;  spare  not  thy  flesh,  nor  dread  tn'  event : 
Vulcau  shall  save  when  ^sculapios  fails. 
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Hfere  tooold  the  knowmcMuse  recotmt  the  meana 
To  stop  this  growing  plague.    And  here,  alas ! 
Bach  hand  presents  a  §overeign  cure,  and  boasta 
Iondlibitity,  but  boatts  in  vain. 
On  this  depend,  each  to  his  separate  seat 
Omfine/in  fetters  boond ;  give  each  his  mew 
Apart,  his  rangę  in  open  air ;  and  then 
If  deasily  symptom*  to  thy  grief  appear, 
Dcvote  the  wretch,  and  let  him  greatly  fali, 
A  generous  vktim  for  the  public  weal. 

Sing,  philosophic  Mose,  the  dire  effects 
Of  this  contagious  bite  on  hapless  man. 
Tbe  rustic  gwaiiis,  by  long  tradition  tanght 
Of  leeches  oki,  as  soon  as  they  percefre 
The  bite  impress'd,  to  the  sea  coasts  repair. 
Plung*d  in  the  briny  flood,  th'  unhappy  youth 
Now  jouraeys  home  secare ;  but  soon  shall  wish 
The  seas  as  yet  had  cover*d  him  beneath 
The  foaming  surgey  fułl  many  a  fathom  deep. 
A  fate  morę  dismal,  and  superior  illa 
Hang  o'er  his  head  devoted.     When  the  Moon, 
Closing  ber  monthly  round,  returns  again 
To  glad  the  nisrht ;  or  when  fuil-orb'd  she  shines 
High  in  the  vault  of  Heaven ;  the  lurktng  pest 
Begins  the  dire  assault.     The  poisonous  fbam 
Through  the  deep  wound  instill'd  with  hostile  ragę, 
And  alł  its  fiery  particles  salinę, 
Inrades  th*  arterial  fluid :  whose  red  waves 
Tempestuotts  heave,  and,  their  coheskm  broke, 
Fermenting  boil  ;  intestine  war  ensues, 
And  order  to  confusion  tnrns  embroil'd. 
Now  the  distended  vessels  scarce  contain 
The  wild  uproar,  but  press  each  weaker  part 
Unable  to  resist:  tbe  tender  brain 
And  stomach  suffer  most;  conrulskms  shake 
Hit  trembling  nerves,  and  wandering  pungent  pains 
Pinch  sore  the  sleepless  wretch ;  his  fluttering  pulse 
Oft  intermits ;  penshre,  and  sad,  he  moarns 
His  crael  fate,  and  to  his  weeping  friends 
Laments  in  vain ;  to  hasty  anger  prone, 
Reseats  each  slight  offence,  walka  with  quick  step, 
And  wildly  stares  5  at  Ust  with  boundless  sway 
The  tyrant  rrenzy  reigns :  for  as  the  dog 
(Whose  fatal  bite  convey*d  th*  infectious  bane) 
Raring  he  fbams,  and  howls,  and  barka,  and  bites, 
Iike  agitations  in  his  boiling  blood 
Present  like  species  to  his  troubled  mind; 
His  naturę  and  his  actions  alt  canine. 
So  (as  old  Homer  song)  th*  associates  wild 
Of  wandering  Ithacus,  by^Grce1s  charms 
To  swine  transfbrm'd,  ran  grunting  thro' the  groves, 
Dreadful  example  to  a  wicked  world  ! 
See  there  distress*d  he  lies  !  parchM  np  with  thirst, 
Bot  dares  not  drink*    Till  now  at  last  his  soul 
Trembling  escapes,  her  noisome  dungeon  leaves, 
And  to  some  purer  region  wings  away. 

One  labour  yet  remains,  celestial  Maid  ! 
Another  element  demands  thy  song. 
No  morę  o*er  craggy  steep,  through  corerts  tbick 
With  pointed  thorn,  and  brjers  intricate, 
Urge  on  with  hora  and  yoice  the  painful  pack : 
Bot  skitn  with  wanton  wing  the  irriguoos  vale, 
Where  winding  streams  amid  the  flowery  meads 
Perpetoal  glide  along^  and  undermine 
The  carern'd  banks,  by  the  tenacious  roots 
Of  hoary  willows  arch'd  ;  gloomy  retreat 
Of  the  bright  scaly  kind ;  where  they  at  will 
On  the  green  watery  reed  thcir  pasture  graze, 
Snck  the  mobt  soił,  or  slumber  at  their  ease, 


Rock'd  by  the  restiess  brook,  that  draws  aslopo 
Its  humid  train,  and  laves  their  dark  abodes. 
Where  rages  not  Oppression  ?  Where,  alas ! 
Is  Innocence  secure  ?  Rapine  and  Spoil 
Haunt  ev  n  the  Iowest  deeps ;  seas  have  their  sharks, 
Rivers  and  ponds  enclose  the  ravenous  pikę; 
He  in  his  tura  becomes  a  prey;  on  him 
Th'  amphibious  otter  feasts.     Just  is  his  fate 
Deserv*d :  but  tyrants  know  no  bounds ;  nor  spearft 
That  bristle  on  his  back,  defend  the  perch 
From  his  wide  greedy  jaws;  norburnish'd  mail 
The  yellow  carp ;  nor  all  his  arts  can  save 
Th*  insinuating  eel,  that  hides  his  head 
Beneath  the  slimy  mud ;  nor  yet  escapes 
The  crimson-spotted  trout,  the  river*s  pride, 
And  beaoty  of  the  stream.     Without  r-emorse, 
This  midnight  pi  Hager,  rangtng  around, 
Insatiate  swallows  all.    The  owner  mourns 
Th'  unpeopled  rirulet,  and  gladly  hears 
The  huntsman's  early  cal  I,  and  secs  with  joy 
The  jovial  crew,  that  mai  eh  upon  its  banks 
In  gay  paradę,  with  bearded  lances  arm'd.   • 

The  subtle  spoiler,  of  the  beaver  kind, 
Far  off  perhaps,  where  ancient  alders  shade 
The  deep  still  pool,  within  some  hollow  trunk 
Contrives  his  wicker  couch :  whence  he  surveys 
His  long  purlieu,  lord  of  the  stream,  and  all 
The  finny  shoals  his  own.     But  you,  brave  youths, 
Dispute  the  felon's  claim ;  try  every  root, 
And  every  reedy  bank ;  encourage  all 
The  busy  spreading  pack,  that  fearłess  plunge' 
Into  the  flood,  and  cross  the  rapid  stream. 
Bid  rocks  and  caves,  and  each  resounding  shore, 
Proclaim  your  bold  denance ;  loudly  raise 
Each  cheering  roice,  till  distant  hiłls  repeat 
The  triumphs  of  the  yale.     On  the  soft  sand 
See  there  his  seal  impress'd !  and  on  that  bank 
Behold  the  glittering  spoils,  half  eaten  fish, 
Scales,  fins,  and  bones,  the  leavings  of  his  feast. 
Ah !  on  that  yielding  sag-bed,  see,  once  morę 
His  scal  I  view.     0'er  yon  dank  rushy  marsh 
The  sly  goose-footed  prowler  bends  his  course, 
And  seeks  the  distant  shallows.     Huntsman,  bring 
Thy  eager  pack,  and  trail  him  to  his  couch. 
Hark !  the  loud  peal  begins,  the  clamorous  joy, 
The  gallant  chiding,  loads  the  trembling  air. 

Ye  Naiads  fair,  who  o'er  these  floods  preside, 
Raise  up  your  dripping  heads  above  the  wave, 
And  hear  our  metody.    Th*  barmonious  notes 
Fioat  with  the  stream;  and  every  winding  creek 
And  hollow  rock,  that  o'er  the  dimpling  flood 
Nods  pendant,  still  improve  from  shore  to  shore 
Our  sweet  reiterated  joys.     What  shouts  !    f  sounds 
What  clamour  loud!    What  gay  heart-cheering 
Urge  through  the  breathing  brass  their  mazy  way ! 
Nor  quires  of  Tritons  glad  with  sprighttier  strains 
The  dancing  billows,  when  proud  Neptune  rides 
In  triumph  o'er  the  deep.    How  greedily 
They  snuff  the  fishy  steam,  that  tu  each  blade 
Rank>scenting  clings  !  See  !  how  the  morning  dewa 
They  sweep,  that  from  their  fcet  besprinkling  drop 
Dispers'd,  and  Ieave  a  track  obliąue  behind. 
Now  on  firm  land  they  rangę;  then  in  the  flood 
They  plunge  tumultuous ;  or  through  reedy  pools 
Rustling  they  work  their  way  :  no  hole  escapes 
Their  curious  search.     With  quick  sensation  now 
The  fmning  vapour  stings ;  flutter  their  hearts, 
And  joy  redoubled  bursts  from  every  mouth 
In  louder  symphonies.     Yon  hollow  trunk, 
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Tbat  with  its  hoary  head  incnrv'd  salutes 
The  passing  wave,  muit  be  tha  tyranfs  fort, 
And  dread  abode.     How  these  impatient  climb, 
Whilc  others  at  the  root  incessant  bay  ! 
They  put  him  down.     See,  there  he  drives  along ! 
Th'  ascending  bubbles  mark  his  głoomy  way. 
Quick  fix  the  nets,  and  cut  off  his  retreat 
Into  the  shettering  deeps.     Ah  !  there  he  vents  ! 
The  pack  ptunge  headiong,  and  protended  spears 
Menace  destruction :  while  the  troubled  surge 
Indignant  foams,  and  all  the  scaly  kind^ 
Affrighted,  hide  their  heads.     Wild  tumult  reigns, 
And  loud  uproar.     Ah,  there  once  roore  he  veuts ! 
See,  that  bold  Hound  has  seiz'd  him  !  down  they  sink 
Together  lost :  but  soon  shall  he  repent 
His  rash  assault.     See,  there  escap'd,  he  flies 
Half-drown'd,  and  clambers  up  the  slippery  bank 
With  ouze  and  b!ood  distain'd.     Of  all  the  brutes, 
Whether  by  Naturę  form'd,  or  by  long  use, 
This  aitrul  divcr  best  can  bear  the  want 
Of  vital  air.     Uneaual  is  the  fight, 
Beneatb  the  whelming  element     Yet  there 
He  Iraes  not  long  ;  but  respiration  needs 
At  proper  mtenrals,     Again  he  vents  ; 
Again  the  crowd  attack.    That  spear  has  pieroM 
His  neck ;  the  crimson  waves  confess  the  wound. 
Fix'd  is  the  bearded  lance,  unwelcome  guest, 
Where^er  he  flies j  with  him  it  sinks  beneatb, 
With  him  it  mounts  ;  surę  guide  to  erery  foe. 
Inly  he  groans;  nor  can  his  tender  wound 
Bear  the  cold  stream.    Lo  !  to  yon  sedgy  bank 
He  creeps  disconsolate :  his  numerous  foes 
Surround  him,  hounds,  and  men.   PiercM  thro'  and 

thro', 
On  pointed  spears  they  lift  him  high  in  air  ; 
Wriggling  he  hangs,  and  grins,  and  bites  in  vain  : 
Bid  the  loud  horns,  in  gayly-warbling  stratna, 
Proclaim  the  felon's  fate ;  he  dies,  he  dies. 

Rejoice,  ye  scaly  tribes,  and  leaping  danoe 
Above  the  wave,  in  sign  of  liberty 
Restor'd  j  the  cruel  tyrant  is  no  morę. 
Rejoice  secure  and  bless'd  ;  did  not  as  yet 
Remain,  some  of  your  own  rapaciotis  kind ; 
And  man,  fierce  man,  with  all  his  various  wiles. 
"""  O  happy  !  if  ye  knew  your  happy  state, 
Ye  rangers  of  the  fields;  whom  Naturę  boon 
Cheers  with  her  smilea,  and  every  element 
Conspires  to  bless.     What,  if  no  heroes  frown 
From  marble  pedestals  ;  nor  Raphaers  works, 
Nor  Titian'8  lively  tints,  adom  our  wails  ? 
Yet  these  the  mcanest  of  us  may  behold  ; 
And  at  another's  cost  may  feast  at  will 
Our  wondering  eyes  ;  what  can  the  owner  morę  ? 
But  vain,  alas  !  is  wealth,  not  gracd  with  power. 
The  flowery  landscape,  and  the  gilded  dome, 
And  vistas  opening  to  the  wearied  eye. 


Through  all  his  wide  domain ;  the  planted 
The  shrubby  wilderness,  with  its  gay  choir 
Of  warbling  birds,  can't  luli  to  soft  repose 
Th1  ambitiuus  wretch,  whose  diacontented  soul 
Is  harrow'd  day  and  night ;  he  mourns,  he 
Until  his  prince's  favour  makes  him  great 
Sec,  there  he  comes,  th'  esalted  idol  comes ! 
The  circle  's  form'd,  and  all  his  fawning  slares 
DevoutIy  bo  w  to  earth  ;  from  erery  mouth 
The  nauseous  flattery  flows,  which  he  returns 
With  promises,  that  die  as  soon  as  bom. 
Vile  intercourse  !  where  virtue  has  no  place. 
Frown  but  the  monarc^i ;  all  his  glorie*  rade  ; 
He  mingles  with  the  throng,  outcast,  undona, 
The  pageant  of  a  day  ;  withopt  one  friend 
To  soothe  his  tortarM  mind  ;  all,  all  arefled. 
For,  though  they  bask*d  in  his  meridian  ray, 
The  insects  vanish,  as  his  beams  decline. 

Not  such  our  friends;  for  here  no  dark  design, 
No  wicked  mterest,  bribes  the  venal  heart  j 
But  inchnation  to  our  bosom  leads, 
And  weds  them  there  for  life  ;  our  social  cnps- 
Smile,  as  wesmile;  open,  and  unreserv*df 
We  speak  our  intnost  sonls  ;  good-humour,  mirto, 
Soft  complaisance,  and  wit  from  malice  free, 
Smooth  every  brow,  and  glow  on  erery  ebeek. 

O  happiness  sincere  !  what  wretch  would  grota 
Beneath  the  galling  load  of  power,  dr  walk 
Upon  the  slippery  pavements  of  the  great, 
Who  thus  coutd  reign,  unenvyM  and  secure  ł 

Ye  guardian  powers  who  make  mańki nd  your  cne, 
Give  me  to  know  wise  Naturełs  hidden  depths 
Tracę  each  mysterous  cause,  with  judgment  read 
Th1  expanded  volume,  and  submiss  adore 
That  great  creative  Will,  who  at  a  word 
Spoke  forth  the  wondrous  scenę.     But  if  my  soul 
To  this  gross  clay  confinM  flutters  on  Earth 
With  less  ambitious  wing  ;  unskilPd  to  rangę 
From  orb  to  orb,  where  Newton  leads  the  way ; 
,And  view  with  piercing  eyes  the  grand  machinę, 
Worlds  above  worlds ;  subsenrient  to  his  voice, 
Who,  veil'd  in  etouded  majesty,  akme 
Gives  light  to  all ;  bids  the  great  system  tnove, 
And  changefuł  seasons  in  their  turns  advance, 
Unmov'd,  unchang^d,  himself :  yet  this  at  kast 
Grant  mc  propitious,  an  inglorious  life, 
Ca  Im  and  serene,  nor  lost  in  tałse  pursuits 
Of  wealth  or  honours  ;  but  enough  to  raise 
My  drooping  friends,  preventing  modest  Want 
That  dares  not  ask.     And  if,  to  crown  my  joys, 
Ye  grant  me  health,  that,  ruddy  in  my  cheeks, 
Blooms  in  my   life's  decline;    fields,  woods,  and 

streams, 
Fach  towering  bill,  each  humble  vale  below, 
Shall  hear  my  chearing  voice,  my  hounds  shall  i 
The  lazy  Morn,  and  glad  th'  horizoa  round. 


HOBBINOL,  or  the  RURAL  GAMES. 


A  BURLESftUE  POEM. 


IN  BLANK  YERSE. 


Nec  ram  animi  dubios,  verbfe  ca  viocere  magnum 
Onain  sit,  et  angustis  hunc  addere  rebua  honorem. 
Sed  me  Parnassi  deserta  per  ardua  dulek 
Raptat  Amor     Jurat  ire  jagis,  qua  nulla  priorum 
Cartaliam  molli  dfrertitur  orbita  dno. 

Virg.  Georg.  lib.  ul 
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TO 

MR.  HOGARTH. 

Permit  me,  sir,  to  make  choice  of  you  for  my  patron,  being  tłie  greatest 
master  in  the  burlesąue  way.  In  this  indeed  you  have  some  advantage  of 
your  poetical  brethren,  that  you  paint  to  the  eye  ;  yet  remember,  sir,  that 
we  give  speech  and  motion,  and  a  greatef  variety  to  our  figures.  Your 
proyince  is  the  town  ;  leave  me  a  smali  outride  in  the  country,  and  I  sball 
be  content.  In  this,  at  least,  let  us  both  agree,  to  make  vice  and  folly  the 
object  of  our  ridicule j  and  we  cannot  fail  to  be  of  some  senrice  to  man~ 
kind.    I  am, 

sir, 

your  admirer,  and 

most  bumble  serrant, 

W.S. 
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"^"OTHING  15  morę  common  than  for  us  poor  barda,  when  we  have  acąuired  a  little  reputatkm,  to 
^  print  ourselves  into  disgrace.  We  climb  the  Aonian  mount  witb  difficulty  and  toil ;  we  recefoe 
the  bays  for  which  we  languisbed;  till,  grasping  still  at  morę,  we  lose  oar  hołd,  and  mil  at  ooce  to  the 
bottnm. 

The  author  of  this  piece  would  not  thui  befęh  de  se,  nor  would  he  be  murdered  by  persona  un- 
known.  But  as  he  is  satisfied,  that  tbere  are  many  imperfect  copies  of  this  trifle  dispersed  abroad,  and 
as  he  is  credibly  informed,  that  he  shall  soon  be  exposed  to  view  in  such  an  attitude,  as  he  would  not 
care  to  appear  in ;  he  thinks  it  most  pnident  in  this  desperate  case  to  throw  himself  on  the  mercy  of  the 
public,  and  offer  this  whimsical  work  a  voluntary  sacrifice,  in  hope  that  he  stands  a  better  chance  for 
their  indulgence,  now  it  has  recewed  his  last  band,  than  wheo  curtailcd  and  mangled  by  others. 

The  poets  of  al  most  all  nations  have  celebrated  the  games  of  their  sereraJ  countries.  Homer  began, 
and  all  the  mimie  tribe  followed  the  example  of  that  greatfather  ofpoetry.  Even  our  own  Milton, 
who  laki  his  scenę  beyond  the  limits  of  this  sablunaiy  world,  has  found  room  for  descriptions  of  this  sort, 
and  has  performed  it  in  a  morę  sublime  manner  than  any  who  went  before  him.  His,  indeed,  are 
sports ;  but  they  are  the  sports  of  angels.  This  gentleman  has  endeavoured  to  do  justice  to  hk 
countrymen,  the  British  freeholders,  who,  when  dressed  in  their  holiday  clothes,  are  by  no  means 
persons  of  a  despicable  6gure ;  but  eat  and  drink  as  plcntifully,  and  fight  as  heartily,  as  the  greatest 
bero  in  the  Iliad.  There  is  also  some  use  in  descriptions  of  this  naturę,  sińce  nothing  gires  ns  a 
clearer  idea  of  the  genius  of  a  nation,  than  their  sports  and  diversions.  If  we  see  people  dancing,  eren 
in  wooden  shoes,  and  a  fiddle  always  at  their  heels,  we  are  soon  convinced  of  the  levity  and  volatile 
spirit  of  those  merry  slaves.  The  famous  bull-feasts  are  an  evident  token  of  the  Quixotism  and  romantie 
taste  of  the  Spaniards.  And  a  country-wake  is  too  sad  an  image  of  the  infirmities  of  our  own  people : 
we  see  nothing  but  broken  heads,  bottles  flying  about,  tables  overturned,  outrageous  drankenness, 
and  eternal  squabble. 

Thus  much  of  the  subject j  it  may  not  be  improper  to  touch  a  little  npon  the  style.  One  of  the  greatest 
poets  and  most  candid  critics  of  this  age  has  informed  us,  that  there  are  twosorts  of  burlesąue.  Be  pleased 
to  take  it  in  his  own  words,  Spectator,  Numb.  243.  "  Burlesąue  (says  he)  is  of  two  kinds.  The  first 
represents  mean  persons  in  the  accoutrements  of  heroes ;  the  other,  great  persons  acting  and  speak- 
iug  like  the  basest  among  the  people.  Don  Quixote  is  an  instance  of  the  first,  and  Lucian's  gods  of  the 
second.  It  is  a  dispute  among  the  critics,  whether  burlesąue  runs  best  in  heroic,  like  the  Dispensary; 
or  in  doggrel,  like  that  of  Hudibras.  I  think,  where  the  Iow  character  is  to  be  raised,  the  heroic  is 
the  most  proper  measore ;  but  when  an  bero  is  to  be  pulled  down  and  degraded,  it  is  best  done  in 
doggrel."  Thus  far  Mr.  Addison.  If  therefore  the  heroic  is  the  proper  measure  where  the  Iow  chav> 
racter  is  to  be  raised,  Milton's  style  must  be  very  proper  in  the  subject  here  treated  of ;  becauae 
it  raises  the  Iow  character  morę  than  is  possible  to  be  done  under  the  restraint  of  rhyme ;  and  the  ri- 
dicule  chiefly  consists  in  raising  that  Iow  character.  I  beg  leave  to  refer  to  the  authority  of  Mr.  Smith, 
in  his  poem  upon  the  death  of  Mr.  John  Philips.  The  whole  passage  is  so  very  fine,  and  gives  so  elear 
an  idea  of  his  manner  of  writing,  that  tne  reader  will  not  think  his  labonr  lost  in  runntng  it  over. 

But  here  it  may  be  objected,  that  this  manner  of  writing  contradicts  the  rule  in  Horaoe : 

Yersibus  exponi  tragicis  res  comica  non  vult 

Monsieur  Boileau,  in  his  dissertation  upon  the  Joconde  of  de  la  Fontaine,  qnotes  this  passage  m  Ho- 
race,  and  obseires,  Que  comme  ii  n'y  a  rien  de  plus  Troid,  que  de  conter  une  chose  grandę  en  stile 
bas,  aussi  n*y  a-t-il  de  plus  ridicule,  que  de  raconter  une  histotre  comique  et  absurde  en  termes  gnrves 
et  serieuz.  But  then  he  justly  adds  this  exception  to  the  generał  rule  in  Horace ;  a  moins  que  ce 
serieux  ne  soit  affecte  tout  expres  pour  rendre  la  chose  encore  plus  burlesąue.  If  the  ebserratioD 
af  that  celebrated  critic,  Monsieur  Dacier,  is  tnie,  Horace  himself,  in  the  same  Epistle  to  the 
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not  far  distant  firom  the  nile  here  mentioned,  has  aimed  to  improre  the  burlesoue  by  the  help  of  the 
sublime,  in  his  notę  upon  this  verse : 

Debemnr  morti  nos  nostraąue;  sive  receptua 
Terra"  Neptunus— ^— 

And  upon  the  five  following  verses  has  this  generał  remark:  Toutes  ces  expresaions  nobles  qu*  Horace 
entasse  dans  ces  sht  vers  senrent  a  rendre  plns  plaisante  cette  chute : 

Ne  dom  rerborum  stet  honos.— 

Car  rien  ne  contribue  tant  au  ridicule  que  le  grand.  He  indeed  would  be  severe  upon  himself  alone, 
who  should  censnre  this  way  of  writmg,  when  he  must  plainly  see,  that  it  is  affected  on  purpose,  only 
to  raise  the  ridicule,  and  give  tne  reader  a  morę  agreeable  entertainmeuL  Nothmg  can  improTe  a 
meny  tale  so  much,  as  its  being  delivered  with  a  grave  and  serious  air.  Our  imaginatioos  are 
agreeabry  surprised,  and  fbnd  of  a  pleasure  so  little  ezpected.  Whereas  he,  who  would  bespeak  our 
laoghter  by  an  affected  grimace  and  ridiculous  gestures,  must  play  his  part  very  well  indeed,  or  he  will 
foli  sbort  of  the  idea  he  bas  raised.  It  is  true,  Virgil  was  very  senńble  that  it  was  dimcult  thus  to 
ckrate  a  Iow  and  mean  subject : 

Kec  sum  animi  dubius,  yerbis  ea  vincere  magnum 

Quam  sit,  et  angnstis  hunc  addere  rebus  honorem* 

But  tells  us  for  our  encouragement  in  another  place, 

In  tenui  labor,  at  tenuis  non  gloria,  si  quem 
Numina  laeva  sinunt,  auditque  Yocatus  Apollo. 

Mr.  Addison  is  of  the  same  opinion,  and  adds,  that  the  difficulty  is  very  much  increased  by  writing  in 
blank  Terse.  "  The  English  and  French  (says  he)  who  always  use  the  same  words  in  verse  as  in  orcti- 
nary  conversation,  are  fbrced  to  raise  tbeir  language  with  metaphors  and  figures,  or  by  the  pompousnen 
of  the  wbole  phrase  to  wear  offany  littleness,  that  appears  in  the  partkular  parto  that  compose  it 
This  makes  our  blank  yerse,  where  there  is  no  rhyme  to  support  the  expression,  extremely  difficult 
to  such  as  are  not  masters  of  the  tongue;  especially  when  they  write  upon  Iow  subjecłs,"  Remarks 
upon  Italy,  p.  99.  But  there  is  even  yet  a  greater  difficulty  behind :  the  writer  in  this  kind  of  bur-  - 
lesoue  must  not  only  keep  np  the  pomp  and  dignity  of  the  style,  but  an  artful  sneer  should  appear 
through  the  whole  work ;  and  every  man  will  judge,  that  it  is  no  easy  matter  to  blend  together  the  bero 
and  tbe  harleąuin. 

If  any  person  should  want  a  key  to  this  poem,  his  curiosity  shall  be  gratified :  I  shall,  in  plain  words, 
tell  him,  "  It  is  a  satire  agamst  the  lwrary,  the  prido,  the  wantonness.  and  quarreIsome  temper,  of 
tbe  middling  sort  of  people."  Am  these  are  the  proper  and  genuine  cause  of  that  bare-feced  Ima- 
my, and  almost  unhrersal  poverty,  which  reign  without  control  in  erery  place ;  and  as  to  these 
we  owe  our  many  bankrupt  farmera,  our  trade  decayed,  and  lands  uncultivated ;  the  author  has 
reason  to  hope,  that  no  honest  man,  who  lores  his  country,  will  think  this  shoit  reproof  out  of  season : 
for,  perhaps,  this  meny  way  of  vbantering  men  into  virtue  may  ha^e  a  better  effect  than  the  most  seri- 
ous admonitions  ;  sińce  many,  who  are  proud  to  be  thought  immoral,  are  not  tery  fond  of  being 
ridiculous. 
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HOBBINOL. 


CANTO  I. 


THE   ARGUMENT. 


frropositkro.  Invocation  addressed  to  Mr.  John 
Phillips,  author  of  the  Cider  Poem  and  Splendid 
Shilling.  Description  of  the  Vale  of  Evesham. 
The  seat  of  Hobbino! ;  Hobbinol  a  great  man  in 
his  rillage,  seated  in  his  wicker  smoking  his  pipę, 
has  one  only  son.  Young  Hobbinol 's  education, 
bred  upwith  Ganderetta  his  near  relation.  Young 
Hobbinol  and  Ganderetta  chosen  king  and  queen 
of  May.  Her  dress  and  attendants.  The  May- 
games.  Twangdillo  the  fiddler,  his  character. 
The  dancing.  Ganderettałs  ertraordinary  per- 
formance. Bagpipes  good  musie  in  the  Highlands. 
Milonides,  master  of  the  ring,  disciplines  the 
mob ;  proclaims  the  several  prizes.  His  speech. 
Pastorel  takes  up  thebelt  His  character,  his 
heroic  figurę,  his  confidence.  Hobbinol,  by  per- 
mission  of  Ganderetta,  accepts  the  challenge, 
▼aults  into  the  ring.  His  honourable  bebaviour, 
escapes  a  scowering.  Ganderetta's  agony.  Pas- 
torel  foiled.     Ganderetta  not  a  little  pleased. 

What  old  Menalees  at  his  feast  reveaPd 
I  sing,  strange  feats  of  ancient  prowess,  deeds, 
Of  high  renown,  while  all  his  listening  guests 
With  eager  joy  receiv'd  the  pleasing  tale. 

0  thou  !  !  who  late  on  Vaga's  flowery  banks 
Slumbering  secure,  with  Stirom  s  well  bedewM, 
Fallacious  cask,  in  sacred  dreams  were  taught 
By  antient  seers,  and  Merlin  prophet  old. 

To  raise  ignoble  themes  with  strains  sublime, 
Be  thou  my  guide ;  while  I  thy  track  pursue 
With  wing  unequal,  through  the  wide  expanse 
AdTenturous  rangę,  and  emulate  thy  flights. 
^  In  tbat  rich  vale  3  where  with  Dobuman  «  fields 
Cornavian  5  borders  meet,  for  fam*d  of  old 
For  Montforfs  6  hapless  fetę,  undaunted  earl ; 
Where  from  her  fruitful  urn  Avona  pours 
Her  kindly  torrent  on  the  thirsty  glebę, 
And  pillages  the  hills  fenrich  the  plains ; 
On  whose  luxuriant  banks  flowers  of  all  hues 
Start  up  spontaneous;  and  the  teeming  soil 
With  hasty  shoots  prevents  its  owner*s  prayer: 
The  pamperM  wanton  steer,  of  the  sharp  axe 
Regardless,  that  o'er  his  devoted  head 
Hangs  menacing,  crops  his  del  cious  bane, 
Nor  knows  the  price  is  life ;  with  envious  eye 
His  labouring  yoke-fellow  beholds  his  plight, 
And  deems  him  blest,  while  on  his  languid  neck 
In  solemn  sloth  he  tugs  the  lingering  plough. 
So  blind  are  mortals,  of  each  otner's  state 
Mis-judging,  self-decer^d.     Herę,  as  supremę, 
Stern  Hobbinol  in  rural  plenty  reigns 
0'er  wide-ertended  fields,  his  large  domain. 

1  Mr.  John  Philips.  *  Strong  Herefordshire  cider. 
^  Vate  of  Evesham.        4  Gloucestershire. 

*  Worcestershire.  [ham. 

«  Simon  de  Montfort,  killed  at  the  battleof  £ves 


Th'  obseó,uious  Yillagers,  with  looks  submiat 
Obserrant  of  his  eye,  or  when  with  seed 
T  impregnate  Earth's  fat  womb,  or  when  to  brrof 
With  clamorous  joy  the  bearded  harvest  home. 

Herę,  when  the  distant  Sun  lengthens  the  nights, 
When  the  keen  frosts  the  shivering  farmer  warn 
To  broach  his  mellow  cask,  and  frequent  blasU 
Instruct  the  crackling  billets  how  to  blaze, 
In  his  warm  wicker-chair,  whose  pliant  twigs 
In  close  embraces  join'd,  with  spacious  arch 
Vault  his  thick-woven  roof,  the  bloated  churl 
Loiters  in  state,  each  arm  reclin'd  is  prop'd 
With  yielding  pillows  of  the  softest  down. 
In  mind  compos'd,  from  short  coeval  tubę 
He  sucks  the  vapours  bland,  thick  curling  clonda 
Of  smoke  around  his  reeking  temples  play  j 
Joyous  he  sits,  and,  impotent  of  thought, 
Puffs  away  care  and  sorrow  from  his  beart* 
How  vain  the  pomp  of  kings !  Look  down,  ye  great, 
And  view  with  euvious  eye  the  downy  nest, 
Where  soft  Repose,  and  calm  Contentinent  dwell, 
Unbrib'd  by  wealth,  and  unrestrain'd  by  power. 

One  son  alone  had  blest  his  bridal  bed, 
Whom  good  Całista  borę,  nor  long  suryiyM 
To  share  a  mother's  joy,  but  left  the  babę 
To  his  paternal  care.     An  orphan  niecę 
Near  the  same  time  his  dying  brother  sent, 
To  claim  his  kind  support    The  helpless  pair 
In  the  same  cradle  slept, nursd  up  with  care 
By  the  same  tender  hand,  on  the  same  breasts 
Altemate  hung  with  joy ;  till  reason  dawn'd, 
And  a  new  light  broke  out  by  slow  degrees : 
Then  on  the  floor  the  pretty  wantons  play'd, 
Gladdjng  the  farmer's  heart  with  growing  bopes, 
And  pleasures  erst  unfelt.    Whene'er  with  care* 
Oppressłd,  when  wearied,  or  alone  he  doz'd, 
Their  harmless  prattle  sooth*d  his  troabled  soul. 
Say,  Hobbinol,  what  ertasies  of  jojr 
ThrilPd  through  thy  veins,  wben,  climbing  for  a  kiss, 
With  little  palms  they  strokM  thy  grizly  beard, 
Or  round  thy  wicker  whirl'd  their  rattling  cars  ? 
Thus  from  their  earliest  days  bred  up,  and  trainM, 
To  mutual  fbndness,  with  their  stature  grew 
The  thrińng  passion.     What  love  can  decay 
That  roots  so  deep  !  Now  ripening  manhood  carT d 
On  the  gay  stripling's  chin  :  her  pant  ng  breasts, 
And  trembling  blushes  glowing  on  her  cheeks, 
Her  secret  wish  betrayM.    She  at  each  mart 
All  eyes  attracted ;  but  her  faithful  shade, 
Young  Hobbinol,  ne'er  wander'd  from  her  skłe. 
A  frown  from  him  dash'd  every  rival's  hopes. 
For  he,  like  ^eleus'  son,  was  prone  to  ragę, 
Inexorable,  swift  like  him  of  foot 
With  ease  could  overtake  his  dastard  łbe, 
NorsparYlthesuppliantwretch.  Andnowapproach*d 
Those  meny  days,  when  all  the  nymphs  and 
In  solemn  festivals  and  rural  sporte, 
Pąy  their  glad  homage  to  the  blooming  Spring. 
Young  Hobbinol  by  joint  consent  is  ra»'d 
T'  imperial  dignity,  and  in  his  hand 
Bright  Ganderetta  trippM  the  jowal  queen 
Of  Maia's  gaudy  month,  profuse  of  flowers. 
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Frani  each  enameftM  mead  th'  attendant  nymphs, 
toaded  with  odoroas  spoils,  from  these  select 
Each  flower  of  gorgeous  dye,  and  garlands  weare 
Of  party-colourM  sweeta  j  each  bosy  band 
Adonis  the  jocund  queen :  in  ber  loose  hair, 
That  to  the  winds  in  wanton  ringlets  ptays, 
Tlie  tufted  Cowslips  breathc  their  fiiint  perfumes. 
On  ber  refulgent  brow,  as  crystal  elear, 
to  Parian  marble  smooth,  Narcissus  hang* 
His  drooping  head,  and  yiews  his  image  there, 
Unhappy  flower  ł  Pansies  of  \*arious  hue, 
Iris,  and  Hyarinth,  and  Asphodel, 
To  deck  the  nymph,  their  riebest  liveries  wear, 
And  )avish'd  all  their  pride.    Not  Flora's  self 
Morę  lorely  smiles,  when  to  tbe  dawning  year 
Her  ppening  bosom  heavenly  fragrance  breathes. 
""  See  on  yon  verdant  lawn,  the  gathering  crowd 
Thickena  amain ;  the  biotom  nymphs  advance 
Usher'd  by  jolly  clowna :  distinctions  cease, 
hast  m  the  oommon  joy,  and  the  bold  slave 
Lenna  on  his  wealthy  master,  unreprov'd : 
The  stek  no  pams  can  fieel,  no  wants  the  poor. 
Boand  his  rond  mother^  neck  the  smiling  babę 
Ezulting  ctings ;   bard  by,  decrepit  age, 
Prop'd  on  his  staff,  with  aiwious  thought  revokes 
His  pleasures  past,  and  casts  his  grave  remarks 
Among  the  heedless  throng.    The  vigoroos  youtb 
Stripe  for  the  combat,  hopeful  to  subdue 
Tbe  fiur-ooe'a  long  disdain,  by  valour  now 
GJad  to  convmce  ber  coy  erroneous  heart, 
And  prore  his  merit  eoual  to  ber  channs. 
Soft  pity  pleads  his  canse ;  blnshing  she  views 
His  brawny  limbs,  and  bis  undaunted  eye, 
That  looks  a  proud  deflance  on  bis  foes. 
Resolv'd  and  obstmately  firm  he  stands  $ 
Danger  nor  death  he  fears,  while  the  rich  prłze 
la  victory  and  lorę.    On  the  large  bough 
Of  a  thick-ftpreadmg  ehn  Twangdillo  sits : 
One  leg  en  Ister's  banka  the  hardy  swain 
Łeft  undjstnay'd,  Bellona's  lightning  soorch'd 
His  manly  Tisage,  but  in  pity  left 
One  eye  secure.     He  many  a  painful  bruise 
Intrepid  felt,  and  many  a  gaping  wound, 
Por  brown  Kate,s  sake,  and  for  his  country^  weal : 
Yet  still  the  roerry  bard  without  regret 
Bears  his  own  i  lis,  and  with  his  sounding  shell, 
And  oomjc  phyz,  relieres  his  drooping  friends. 
Hark,  from  aloft  his  tortur*d  cat-gut  squeals, 
He  tickles  every  strjng,  to  every  notę 
He  bends  his  pliant  neck,  hu  single  eye 
Twńikles  with  joy,  his  actire  stump  beats  time  : 
Let  but  this  subtle  artist  softly  touch 
The  trembling  chords,  the  faint  expiring  swain 
Trembles  no  less,  and  the  fond  yielding  maki 
łs  tweedled  into  love.    See  with  what  pomp 
The  gaudy  bands  advance  in  trim  array  ! 
Love  beats  in  every  vein,  from  every  eye 
Dnrts  his  contagioos  flames.    They  frisk,  they  bound 
Now  to  briak  airs,  and  to  tbe  speaking  striugs : 
AtŁentire,  in  mid-way  the  sexes  meet ; 
Joyoos  their  adverse  fronts  they  close,  and  press 
To  strict  embrace,  as  resolute  to  force 
And  storm  a  passage  to  each  other's  heart : 
Till  by  the  Tarymg  notes  forewonTd  back  they 
Recail  disparted :  each  with  longing  eyes 
Pursues  his  matę  retiring,  till  again 
Tbe  błended  sezes  mix ;  then  hand  in  hand 
Fas*  1ock'd,  around  they  fly,  or  uiinbly  wheel 
In  mazes  mtricate.    The  jocund  troop, 


Pleas'd  with  their  grateful  toil,  mćessant  shake 
Their  unconth  brawny  limbs,  and  knock  their  heeb 
Sonorons ;  down  each  brow  the  trickling  balm 
In  torrents  flows,  exhaling  sweets  refresh 
The  gazing  crowd,  and  heavenly  fragrance  filii 
The  circuit  wide.    So  danc'd  in  days  of  yore, 
When  Orpbeus  play'd  a  lesson  to  the  brutes, 
The  listening  savages ;  the  speckled  pard 
Dandled  the  kid,  and  with  the  bouoding  roe 
The  lion  gambol'd.    But  what  heaventy  Muse 
With  equat  lays  shall  Ganderetta  sing, 
When,  goddess-like,  she  skims  the  verdant  piata, 
Gracefully  gliding  ?  Every  ravish'd  eye 
The  nymph  attracts,  and  every  heart  she  wounds. 
The  most,  rransported  Hobbinol !  Lo,  now, 
Now  to  thy  opening  arms  she  skuds  along, 
With  yielding  blushes  glowing  on  her  chceks ; 
And  eyes  that  sweetly  languish ;  but  too  soon, 
Too  soon,  alas  !  she  flies  thy  vain  embrace, 
But  flies  to  be  pursued ;  nimbly  she  trips, 
And  darta  a  glance  so  tender  as  she  turns, 
That,  with  new  hopes  reliev'd,  thy  joys  revive,       • 
Thy  stature's  rais'd,  and  thou  art  morę  than  imn. 
Thy  stateły  port,  and  morę  majestic  air, 
And  every  sprightly  motion  speaks  thy  love. 

To  the  loud  bag-pipe's  solemn  voice  attend, 
Whose  rising  winds  proclaim  a  storm  is  nigh. 
Harmonious  blasts !  that  warm  the  f rożen  bloal 
Of  Caledonia's  sons  to  love  or  war, 
And  cheer  their  drooping  hearts,  robb'd  of  theSun*s 
Enlircning  ray,  that  o'cr  the  snowy  Alps 
Reluctant  peeps,  and  speeds  to  better  climes. 

Forthwith  in  hoary  mąjesty  appears 
One  of  gigantic  size,  but  visage  wan, 
Milonides  tlie  strong,  renown'd  of  old 
For  feats  of  arms,  but,  bending  now  with  yean, 
His  trunk  unwieldy  from  the  verdant  turf 
He  rears  deliberate,  and  with  his  plant 
Of  toughest  vh*gin  oak  in  nsing  aids 
His  trembling  limbs ;  his  bald  and  wrinkled  front, 
EntrenchM  with  many  a  glorious  scar,  bespeaks 
Submissive  reverence.     He  with  countenance  grim 
Boasts  his  past  deeds,  and  with  redoubled  strokes 
Marshals  the  crowd,  and  fbrms  the  circle  wide. 
Stern  arbiter  !  like  some  huge  rock  he  stands, 
That  breaks  tb'  incumbent  wares;  they  throaging 

press 
In  troops  confusM,  and  rear  their  foaming  heads 
Each  above  each,  but  from  superior  force 
Shrinking  repełl'd,  compose  of  stateliest  view 
A  liquid  theatre.     With  hands  uplift, 
And  voice  Stentorian,  be  proclaims  aloud 
Each  rural  prize.     "  To  him  whose  active  foot 
Foils  his  bold  foe,  and  rivets  him  to  earth, 
This  pair  of  gloves,  by  curious  virgin  hands 
EmbroiderM,  seamM  with  silk,  andfrin^d  with  gold. 
To  him,  who  best  the  stubborn  hilts  can  wield, 
And  bloody  marks  of  his  displeasure  Ieave  • 
On  his  opponenfs  head,  this  beaver  white, 
With  silver  edging  grac'd,  and  scarlet  plume. 
Ye  taper  maidens !    whose  impetuous  speed 
Outflies  the  roe,  nor  bends  the  tender  grass, 
See  here  this  prize,  this  rich  Iac'd  smock  behold, 
White  as  your  bosoms,  as  your  kisses  soft     [graca 
Blest  nymph !  wliom  bounteous  Heaven's  peculiar 
Allots  this  pom^ous  vest,  and  worthy  deems 
To  win  a  virgin,  and  to  wear  a  bride." 

The  gifts  refulgent  daz/.le  all  tlie  crowd, 
In  speecbkss  atlmiration  fut'd,  unmov'd, 
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Ev*n  he  who  now  each  gloriona  palm  displaye, 
In  sullen  silence  views  his  batter'd  limbs, 
And  sighs  his  vigour  spent     Not  so  appall'd 
Young  Pastorej,  for  active  strength  renown'd: 
iiim  ida  Borę] *a  mountain  shepherdess  j 
On  thc  bleak  woald  the  new-born  infant  lay, 
Expos'd  to  winter  snows,  and  northera  blasts 
Sewre.     As  heroes  old,  who  from  great  Jove 
Derive  their  proud  descent,  so  might  he  boast 
His  linę  paternal :  but  be  thoti,  my  Mose  \ 
^Iq  jlcak^  blab,  nor  painful  umbrage  give 
To  wealthy^ąuirc,  or  doughty  knight,  or  peer 
Of  high  degree.  Him  every  shouting  ring 
In  triumph  crown'd,  him  erery  champion  fear'd, 
From  Kiftsgate  '  to  remotest  Henbury  * . 
High  in  the  midst  the  brawny  wrcstler  stands, 
A  stately  towering  object ;  tłie  tough  belt 
Measures  his  ample  breast,  and  shades  around 
His  shouJders  bróad ;  proudly  secure  he  kem 
The  tempting  prize,  in  his  presumptuous  thought 
Already  gain'd  ;  with  partial  look  the  crowd 
Approve  his  claim.     But  Hobbinol,  enrag,d 
To  see  th'  important  gifts  so  cheaply  won, 
And  uncontested  honoure  tamely  lost, 
With  lowly  reverence  thus  accosts  his  queen. 
"  Fair  goddess !  be  propitious  to  my  vows; 
Smile  on  thy  slave,  nor  Hercules  himself 
Shall  rob  us  of  this  palm :-  that  boaster  vain 
Far  other  port  shall  learn."    She,  with  a  look 
That  pierc'd  his  inmost  soul,  smiling  applauds 
His  generous  ardour,  with  aspiring  hope 
Distends  bis  breast,  and  stira  the  man  within : 
Yet  much,  alas !  she  fears,  for  much  she  lores. 
So  from  ber  arms  the  Paphian  qneen  dismiss'd 
The  warrior  god  on  glorious  slaughter  bent, 
ProTok'd  his  ragę,  and  with  ber  eyes  inflamM 
Her  haughty  paramour.     Swift  as  the  winds 
Dispel  the  fleeting  mists,  at  once  he  strips 
His  royal  robes;  and  with  a  frown  that  chiird 
The  blood  of  the  proud  youtb,  active  he  boands 
High  o'er  the  heads  of  multitndes  reclmM : 
But,  as  beseemfd  one,  whose  plain  honest  heart, 
Norpassion  foul,  nor  malice  dark  as  Heli, 
But  honour  pure,  and  love  drenie,  had  firM, 
His  band  presenting,  on  his  stardy  foe 
Disdamfully  he  sroiles;  then,  quick  as  thoneht, 
With  his  left-hand  the  belt,  and  with  bis  right 
His  ahouWer  seiz'd  fast  griping ;  his  right  fbot 
Essay'd  the  championi  strength :  but  firm  he  stood, 
Fix'd  as  a  mountain-ash,  and  in  his  turn 
Repaid  the  bold  affront ;  his  horny  fist 
Fast  on  his  back  he  clos'd,  and  shook  m  air 
The  cmnberous  load.     Nor  rest,  nor  pause  allowM, 
Their  watchful  eyes  instruct  their  busy  fret; 
They  pant,  they  beave ;  each  nera,  each  sinew  >s 

stram'd, 
Grasping  they  close,  beneath  each  painful  gripe 
The  livid  tumonrs  rise,  in  briny  streams 
The  sweat  distils,  and  from  their  battertt  shins 
Tbe  clotted  gore  distains  the  beaten  ground. 
Each  swain  his  wish,  each  tremblmg  nymph  conceals 
Her  secret  dread ;  while  every  panting  breast 
Altemate  fears  and  hopes  depress  or  ratse. 
Thus  long  in  duhious  scalę  the  contest  hung, 
'  Tdl  Pastorel,  impatient  of  delay, 
Collecting  all  his  fbrce,  a  furious  stroke 
At  his  teft  ancie  aim'd ;  twas  death  to  foli, 
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To  stand  imposaible.    O  Ganderetta! 

What  borrours  seize  thy  soul !  on  thy  pale 

The  roses  fade.     But  wavering  long  in  air, 

Nor  firm  on  foot,  nor  as  yet  w  hol  I  y  fellen, 

On  his  right  knee  he  slip'd,  and  nimbly  'scapVł 

The  foul  disgrace.    Thus  on  the  slacken'd  ropę    5. 

The  wingy-fuoted  artist,  frail  support ! 

Stands  tottering ;  now  in  dreadful  shrieks  the  crowd 

Lament  his  suddeti  fate,  and  yield  him  lost : 

He  on  his  hams,  or  on  his  brawny  ramp, 

Sliding  secure,  derides  their  vain  distress. 

Up  starts  the  vigorous  Hobbinol  undismay'd,     > , 

Fronumother  Earth  hke  old  Antaeus  rais'd 

With  might  redonbled.     Clamour  and  applaus* 

Snake  all  the  neighbouring  hills,  Avona's  banką 

Return  him  Ioud  acclaim :  with  ardent  eyes, 

Fierce  as  a  tiger  rushing  from  his  lair, 

He  graspM  the  wrist  of  his  insulting  foe. 

Then  witfy  quick  wheel  oblique  his  shoulder  point 

Beneath  his  breast  he  fix'd,  and  whirld  aloft 

High  o'er  his  head  the  spraw^ng  youth  he  fiung: 

The  hollow  ground  rebellowM  as  he  fell. 

The  crowd  press  forward  with  tumuituons  din  ; 

Those  to  relieve  their  faint  espiring  friend, 

With  gratulations  these.  Hands,  touguea,  and 

Outrageous  joy  proclaim,  sbrill  fiddłes  squeak, 

Hoarse  bag-pipes  roar,  and  Ganderetta  smiles. 
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The  fray.  Tonsorio,  Colin,  Hilderbrand,  Coddy, 
Ciodaraxa,  Tal  gol,  Avaro,  Cubbin,  CoUakin, 
Mundungo.  Sir  Rhadamanth  the  jnstice,  aU 
tended  with  his  guards,  comes  to  quell  the  fray. 
Rhadamanth^  speech.  Tumult  appeas'd.  Gor- 
gonius  the  butcher  takes  up  the  hilts ;  bis  charac- 
ter.  The  Kiftsgatians  consternation ;  look  wiat- 
fully  on  Hobbinol:  his  speech.  The  cudgel- 
playing.  Gorgonius  knock'd  down,  mlls  upoa 
Twangdillo;  his  distress;  hislameotationoverhii 
broken  fiddle. 

Long  while  an  unirersal  huhbub  loud, 

Deafening  each  ear,  had  drown'd  each  accent  mild  ; 

Till  biting  taunts  and  harsh  opprobrious  words 

Vile  utterance  {bund.   How  weak  are  human  nńnds \ 

How  impotent  to  stem  the  swelling  tide, 

And  without  insolence  enjoy  success ! 

The  vale-inhabitants,  proud,  and  elate 

With  rictory,  know  no  restramt,  but  gr*e 

A  loose  to  joy.    Their  champion  Hobbinol 

Vaunting  they  raise,  above  that  earth-born  net 

Of  giants  old,  who,  piling  hills  on  hills, 

Pelion  on  Ossa,  with  rebellious  aim  ^ 

Madę  war  on  Jove.    The  sturdy  mountaineers, 

Who  saw  their  mightiest  mlPn,  and  in  his  fali 

Their  honotirs  past  impair'd,  their  trophies,  won 

By  their  proud  fathers,  who  with  scorn  look*d  down 

Upon  the  subject  Yale,  sullied,  despoiPd, 

And  level'd  with  the  dust,  no  longer  bear 

The  keen reproach.    But  as  whensudden fire      fj 

Seizes  the  ripenM  grain,  whose  benling  ears 

Invite  the  reaper's  hand,  the  furious  god 

In  sooty  triumph  dreadful  rides,  upborn 

On  wings  of  wind,  that  with  destroctive  breath 

Feed  the  fierce  fiames ;  from  ridge  to  ridge  he  boaadi 

Wide-wasting ,  and  pernictous  min  spreads : 
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9o  through  the  crowd  from  breast  to  breast  swift  flew 
The  propagated  ragę;  loud  *ollied  oaths, 
like  thunder  bursting  from  a  eloud,  gave  sigm 
Of  wraih  awak'd.    Prpmpt  fary  soon  supplied 
With  arm*  unconth ;  and  tough  well-season'd  plants, 
Weighty  with  lead  mfasM,  on  etther  host 
Fali  thick,  and  heavy ;  stools  in  pieces  rent, 
And  chairs,  and  fcrms,  and  batterM  bowls,  are  hurPd 
With  fell  intent ;  like  bomba  the  bottles  fly 
Hiańng  in  air,  their  sharp-edgM  fragments  drenchM 
In  the  warm  spouting  gore ;  heaps  driven  on  heaps 
Promiacuoas  be.    Tonsorio  now  advanc'd 
On  the  rongh  edge  of  battle :  hu  broad  front 
Beneath  his  shining  hełm  secure,  as  erst     * 
Wat  thine,  Mambrino,  stout  Iberian  knight ! 
Defied  the  rattling  storm,  that  on  his  head 
PeU  mnocfent.    A  tablet  ragged  frame 
In  his  rigfat-hasd  be  borę,  Hercalean  club ! 
Crowds,  push'd  on  crowds,  before  his  potent  arm, 
Pled  ignommious ;  narock,  and  dismay, 
Hnng  od  their  rear.    Collin,  a  meny  swatn, 
B&the  aa  the  soaring  lark,  as  sweet  the  strains 
Of  his  soft  warbling  lips,  that  whistling  cheer 
His  labouring  team,  they  toss  their  head*  wellpleasM, 
In  gandy  plumage  deck'd,  with  stern  disdain 
Jteheld  this  victor  proud ;  his  generous  sonl 
Brook'd  not  the  (bul  disgrace.    High  o'er  his  head 
His  ponderoos  plough-starT  in  both  hands  he  raisM ; 
Erect  he  stood,  and  stretching  ev€ry  nerve, 
As  from  a  fbrceful  engine,  down  it  fell 
Upon  his  hollow'd  hełm,  that  yielding  sunk 
Beneath  the  blow,  and  with  its  sharpenM  edge 
ShearU  both  his  ears,  they  on  his  shoulders  broad 
Hong  ragged.   Quick  as  thougbt,  the  yigorous  youth 
Shwteaing  his  staff,  the  other  end  he  darts 
Intohk  gaptngjaws.    Tonsorio  fled  - 
Sore  maim'd ;  with  pounded  teeth  and  clotted  gore 
Half^hoak'd,  he  fled ;  wfth  nim  the  host  retirM, 
Gompanions  of  his  shame ;  all  but  the  stout, 
And  erst  unoonąuer^d  Hildebrand,  br*ve  man ! 
Sold  champion  of  the  hills!  thy  weighty  blows 
Our  fcthers  felt  dismay'd ;  to  keep  thy  post 
UnmoY'd,  whilom  thy  yalourt  choice,  now  sad 
Necessity  oompels ;  decreptt  now 
With  age,  and  sttff  with  honourable  wounds, 
He  stands  unterrifyM :  one  crutch  sustaras 
Ifis  frame  majestic,  th*  other  in  his  hand 
He  wieldstremendous;  like  a  mountain  boar 
In  toin  enclosM  he  daras  his  circling  foes. 
They  shrink  aJoof,  or  soon  with  shame  repent 
The  rash  assault ;  the  rustic  heroes  fali 
In  heaps  around.     Cuddy,  a  dextrous  youth, 
When  foroe  was  vain,  on  fraudful  art  rely'd : 
Ctose  to  the  ground  low-cowering,  unperceWd, 
Cantwos  he  crept,  and  with  his  crooked  bill 
Cnt  sheer  the  frail  support,  prop  of  his  a&e : 
Reelmg  a  while  he  stood,  and  menacM  nerce 
Th'  insidious  swain,  reluctant  now  at  length 
Fell  prone*  and  plough'd  the  dust.    So  the  tali  oak, 
OM  monarch  of  the  groves,  that  long  had  stood 
The  shoek  of  warring  winda  and  the  red  bolts 
Of  angry  Jove,  shorn  of  his  leafy  shade 
At  last,  and  mwardły  decayM,  if  chance 
The  crael  woodman  spy  the  friendty  spiir, 
Hit  only hołd ;  that  geverM,  soon  he  nods, 
And  shakes  th'  encumberM  mountain  as  he  fails. 

'When  manry  valour  faifd,  a  female  arm 
RssftorM  the  8ght.    As  in  th'  adjacent  booth 
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Black  Gndaraza^s  bosy  hand  preparM 
The  smoaky  riands,  she  beheld,  abash'd, 
The  routed  host,  and  a!  I  ber  dastard  friends 
Far  scatterM  o'er  the  plain ;  tbeir  shameful  flight 
GrierM  her  proud  heart,  for,  hurried  with  the  stream, 
Ev'n  Talgol  too  had  fled,  her  darling  boy. 
A  flaming  brand  frora  oflf  the  glowingdiearth 
The  greasy  heroinę  snatch'd  ;  o'er  her  pale  fbcs 
Tbe  threatening  meteor  sbone,  brandishM  in  airą 
Or  round  their  heads  in  ruddy  circles  play'd. 
Across  the  prostrate  Hildebrand  she  strode, 
DreadfuHy  bright :  the  multitude  appalPd 
Fled  different  ways,  their  bcards,  their  bair  in  flames. 
Imprudent  she  pursued,  tili  on  the  brink 
Of  the  next  pool,  with  force  united  press'dt 
And  waving  round  with  huge  two-handed  sway 
Her  blazing  arms,  into  the  muddy  lakę 
Tbe  bold  virago  fell.     Din?  was  the  fray 
Between  the  warring  elements ;  of  old  ^  / 

Thus  Mulciber,  and  Xanthus,  Dardan  stream, 
In  hideous  battle  join'A     Just  sinking  now 
Into  tbe  boiling  deep,  with  suppliant  hands 
She  begg'd  for  lifc ;  black  ouse  and  filth  obscene 
Hung  in  her  matted  hair;  the  shouting  crowd 
lnsult  her  woes,  and,  proud  of  their  success, 
The  dripping  Amazon  in  triumph  lead. 
Now,  like  a  gathering  storm,  the  rally'd  troops 
BlackenM  the  plain.    Young  Talgol  from  their  front, 
With  a  fond  lover's  hastę,  swift  as  the  hind, 
That,  by  the  huntsman's  voice  alarm^d,  liad  fled# 
Pantingreturns,  and  seeks  the  gloomy  brake, 
Where  her  dear  fawn  lay  hid,  into  the  booth 
Impatient  rush'd.     But  when  tbe  fatal  tale 
He  heard,  the  dearest  treasure  of  his  soul 
Purloin'd,  his  Cindy  lost ;  stifFenM  and  pale 
A  while  he  stood ;  his  kindltng  ire  at  length 
Burst  forth  implacable,  and  injur^d  Iove 
Shot  lightning  from  his  eyes ;  a  spit  he  seizM, 
Just  reeking  from  the  fet  surloTn,  along, 
Unwieldyjpeaj^  then  with  impetuous  ragę 
PressM  forward  on  thJ  embattlcd  host,  that  shrunk 
At  his  approach.    The  rich  Avaro  first, 
His  fleshy  rump  bor*d  with  dishonest  wounds, 
Fled  bellowing :  nor  could  his  numerous  flocks, 
Nor  all  th'  asptring  pyTamids  that  grace 
His  yard  well-storM,  save  the  penurious  clown. 
Herę  Cubbin  fell,  and  there  young  Collakra, 
Nor  hn  fond  mother'8  prayers  nor  ardent  tows 
Of  loTe-sick  maids  could  move  relentless  Fate. 
Where»er  he  rag'd,  with  his  far-beaming  lance 
He  thinn'd  their  ranks,  and  all  their  battle  swerr'd 
WHh  many  an  inroad  goar*d.    Tlien  cast  around 
His  furkras  eyes,  if  flaply  he  might  find 
The  capthre  feir ;  her  in  the  dust  he  spyłd 
Ororeling,  disconsolate ;  those  locks,  that,  erst 
So  bright,  shone  like  the  polish'd  jet,  defd*d 
With  mirę  impure;  thither  with  eagcr  hastę 
He  ran,  he  flew.     But  when  the  wretchod  maid 
Prostrate  he  viewM,  deform'd  with  gaping  wounds 
And  weltcring  in  her  blood,  his  trembling  hand 
Soon  dropp'd  the  dreaded  lance;  on  her  pale  chccks 
Ohastly  he  gazM,  mir  felt  the  pealing  storm, 
That  on  his  bare  defenceless  brow  fell  thick 
From  every  arm  :  o'erpower'd  at  last,  down  ^unk 
His  drooping  head,  on  her  cold  brcast  reolind. 
Hail,  faithful  pair  !  if  ought  my  verse  avail, 
Nor  Envy's  spite  nor  Time  sliall  e»er  effHcc 
The  records  of  your  famę;  blind  Bnti^h  bards 

N 


178 


SOMERYILES  POEM S. 


Tn  agcs  yr  t  to  comc,  on  festal  days 
Shall  (  hant  this moumfuł  t?le,whilelisteningnymphs 
taimmt  ;iromul,  and  every  goiicrous  heart 
With  arłiro  va1our  glows,  and  virtuous  love. 
>Iow  lilind  is  popular  fury  !  how  penrerse, 
When  broils  intestine  ragę,  and  fbrce  controłs 
Rca*on  nwl  law !   As  thc  torn  vesscl  sinks, 
Bciwemi  tłu*  burst  of  adverse  waves  0'erwhelm'd  j 
So  faivs  it  with  the  neutral  hcad,  between 
Gmteuding  parf  ies  bruisM,  inrcssant  pcalM 
"Willi  random  slrokcsthat  undisceraing  fali  j 
(iuiltlcss  łio  sułTcrn  most,  who  loast  ollcnds. 
Mundungo,  from  łhe  bloody  field  retir'd, 
Close  in  a  oonicr  plied  the  peaceful  bowl; 
Incurious  hc,  and  thoughtless  of  evcnts, 
Now  decnYd  hiniself  coneeaPd,  wrapt  in  the  cloud 
That  issucd  from  his  mouth,  and  the  thick  fogs 
That  hung  upon  his  broMg;  but  hostile  ragę 
Inquisi*ive  fuund  out  thc  rusty  swain.  x 

I  lis  short  black  tubę  down  his  furr'd  throat  impellM, 
Stag^ering  be  reePd,  and  with  tenacious  gripe 
The  bulky  jorden,  that  before  nim  stood, 
S<*iz'd  falling ;  that  iw  Iiquid  freight  disgorg'd 
Upon  the  prcrstrate  clown ;  floundering  he  lay 
Bcneath  the  muddy  beverage  whelm'd,  so  late 
His  prime  detight.     Thus  the  limirious  wasp, 
Voracious  insect,  by  the  fragrant  dregs 
Allur'd,  and  in  the  viscous  nectar  plungM, 
His  filmy  pennons  struggling  flaps  in  vam, 
Lost  in  a  flood  of  sweets.     Still  o'er  the  plain 
Fierce  onset,  and  tumultuous  battle  spread  j 
And  now  tbey  fali,  and  now  they  rise,  incens'd 
With  anintated  ragę,  wit  ile  nought  around 
Is  heard,  but  clamour,  shout,  and  feraale  cries, 
And  curses  mix'd  with  groans.     Discord  on  high 
Shook  her  infernal  scourge,  and  ołer  their  heads 
S<*reamłd  .with  maliguant  joy ;  whcn  lo !  between 
Thc  warring  hosts  api*ard  sagę  RhadamaiiLh,- 
,A  knight  of  high  renown.     Nor  QuTxote  lx>lu7  * 
'Nor  Amadis  of  Caul,  nor  Hudibras, 
Mirror  of  knighthood,  e'er  could  vie  with  tłice, 
Great  sultnn  of  thc  vale !  thy  front  severe, 
As  humble  I  mi  i  ans  to  their  pagods  bow, 
The  clowns  submiss  approach.     Themis  to  thee 
Commils  ber  golden  balance,  where  she  we  ighs 
Thł  abandon'd  orphan'8  sighs,  the  widow's  tears ; 
By  thee  gives  surę  redress,  eomforts  the  heart 
OppressM  with  woe,  and  rcars  the  suppliant  knee. 
ICach  bold  oftender  hides  his  guilty  head, 
A-.tonisfrd,  when  thy  dolegated  arm 
praws  her  vindictivc  sword  j  at  thy  command, 
Stern  minister  of  power  supremę  !  each  ward 
Sends  forth  her  brawny  uiynnidons,  their  elubs 
BlazonM  with  royal  arms  j  dispatchful  hastę 
Site  earncst  on  each  brow,  and  public  care. 
Kncompass'd  round  with  these  his  dreadful  guards, 
He  spurr'd  his  sober  stced,  grizzled  with  age, 
And  venerably  duli ;  his  stirnips  stretch'd 
Bcneath  theknightly  load;  one  hand  he  nVd 
Upon  his  saddle-bow,  the  otber  palm 
Before  him  spread,  like  sonie  grave  orator 
In  Athens,  or  free  Romę,  when  eloquence 
Snbdued  mankind,  and  all  the  listening  crowd 
li ung  by  their  ears  on  his  persuaswe  tongue. 
He  tluis  the  jarring  multitude  address'd.        [flower 
"  Neighbours,  aud  friends,  and  countrymen,  the 
Of  Kiftsgate  !  ah  !  włiat  means  this  impious  broił  ? 
Is  theu  the  haughty  Gaul  no  morę  your  care  > 
Are  Landeu's  plains  so  soon  forgot,  that  thus 


Ye  spili  that  blood  inglorious,  waste  thatstrength, 
Which,  well  eroploy'd,  once  morę  might  have  com- 
The  stripling  Anjou  to  a  shameful  flight  ?       [peU'4 
0*9  by  your  great  fbrefathers  taught,  have  fii'd 
The  British  standard  on  Lutetian  towers  r 
O  sight  odious,  detestable !  O  times 
Degenerate,  of  ancient  honour  void  ! 
This  fact  so  foul,  so  riotous,  insults 
.Vii  law,  all  sovereign  power,  and  calU  aloud 
For  vengeance ;  but,  my  friends  i  too  well  ye  knov 
How  slow  this  arm  to  punish,  and  how  bleeds 
This  heart,  when  forc'd  on  rigorous  estremes, 

0  countrymen  !  all,  all,  can  testify 
My  \igilance,  my  care  for  public  good. 

1  am  the  man,  who  by  your  own  free  choice 
Selrct  from  all  the  tribes,  in  sena^cs  rulłd 
Each  warm  debatę,  and  emptied  all  my  storec 
Of  ancient  science  in  my  country's  cause. 
Wise  Tacitus,  of  penetration  deep, 

Eat-h  secret  spring  Feveal'd  -y  Thuaotts  bold 
BreathM  liberty,  and  all  the  mighty  dead, 
RaisM  at  my  cali,  the  British  rights  confirmM; 
While  Musgrave,  How,  and  Seymour  sneerU  is  vaiifc 
I  am  the  man,  who  from  the  bench  exalt 
This  voice,  still  grateful  to  your  ears,  this  roice 
Wnich  breathes  for  you  alone.  Where  is  the  wretdi 
Distress*d,  who  in  the  cobwebs  of  the  law 
Entangled,  and  in  subtle  problems  lost, 
Seeks  not  to  me  for  aid !  In  shoals  they  come 
Neglected,  feelcss  clients,  nor  return 
Unedify'd ;  scarce  greater  multitudes 
At  Delphi  sought  the  god,  to  learn  their  fate 
From  his  dark  oraclcs.     I  am  the  man,  * 
Whose  watchful  providence  beyond  the  datę 
Of  this  frail  life  extends,  to  futurę  times 
Beneficent ;  my  useful  schemes  shall  steer 
The  common-weal  in  ages  yet  to  come. 
Your  children'8  children,  taught  by  me,  shall  keep 
Their  rights  inviolable :  and  as  Romę 
The  Sibyl's  sacred  books,  thoł  wrote  on  leave» 
And  scatterM  o'er  the  ground,  with  pious  awe 
Collected ;  so  your  sons  shall  glean  with  care 
My  hallowi  fragments,  erery  scrip  di%ine 
Consult  intent,  of  morę  intrinsic  worth 
Than  half  a  Yatican.     Hear  me,  my  friends ! 
Hcar  mc,  my  countrymen  !  Oh  suffer  not 
This  hoary  head,  employ^d  for  you  alooe, 
To  sink  with  sorrow  to  the  grave."    He  spake. 
And  veil'(l  his  bunnet  to  the  crowd.     As  when     Q 
Tlie  sovereign  of  the  floods  o'er  the  rough  deep 
His  awful  trident  shakes,  its  fury  falls,  > 

The  warring  billows  on  each  hand  retire,  - 
And  foam,  and  ragę  no  morę.     All  now  is  ho&h'd, 
The  multitude  appeas'd  ;  a  chcarful  dawn 
Smiles  on  the  tields,  the  waving  throng  subsides, 
And  the  Ioud  tempest  sinks,  becalmM  in  peace. 
Gorgonius  now  with  haughty  strides  advanc*d, 
A  gauntlet  seizM,  firm  on  his  guard  he  stood 
A  formidable  fue,  and  dealt  in  air 
His  empty  blows,  a  prelude  to  the  fight 
Slaughter  his  trade ;  fuli  many  a  pamperM  ok 
Feli  by  his  fotal  hand,  the  bulky  beast 
l)ragg'd  by  his  horns,  oft  at  one  deadty  blov9 
His  iron  first  descending  crush'd  bis  skuli, 
And  left  him  spurning  on  the  bloody  floor, 
While  at  his  feet  the  guiltless  axe  was  laid. 
In  dubious  fight  of  late  one  eye  he  kat, 
t  Bor'd  from  its  orb,  and  the  next  glancing 
Bruis'd  sore  the  rising  arch,  and  bent  big 
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Nathless  he  trramphM  on  the  weU-flbught  stage, 

Hockleian  hero !  Nor  was  morę  deformM 

The  Cyclops  blind,  nor  of  morę  monstrous  size, 

Nor  his  void  orb  morę  dreadful  to  behold, 

Weeping  the  putrid  gore,  severe  revenge 

Of  subtle  Itharas.     Terribly  gay 

In  his  buff  doublet,  larried  o'er  with  fat 

Of  slaughtcrM  brutes,  the  well-oil'd  champion  shone. 

Sterały  he  gaz'd  around,  with  many  a  frown 

Fierce  menacing,  provok'd  the  tardy  foe. 

For  now  each  combatant,  that  erst  so  bold 

Yaunted  his  manly  deeds,  in  pensire  mood 

Hung  down  his  head,  and  fix'd  on  earth  his  eyes, 

Pale  and  dismayM.     On  Hobbinol  at  last 

lotent  they  gazę,  in  him  alone  their  Kbpe, 

Each  eye  solicits  him,  each  panting  heart 

Joins  m  the  ailent  sait     Soon  he  perceiv'd 

Their  secret  wish,  and  eas'd  their  doubting  minds. 

"  Ye  menof  Kiftsgate!  whose  widc  spreading  famę 
In  aocrent  days  were  sung  from»sbore  to  shore, 
To  British  hards  of  old  a  copious  theme  ; 
Too  well,  alas !  in  your  pale  cheeks  I  view 
Your  dastard  snute.    O  meao,  degenerate  race; 
But  sińce  on  me  ye  cali,  each  suppliant  eyc 
Inrites  my  sovereign  aid,  lo !  here  I  come, 
The  balwark  of  your  famę,  tho'  scarcc  my  brows 
Are  dry  from  głorious  toils,  just  now  achiev'd, 
To  rindicate  your  worth.     Lo  !  here  I  swear, 
By  ałl  my  great  forefathers'  fair  renown, 
By  that  Ulustrious  wickcr,  where  they  sat 
In  comcly  pnde,  and  in  triumphant  sloth 
Gave  law  to  pasśive  rlowns  ;  or  on  thts  spot 
In  glory*s  priinc,  young  Hobbinol  erpires, 
And  from  his  dearest  Ganderetta'*  arms 
Snks  to  Deaths  cold  embrace ;  or  by  this  hand 
That  stranger,  big  with  insolence,  shal!  fali 
Prone  on  the  ground,  and  do  your  honour  right," 

Forthwith  the  hilts  he  seizłd ;  but  on  his  arm 
Pond  Ganderetta  hung-,  and  round  his  neck 
CuriM  m  a  soft  embrace.     Honour  and  Iove 
A  doubtful  contcst  wag'd,  buTTroin  hor  soon 
He  sprung  rclentless,  all  her  tears  were  vain, 
Yet  oft  he  tumM,  oft  sighU,  thus  plcasing  mild  : 

"  fil  should  I  merit  these  imperial  robcs, 
Ensigns  of  majcsty,  by  generał  voice 
Coof<nT'd,  should  pain,  or  dcath  itself,  avail 
To  shake  the  steady  piitposc  of  my  soul.         [man 
Peace,   fair- one  !  peace  !  Hoaven  will  protect  the 
By  tbee  held  dear,  and  crown  thy  generous  love." 

Her  from  the  listed  field  the  matrons  saire 
Reluctant  drew,  and  with  fair  speoches  sooth'd. 

Now  front  to  front  the  fearless  champions  meet ; 
Gorgonius,  like  a  tower,  whose  cloudy  top 
Inrades  the  skies,  stood  lowenng;  far  beneath 
The  strippling  Hobbinol  with  careful  eye 
Each  opening  seans,  and  each  unguardrd  space 
Sfeasures  intent.     While,  negligently  bold, 
The  bulky  combatant,  whose  heart  elate 
£sdain'd  his  puny  foc,  now  fbndly  deem'd 
At  one  decisire  stroke  to  win,  unhurt, 
An  easy  victory ;  domu  came  at  once 
The  ponderous  plant,  with  fell  malicious  ragę, 
Aimd  at  his  head  direct ;  but  the  tough  hilts, 
Swift  interposM,  elude  his  effort  vain. 
The  cautidus  Hobbinol,  with  ready  feet, 
Uow  shifts  his  ground,  retreating :  then  again 
.Adrances  bold,  and  his  unguarded  shins 
Batters  secure  :  each  well-directed  blow, 
Sito  to  the  qukk,  thick  as  the  falltng  hail, 


The  strokes  redoubled  peal  his  hollow  sides: 

The  multitude,  amazM  with  horror,  view 

The  rattling  storm,  shrink  back  at  every  blow, 

And  seem  to  feel  his  wounds ;  inly  he  grcan'd, 

And  gnash'd  his  tecth,  and  from  his  blood-shot  eye 

Red  lightning  flash'd ;  the  fierce  tuinultuous  ragę 

Shook  all  his  mighty  fabric.     Once  again 

Erect  he  stands,  collected,  and  resolv'd 

To  conquer,  or  to  dic :  swift  ris  the  bolt  S 

Of  angry  Jove,  the  weighty  plant  descends :  l 

But  wary  Hobbinol,  whose  watchful  eye 

Perceiv'd  his  kind  intent,  slip'd  on  one  side 

Declining ;  the  vain  stroke  from  such  an  height, 

With  such  a  fbrcc  impell'd,  hcadlong  drew  down 

Th'  unwieldy  champion  :  on  the  solid  ground 

He  fell  rebounding  breathless,  and  astunn'd, 

His  trunk  extendcd  lay  ;  sore  maim'd  from  out 

His  heaving  breast,  he  belch'd  a  crimson  flood. 

Fuli  leisurely  he  rosę,  but  conscious  shame 

Of  honour  lost  his  failing  strength  renew'd. 

Ragę,  and  revenge,  and  ever-during  hate, 

BlackcnM  his  storm y  front ;  rasb,  furious,  blind, 

And  lavish  of  his  blood,  of  random  strokes 

He  laid  on  load ;  witaout  design  or  art 

Onward  he  press'd  outrageous,  while  his  foe 

Encircling  wheels,  or  inch  by  inch  retires, 

Wise  niggard  of  his  strengtli.     Yet  all  thy  care, 

O  Hobbinol ;  avail'd  nwt  to  prerent 

One  hapless  blow  ;  o'er  his  strong  guard  the  plant 

Lapp'd  pliant,  and  its  knotty  point  impres^M 

His  nervous  chinc  !  he  wreathM  him  to  and  fro 

Convolv'd,  yet,  thus  distress'd,  intrepid  Iwre 

His  hilts  aloft,  and  guarded  well  his  head. 

So  when  th'  unwary  clown,  with  hasty  step,  C" 

Crushcs  the  folded  snake,  her  wounded  parta 

OrOTeling  she  trails  along,  but  her  hi^h  cn^st 

Erect  she  bears;  in  all  its  spcrklcd  prtde, 

She  swelis  inflam'd,  and  with  her  forky  tonguo  > 

Threatcns  destruetkm.     With  like  eager  hastr, 

Th'  impatient  Hobbinol,  Whoin  excesstve  pain 

Stung  to  his  heart,  a  speedy  vengeance  vow'd, 

Nor  wanted  long  the  means ;  a  feint  he  madę 

With  well-disscmbled  guiłe,  his  batterM  shins 

MarkM  with  his  eyes,  and  menac'd  with  his  plant. 

Gorgonius,  whose  long-<miTering  legs  searce  borę 

His  cumbrous  bulk,  to  his  supporters  frail 

Indulgent,  soon  the  friendly  hilts  oppos'd  ; 

7?etray'd,  deceiv'd,  on  his  unguarded  crest 

The  stroke  delusivc  fell ;  a  dismal  groan 

Bnrst  from  his  hollow  che*t ;  his  treinbliug  haudi 

Forsook  the  hilts,  acrossthc  spacious-ring 

Backward  he  reePd,  the  crowd  aflrtghted  fly 

T  escapc  the  failing  min.     But,  alas  !  - 

'Twas  thy  hard  fate,  Twangdilio!  to  receive 

His  ponderous  trunk  ;  on  thee»  on  hełplos  thee, 

Hcadlong  and  heavy,  the  fbul  monster  fell. 

Beneath  a  mountain's  weigł  t,  th'  unhappy  bard 

Lay  prostrate,  nor  was  morę  renown'd  thy  song, 

O  seer  of  Th  race  !  nor  morę  severe  thy  fate. 

His  vocal  shell,  the  solące  and  support 

Of  wrctched  age,  gave  one  melodious  s(*ream^ 

And  in  a  thousand  fragments  strewM  the  plaia. 

The  nymphs,  surę  friends  to  his  harmonious  mirth, 

Fly  to  his  aid,  his  hairy  breast  expose  1 

To  each  refreshing  gale,  and  with  soft  hand* 

His  ternples  chafe  ;  at  their  persuasive  touch 

His  fleeting  soul  returns ;  upon  his  rump 

He  sat  discoDłolate ;  but  when%  alas  ? 

He  view'd  tka  shatterłd  fragments,  down  again 
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He  sunk  espiring ;  by  their  frieadly  care 
Ooce  morę  rem'd,  he  thrice  assayM  to  speakj 
"And  thrice  the  rising  sofc  his  /otce  subduM : 
Tm  thus  at  last  his  wretched  plight  he  mourn'd. 

"  Sweet  instrument  of  mirth !  sole  comfbrt  left 
To  my  declining  years  !  whose  sprightly  notet 
RestorM  my  li^our,  and  renew'd  my  bloom, 
Soft  healing  balm  to  every  wounded  beart ! 
Despairing,  dying  swains,  from  the  cold  ground 
Uprais'd  by  thee,  at  thy  melodious  cal), 
With  ravish'd  ears  receivłd  the  flowing  joy. 
Oay  pleasantry,  and  care-beguiłing  joke,- 
Thy  surę  attendants  were,  and  at  thy  voice 
Ali  naturę  smiTd.     But,  oh,  this  band  no  morę 
Shall  touch  thy  wanton  strings,  no  morę  with  lays 
Alternate,  from  oblivion  dark  redeem 
The  mighty  dead,  and  vindicate  their  famę. 
Vain  are  thy  toils,  O  Hobbinol !  and  all 
Thy  triumphs  vain.  Who  shall  record,  brave  man  1 
Thy  bold  exploits  ?  who  shall  thygrandeur  tell, 
Supremę  of  Kiftsgate  ?  See  thy  faithful  bard, 
DespoiTd,  undone.    O  cover  me,  ye  hill  • ! 
Whose  vocal  clifts  were  taught  my  joyous  song.  - 
Or  thou,  fair  nymph,  Avona,  on  whose  banks 
The  frolic  crowd,  led  by  my  numerous  strains, 
Their  orgies  kept,  and  friskM  it  o,er  the  green, 
Jocund  and  gay,  while  thy  remurmuring  streams 
Panc'dby,  wellpleas'd.  Oh !  let  thy  friendly  waves 
Cerwhelm  a  wretch,  and  hide  this  nead  accurs'd !M 

So  plains  the  restless  Philomel,  ber  nest, 
And  callow  young,  the  tender  growing  hope 
Of  futurę  harmony,  and  frail  return 
For  all  her  cares,  to  barbarous  churls  a  prey ; 
Darkling  she  aings,  the  woods  repeat  her  moan. 


CANTO  III. 


TB  1  AaOUMKMT. 


Cood  eating  espedicnt  for  heroes.  Homer  praised 
for  keeping  a  table.  Hobbinol  triumphant.  Gan- 
derctta's  bill  of  farę,  Panegyric  upon  ale.  Gos- 
•  siping  over  a  bottle.  Compliment  to  Mr.  John 
Philips.  Ganderetta's  perplexity  discovered  by 
Hobbinol  ;  his  consolatory  speech  ;  compares 
himself  to  Guy  earl  of  Warwick.  Ganderetta, 
encouraged,  strij  ■  for  the  race  ;  her  amiable 

.  figurę.  Fusca  the  gipsey,  ber  dirty  figurę.  Ta- 
bitna,  her  great  raputation  for  speed ;  hired  to 
the  dissenting  academy  at  Tewkesbury.  A 
short  account  of  Gamaliel  the  master,  and  his 
hopeful  scholar*.  Tabitha  carries  weight  The 
smockrace.  Tabitha'8  fali.  Fusca's  short  tri- 
umph,  her  humiliation.  Ganderetta^  matchless 
tpeed.  Hobbinol  lays  the  prize  at  her  feet. 
Their  mutual  triumph.  The  vicissitude  of  hu- 
man  affairs,  eaperienced  by  Hobbiuol.  Mopsa, 
fbrmerly  his  servant,  with  her  two  children,  ap- 
pears  to  him.  Mopsa'*  speech  ;  assaults  Gande- 
retta ;  her.  flight.  Hobbinol 't  prodigious  fright ; 
is  taken  into  custody  by  constables,  and  dragged 
to  sir  Rhadamanth's. 

TaoucH  some  of  old,  and  some  of  modern  datę, 
Penurious,  their  ▼ictorious  heroes  fed 
With  barren  praise  alone  ;  yet  thou,  my  Muse ! 
BeneTolent,  with  morę  indulgent  eyes 
Behold  th'  immortal  Hobbinol  j  reward 
With  due  regalement  bis  triumphant  toils. 


Let  Quixote's  hardy  courage,  and  renown, 
With  Sancho's  prudent  care  be  meetly  jotn'<L 

O  thou  of  bards  supremę,  Mawnidet ! 
What  well-fid  heroes  grace  thy  hallowM  page 
Laden  with  glorious  spoils,  and  gay  with  blooa 
Of  slaughter'd  bosU,  the  victor  chief  returna, 
Whole  Troy  befbre  him  fled,  and  men  and  gods 
Oppos'd  in  vain :  for  the  brave  man,  whose  ann 
RepellM  his  couutry's  wrongs,  cv'n  he,  the  great 
Atrides,  king  of  kingi,  er'n  he  prepares 
With  his  own  royal  band  the  sumptuous  feast. 
Fuli  to  the  brim,  the  brazen  cauldrons  soaoke, 
Through  all  the  busy  camp  the  rising  blaze 
Attest  their  joy ;  heroes  and  kings  fbrego 
Their  state  and  pride,  and  at  his  elbow  wait 
Obseąuious.    On  a  poIish'd  charger  plac'd, 
The  bulky  chine  with  plenteous  nit  inlaid, 
Of  golden  hue,  magnificently  shines. 
The  choicest  moroels  sever'd  to  the  gods, 
The  bero  neat,  well  paid  for  all  his  wounds, 
The  rich  repast  divjdes  with  Jove  j  from  out 
The  sparkling  bowl  he  draws  the  generouswine, 
Unmhc'd,  unmeasurtł ;  with  unstinted  joy 
His  heart  o'erflows.     In  like  triumphant  port 
Sat  the  victorious  Hobbinol;  the  crowd 
Transported  view,  and  bless  their  glorious  chief: 
All  Kiftsgate  sounds  his  praise  with  joint  acclaint. 
Him  every  voice,  him  every  knee  confess, 
In  merit,  as  in  right,  their  king.     Upon 
Their  flowery  turf,  Earth's  painted  lap,  are  sp-eai 
The  rural  dainties ;  such  as  Naturę  boon 
Presents  with  laviah  hand,  or  such  as  owe 
To  Ganderetta^  care  their  grateful  taste, 
Delicious.     For  she  long  sińce  prepar'd 
To  celebrate  this  day,  and  with  good  cheer 
To  grace  his  triumphs.    Crystal  gooseberries 
Are  piPd  on  heaps ;  in  vain  the  parent  tree 
Defends  her  luscious  fruit  with  pointed  spears. 
The  niby  tincturM  corinth  clustering  hangs, 
And  emulates  the  grapę ;  green  codlings  float 
In  dulcet  creams ;  nor  wants  the  last  year*s  storę; 
The  hardy  nut,  in  solid  mail  secure, 
Impregnable  to  winter  frosts,  repays 
Its  hoarder^s  care.    The  custanTs  jellied  flood 
Impatient  youth,  with  greedy  joy,  devours. 
Cheeaecakes  and  pies,  in  rarious  fbrms  uprais'd, 
In  well-built  pyramids,  aspiring  stand. 
Black  hams,and  tongues  that  speechless  can  persuadt 
To  ply  the  brUk  carouse,  and  cheer  the  soul 
With  jorial  draughts.     Nor  does  the  jolly  god 
Deny  his  precious  gifts ;  here  jocund  swains, 
In  uncouth  mirth  delig^ted,  sporting  quaff 
Their  native  beverage ;  in  the  brimming  glast 
Tlie  liqutd  amber  smiles.     Britons,  no  morę 
Dread  your  invading  foes;  let  the  false  Gaul, 
Of  rule  insatiate,  potent  to  deccive, 
And  great  by  subtile  wiłeś,  from  the  adverse  short 
Pour  forth  his  numerous  hosts ;  Iberia !  join 
Thy  towenng  fleets,  once  morę  aloft  display 
Thy  conseerated  banners,  fili  thy  sails 
With  prayers  and  vows,  most  formidably  strong 
In  holy  trumpery,  let  old  Ocean  groan 
Beneath  the  proud  Armada,  rainly  deem*d 
Invincible ;  yet  fruitless  all  their  toils, 
Vain  every  rash  effort,  while  our  fat  gleba, 
Of  barley-grain  productive,  still  supplies 
The  flowing  treasure,  and  with  sums  immense 
Supports  the  thnme ;  while  this  rich  cordial  w 
The  farmert  courage,  arms  his  stubbom  soul 


HOBBINOL. 
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With  usUjwb  honour,  ind  rensuess  ragę* 

Thns  raunt  the  crowd,  each  rreeborn  heart  tferflowt 

With  Britain's  glory,  and  his  country's  lorę. 

Here,  in  a  meny  knot  combinM,  the  nympha 
Fonr  out  melliftuous  streams,  the  balmy  spollf 
Of  the  laborioiu  bee.    The  modest  maid 
But  coyły  sips,  and  blushing  drinka,  abash'd s 
Bach  lover  with  obserrant  eye  beholds 
Her  gracefal  shame,  and  at  her  gtowing  cheekf 
Rekradles  aO  his  fires :  but  matrons  sagę, 
Better  espeńen^d,  and  instructed  well 
In  midnight  mysteries,  and  feast-rites  old, 
Grasp  the  capacious  bowl ;  nor  cease  to  draw 
The  sporny  nectar.    Healths  of  gay  import 
Hy  merriły  about;  now  Scandal  sly, 
Inanuating,  gilds  the  specious  tale 
With  treacherous  praise,  and  with  a  double  face 
Ambiguous  Wantonness  deraurely  sneers, 
7111  ctrcling  brimmers  erery  veil  withdraw, 
And  dauntless  Impudence  appears  unmaskM. 
Others  apart,  in  the  cool  shade  retirM, 
Slurian  cider  quaff,  by  that  great  bard 
Ennobled,  who  first  taught  my  grove)ing  Muse 
To  mount  aerial.    O !  could  I  bat  raise 
My  fceble  *oice  to  his  ezalted  strains, 
Or  to  the  height  of  this  great  argument, 
The  generous  łiąuid  in  each  linę  should  bound 
Spirituous,  nor  oppressive  cork  subdue 
lis  fbaming  ragę  ;  but,  to  the  lofty  theme 
Unequal,  Muse,  decline  the  pleasing  task. 

Thus  they  luxurk>ust  on  the  grassy  turf 
Hereird  at  large:  while  nought  around  was  heard 
But  mirth  confusM,  and  undistinguishłd  joy, 
And  laoghter  far  resounding ;  serious  Care 
Found  here  no  place,  to  Ganderefta's  breast 
Retiring $  there  with  hopes  and  fears  perplestt 
Her  fluctuatmg  mind.     Hence  the  soft  fdgh 
Etcapes  unheeded,  spight  of  all  her  art ; 
The  tremMmg  blushes  on  her  love)y  cheeks 
Ahernate  ebb  and  flow ;  finom  the  ful!  glass 
Sb/t  fiies  abstemJoos,  shuns  tb'  untasted  feast : 
Bot  carerul  Hobbinol,  whose  amorous  eye 
From  hert  ne'er  wanderM,  haunting  still  the  place 
Where  bis  dear  treasure  lay,  diacorerM  soon 
Her  secret  woe,  and  borę  a  kwert  part 
Cnmpasskm  melts  his  soul,  her  glowing  cheeks 
He  kiss'd,  enamoui^d,  and  her  pantmg  heart 
He  press*d  to  bis;  then  with  these  soothing  words, 
Tenderry  smiling,  her  faint  hopes  reviv'd. 

"  Courage,  my  fair !  the  splended  prize  U  thine. 
Indnlgent  Fortune  will  not  damp  our  joys, 
Nor  blast  the  glories  of  this  happy  day. 
Hear  me,  yc  swains !  ye  men  of  Kiftsgate !  hear : 
Though  great  the  hbnours  by  your  hands  conferr'd, 
These  royal  omaments,  though  great  the  force 
Of  this  puissant  arm,  as  all  must  own 
Wboaaw  this  day  the  bold  Gorgonius  fali ; 
Yst  were  I  morę  renown'd  forfeats  of  arms, 
And  kntghtlyprowess,  than  that  mighty  Guy, 
So  fam'd  in  antique  song,  Warwick's  great  earl, 
"Who  siew  the  giant  Colbrand,  in  nerce  fight 
Maintain'd  a  summer's  day,  and  freed  this  realm 
From  Danish  vassalage;  his  ponderoua  śword, 
And  massy  spear,  attest  the  glorious  deed  $ 
Kor  less  his  hospitaWe  soul  is  seen 
In  that  capacious  cauldron,  whose  large  freight 
Might  feast  a  prorince ;  yet  were  I  like  him, 
The  nation's  pride,  like  him  i  could  forego 
All  autor/  graudeur,  wander  through  the  world 


A  jocund  pilgrim,  in  the  lonesome  den, 

And  rocky  care,  with  these  my  royal  hands 

Sooop  theoold  streams,  with  herbs  and  roots  content, 

Mean  sustenance ;  could  I  by  this  but  gain 

For  the  dear  fair,  the  prize  her  heart  desires. 

Believe  me,  charming  maid !  I  yd  be  a  worm , 

The  meanest  insect,  and  the  lowest  thiog 

The  world  desptses,  to  enchance  thy  famę." 

So  cheer'd  be  his  fiśir  queen,  and  she  was  cheer*d. 

Now  with  a  noble  coinfidence  inspii^d,  - 
Her  looks  assure  suocess ;  'now  stripp'd  of  al! 
Her  cumbrous  yestments,  Beauty>g  vain  disguise, 
Sheshines  unclouded  ra  her  native  charms. 
Her  plaited  hair  behind  her  in  a  brede 
Hung  careless,  with  becoming  grace  each  blush 
Varied  her  cheeks,  than  the  gay  rising  dawn 
Morę  lovely,  wben  the  new-born  light  salutes 
The  joyful  Earth,  impurpling  half  the  skies. 
Her  beaving  breast,  through  the  thincoyeringyiewM. 
Fix'd  each  beholdert  eye;  her  taper  thighs, 
And  lineaments  ezact,  would  mock  the  skill 
Of  Fhidias ;  Naturę  alone  can  form 
Such  due  proportion.    To  compare  with  her, 
Oread,  or  Dryad,  or  of  Dctia's  train, 
Fair  virgin  huntress,  for  the  chase  arrayM, 
With  painted  quiver  and  unerring  bow, 
Were  but  to  lessen  her  superior  mień, 
And  goddess  like  deport    The  master's  hand, 
Rare  artisan !  with  proper  shades  improves 
His  lively  colouring  j  so  here,  to  grace 
Her  brighter  charms,  next  her  upon  the  plain 
£u§SaJhe.hcDWD  appears,  with  greedy  eye 
Vtews  the  rich  prize,  her  tawny  front  erącts 
Audacious,  and  With  her  legs  unclean, 
Booted  with  grim,  and  with  herfreckled  skin, 
Ofiends  the  crowd.     She  of  the  Gipsy  train 
Had  wander'd  long,  and  the  Sun*s  scorching  rays 
Imbrown^  her  Tisage  grim ;  artful  to  view 
The  spreading  palm,  and  with  vile  cant  deceire 
The  love-sick  maid,  who  barters  all  her  storo 
For  airy  visions  and  fallacious  hope. 
Gorgonius,  if  the  current  nroe  say  true, 
Her  comrade  once,  they  many  a  merry  prank 
Together  playM,  and  many  a  mile  had  stroIl'd> 
For  him  fit  matę.    Next  Tabitha  the  tali 
Strode  o'er  the  plain,  with  huge  gpgantic  pace, 
And  overlook'd  the  crowd,  knownmr  and  near 
For  matchless  speed ;  she  many  a  prize  had  won, 
Pride  of  that  neighbouring  mart, l  for  mustard  fanVdv 
Sharp-biting  grain,  where  amicably  join 
The  sister  floods,  and  with  their  liquid  arms 
Greetingembrace.    Here  Gamaliel  sagę,  : 

Of  Cameronian  brood,  with  ruling  rod 
Trains  up  his  babes  of  grace,  instructed  well 
In  all  the  gainful  discipline  of  prayer; 
To  point  the  holy  leer,  by  just  d>grees 
To  close  the  twinkling  eye,  t'  expand  the  palms, 
T  expose  the  whites,  and  with  the  ńghtless  bali 
To  glare  upon  tbe  crowd,  to  raise  or  smk 
The  docile  voioe,  now  murmuring  soft  and  Iow 
With  inward  accent  calm,  and  then  again 
In  fbaming  doods  of  rapturous  eloquence 
Let  loose  the  storm,  and  thunder  through  the  noM 
The  threaten'd  vengeance  :  every  Muse  profana 
Is  banishfd  hence,  and,  Heliconian  streams 
Deserted,  the  fam'd  Leman  lakę  supplies 

1  Tewksbury  in  the  vale  of  Eresbam,  where  iba 
Aton  rum  into  the  Sevem. 
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More  plenteous  draughU,  of  morę  divine  import 

Hail,  happy  youths !  on  whom  indulgent  Heaven 

Each  grace  divine  besto-  s !  nor  yet  denies 

Carnal  beatitudes,  sweet  privilege 

Of  saints  elect !  royal  prerogative ! 

J fere  in  domestic  cares cniploy'd,  and  bound 

'Jo  annual  servitude,  frail  Tabitha, 

Her  pristkie  vigour  lost,  now  mouros  in  vain 

Her  sharpen'd  visage,  and  tbe  siekły  qualins 

That  grieve  her  soul  j  a  prey  to  Love,  whilc  Grace 

Slcpt  heedless  by  !  Yet  ker  undaunted  mind 

Still  meditątes  the  prize,  and  still  she  hopes, 

Beneath  the  unwieldy  load,  her  wonted  speed. 

Others  of  meaner  famę  the  stately  Muse 

Records  not ;  on  more  lofty  flights  intent, 

She  spurns  the  ground,  and  niounts  her  native  skies. 

Room  for  tbe  master  of  the  ring ;  ye  swains  ! 
Divide  your  crowded  ranks.     See  !  tbere  on  high 
The  glittering  prize,  on  the  tali  standard  borne, 
Waving  in  air  j  before  him  inarch  in  files 
The  rural  minstrelsy,  tbe  rattling  drum 
Of  solemn  sound,  and  th*  animating  horo, 
Each  huntsman's  joy ;  the  tabor  and  the  pipę, 
Companion  dear  at  feasts,  whosc  chearful  notes 
Give  life  and  motion  to  th'  unwieldy  clown. 
Ev'n  Age  revives,  and  the  pale  puking  maid 
Feels  ruddy  health  rekindling  on  her  cheeks, 
And  with  new  vigour  trips  it  o'er  the  plain. 

.  Counting  each  careful  step,  he  paces  o'er 
The  allotted  ground,  and  fixes  at  the  goal 

t  His  standard,  there  himself  majestie  swells. 
StretchM  in  a  linę,  the  panting  rivals  wait 
Th'  espected  signal,  with  impatient  eyes 
Measure  the  space  between,  and  in  conceit 
Already  grasp  the  warm-contested  prize. 
Now  all  at  once  rush  fbrward  to  the  goal, 
And  step  by  step,  and  side  by  side,  they  ply 
Their  busy  feet,  and  leare  the  crowd  behind. 
Quick  hcaves  each  breast,  and  quick  they  shoot  along, 
Thro'  the  divided  air^  and  bound  it  o'er  the  plain. 
To  tbis,  to  that,  capricious  Fortune  deals 
Short  hopes,  short  fears,  and  momentary  joy. 
The  breathless  throng  with  open  throat*  pursue, 
And  broken  accents  shout  imperfect  praise. 
Such  noise  confWd  is  heard,  such  wild  uproar, 
When  op  the  main  the  swelling  surges  rise, 
Dash  o'erthc  rocks,  and,  hurrying  through  the  flood, 
Drhrc  on  each  otłier's  backs,  and  crowd  the  strand. 
Before  the  rest  tali  Tabitha  was  scen, 
Stretching  amain,  and  whirling  o'er  the  field  ; 
Swift  as  the  shoot  i  ng  star  that  gilds  the  nipht 
With  rapid  transient  blazc,  she  runs,  she  mes  ; 
Sudden  she  stops,  nor  longcr  can  endura 
The  painful  course ,  but  drooping  sinks  away, 
And,  like  that  falling  meteor,  there  she  lies 
A  jelly  cold  on  earth.     Fusca,  with  joy, 
Beheld  her  wretched  plight ;  o'er  the  pale  corse 
Insulting  bounds !  Hope  gave  her  wings,  and  now, 
Exerting  all  ber  speed,  step  after  step, 
At  Gandcretta's  elbow  urg'd  her  way, 
Her  shoulder  pressing,  and  with  poisonous  hreath 
Tainting  her  ivory  neck.     Long  while  had  beltl 
The  sharp  contest,  had  not  propitious  Heaven, 
With  partial  hands,  to  such  transcendent  charms 
DispensM  its  favours.     For  as  oer  the  green 
The  carcless  gijisy,  with  incautious  speed, 
Push'd  forward,  and  her  rival  fair  had  reach'd 
With  equai  pace,  and  only  not  0'erpass'd; 
Haply  she  treads,  where  late  the  merry  train, 


In  wasteful  lnxury,  and  wanton  joy, 
I,avish  had  spilt  the  cidert  frothy  flood, 
And  inead  with  custard  mix'd.    Surpriz*d,  BppalPd, 
And  in  the  treacherous  puddle  struggling  long, 
She  slipp'd,  she  fell,  upon  her  back  supine 
Extended  )ay ;  the  laughing  multitude 
With  noisy-scorn  approy'd  her  just  disgrace. 
As  the  slcek  leveret  skims  before  tbe  pack,         S 
So  flies  the  nymph,  and  so  the  crowd  pursue. 
Borne  on  the  wings  of  wind,  the  dear  one  flies, 
Swift  as  fhe  variou=  goddess,  nor  less  bright 
In  bcauty's  prime,  when  through  the  yieiding  air 
She  darts  along,  and  with  refracted  rays 
Paints  the  gay  clouds j  celestial  messenger, 
Charg'd  with  the  high  bchests  of  Heaven's  great 
Her  at  the  goal  with  open  arms  receWd     [queen! 
Fond  Hobbinol ;  with  actire  leap  he  seiz'd 
The  costly  prize,  and  laid  it  at  her  feet. 
Then  pausing  stood,  dumb  with  excess  of  joy, 
Expressive  silence  !  for  each  tender  glance 
Betray'd  the  raptures  that  his  tongue  conceaPd. 
Less  mnte  the  crowd,  in  echomg  shouts,  applaud 
Her  speed,  her  beauty,  his  obsequious  lorę. 

Upon  a  little  eminence,  whose  top 
0'erlook'd  the  plain,  a  steep,  but  abort  ascent, 
Plae'd  in  a  chair  of  state,  with  garlands  crown'd, 
And  loaded  with  the  fragrance  of  the  spring, 
Fair  Ganderetta  shone,  like  mother  Eve 
In  her  gay  sylvan  lodge :  delicious  bower ! 
Whcrc  Naturę 's  wanton  hand,  abore  tbe  reach 
Of  nile,  or  art,  had  lavish'd  all  her  storę, 
To  deck  the  flowery  roof :  and  at  her  side, 
Imperial  Hobbinol,  with  front  sublime, 
Great  as  a  Roman  consul,  just  return'd 
From  cities  sack'd,  and  provinces  lajd~waste, 
In  his  paternaj  wicker  sat,  enthronM. 
With  eager  eyes  the  crowd  about  them  press, 
Ambitious  to  behold  the  happy  pair. 
Each  voice,  each  instrument,  proclairas  their  joy 
With  loudest  vehemcnce;  such  noise  is  heard, 
Such  a  tumultuous  din,  when,  at  the  cali 
Of  Britain's  sovereign,  the  rustic  bands 
0'erspread  the  nelds;  the  subtle  candidates 
DKsembled  homage  pay,  and  court  the  fbols 
Whom  they  despise  j  each  proud  majestie  clown 
Looks  big,  and  shouts  amain,  mad  with  the  taste 
Of  power  supremę,  frail  empire  of  a  day ! 
That  with  the  setting  Sun  extinct  is  lost. 

Nor  is  thy  grandeur,  raighty  Hobbinol ! 
Of  longer  datę.     Short  is,  alas  !  the  reign 
Of  mortal  pride :  we  play  our  parts  a  while 
And  strat  upon  the  stage ;  tbe  scenę  is  chasg'cl, 
And  offers  us  a  dungeon  for  a  throne, 
Wretcłied  yicissitude  !  for,  after  all 
His  tinsel  dreams  of  empire  and  renown, 
Fortune,  capricious  damo,  withdraws  at  once 
The  goodly  prospect,  to  his  eyes  presents 
Her,  wliom  his  concious  soul  abhorr'd,  and  fear'd. 
Lo !  pushing  through  the  crowd,  a  meagre  form, 
With  hasty  step,  and  visage  incompos^  ! 
Wildly  she  star'd;  Ragę  sparkled  in  her  eyes, 
And  PoYerty  sat  shrinking  on  her  cheeks. 
Yet  through  the  cloud  that  hung  upon  her  brows, 
A  faded  lustre  broke,  that  dimly  shone 
Shorn  cf  its  beams,  the  ruins  of  a  face, 
Impaird  by  time,  and  shatter'd  by  misfortunca. 
A  froward  babę  huug  at  her  fląbby  breast, 
And  tut?g'd  for  life ;  but  wept,  with  hideous 
His  frustrate  hopes,  and  unavailing  paios. 
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Another  o*er  ber  bendmg  shoulder  peep'd, 

Swaddled  around  with  rags  of  various  hue. 

He  keus  his  comrade-twin  with  envious  eye, 

As  of  his  share  defrauded ;  then  amain 

He  alao  screams,  and  to  his  brother's  cries 

In  doleful  coocert  joins  bis  loud  lament*.         , 

O  dire  effect  of  lawless  love !  O  sting 

Of  pleasure  past !  As  when  a  fuli-freight  ship, 

Biest  in  a  lich  return  of  pearls  or  gold, 

Or  fragrant  spice,  or  silks  of  cestly  dye, 

Makes  to  the  wish'd-for  port  with  swelling  sails, 

And  ali  her  gaudy  trim  display'd  j  o'erjoy'd 

The  master  smiles ;  but  if  from  some  smali  crcek, 

A  lurking  corsair  the  rich  quarry  spies, 

With  al)  her  sails  bears  down  upon  her  prcy, 

And  peals  of  thuuder  from  her  hol  Iow  sides 

Check  his  triumphant  course ;  aghast  he  stands, 

&iffen'd  with  fear,  unable  to  resist, 

And  impotent  to  fly ;  ali  his  fond  hopes 

Are  dash'd  at  once  !  nought  now,  alas  !  remains 

But  the  sad  choice  of  slavery  or  death  ! 

So  fertt  it  with  the  hapless  Hobbinol, 

In  the  fuli  blaze  of  his  triumphant  joy 

Surpristt  by  her,  whose  dreadful  face  alone 

Could  shake  his  stedfast  soul.     In  vain  he  turns, 

And  shifts  his  place  avcrse;  sbe  hauats  him  still 

And  glares  upon  him,  with  her  haggard  eyes, 

Thatflercely  spoke  her  wrongs.   Words  sweli'd  with 

«gbs 
At  length  burst  forth,  and  thus  she  storms  enrag'd. 
"  Know'st  thou  not  me  ?  falsc  ma  n !  not  to  know  mc 
Argues  thyself  unknowing  of  thyself, 
Pnflfd  up  with  pride,  and  bloated  with  success. 
Is  injurM  Mopsa  then  so  soon  forgot ; 
Thou  knew'st  me  once,  ah !  woe  is  me !  thou  didst. 
But  if  laborious  days  and  sleepless  nights, 
If  hunger,  cold,  contempt,  and  penury, 
loseparable  guests,  have  thus  disguis'd 
Thy  once-belov'd,  thy  handmaid  dear ;  if  thine 
And  Fortunek  frowns  have  blasted  ali  uiy  charms ; 
lf  here  no  roses  grow,  no  liiies  bloom, 
Nor  rear  their*  heads  on  this  ncglected  face ; 
If  through  the  world  1  rangę  a  slighted  shade, 
The  ghost  of  what  I  was,  forlorn,  unknown ; 
Atleast  know  these.  See ;  this  sweet  simpering  babę, 
Dear  image  of  thyself  t  see!  howitsprunts 


With  joy  at  thy  approach  !  see,  how  it  gilds 
Its  soft  smooth  face,  with  false  patcrnal  smiles  ! 
Native  deceit,  from  thee,  basc  man,  deriv'd  ! 
Or  view  this  other  elf,  in  every  art 
Of  smiling  fraud,  in  every  treacherous  leer, 
The  very  Hobbinol !  Ah  !  cruel  man  ! 
Wicked,  incrate !  And  conld'st  thou  then  so  soon, 
So  soon  forget  that  pleasing  fatal  night, 
When  me,  beneath  the  flowery  thoru  surpri/,'d, 
Thy  artful  wiles  betrayM  ?  was  then;  a  bf  ar, 
By  which  thou  didst  not  swcar?  was  theie  a  curse, 
A  plague  on  Earth,  thou  dklst  not  tlir  n  imoke 
On  that  devoted  head ;  if  e'or  thy  lieart 
Prov'd  haggard  to  my  love,  if  e'er  thy  band 
Dcclin'd  the  mtptial  bond  ?   But,  oh  !  too  uell, 
Too  well,  alas  !  my  throbbing  brcast  perceiv'd 
The  black  impending  storin ;  the  conscious  Moon 
Veil'd  ina  sable  cloud  hor  modest  face, 
And  bodiug  owls  prodaiuid  the  dire  event. 
And  yet  I  love  thee. — Oh  !  could'stthou  behold 
That  image  dweiling  in  my  hcart !  But  why, 
Why  waste  l  here  these  miavailing  tears  ? 
On  this  thy  ininion,  on  this  tawdry  thing, 
On  this  gay  victiin,  thus  with  gurlands  crownM, 
Ali,  ali  my  vcn£eance  fali !  ye  tightnings,  Mast 
That  face  aecun^d,  the  sfturce  of  ali  my  woe  ! 
Arm,  arm,  ye  Furios  !  arm  ;  ali  Heli  break  loose  I 
While  thus  I  lead  you  to  my  just  revengc, 
And  thus  ' — Up  starts  th>  a<itonish'd  Hobbinol 
To  save  his  oetter  half.     "  Fly,  fly,"  he  cries, 
4i  Fly,  my  dear  life,  the  ncnd's  rnahcous  ragę." 
Borne  on  the  wings  o  f  fear,  away  she  bounds, 
And  in  the  netghbooring  villagc  pants  forlorn. 
So  the  cours'd  łmre  to  the  close  covert  mes, 
Still  trembling,  though  secure.     Poor  Hobbinol 
Morę  grievous  i  lis  attend:  around  him  press 
A  multitnde,  with  hugc  Herculean  clubs, 
Tei  ritie.  band  !  th<*  my  al  mandate  these 
jnsutting  show  :  arre*ted,  and  amaz'd, 
Half  dead  he  stands;  no  frieuds  dare  interpose, 
But  1k>w  dejected  to  th'  imperial  scroll: 
Sueh  is  the  foree  of  law,     While  cor^seions  shame 
SiU  he  ivy  on  his  brow,  they  vłew  the  wretch 
To  Khndamanth^  august  tribunal  dragg'd. 
<inc*\  llliadamanth  !  to  every  wanton  clown       % 
Scveie,  iudulLjUUt  to  hi uiidf  alone. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  sereral  acts  of  parliament  in  fevour  of  falconry  are  an  erideut  proof  of  that  high  eateem  odt 
ancesłors  had  conceived  for  this  noble  diversion.  Our  neighbours,  France,  Germany,  Italy,  and  all  the 
rest  of  Europę,  have  seemed  to  vie  with  one  another,  who  should  pay  the  greatest  honours  to  the  coura- 
geous  falcon.  Princes  and  states  were  her  protectora ;  and  men  of  the  greatest  genius,  and  most  aocom- 
plisbed  in  all  sorts  of  literaturę,  with  pleasure  carried  the  hawk  on  their  fists.  But  the  princes  of  Asia, 
Turks,  Tartara,  Persians,  Indiana,  &c  have  greatly  out-done  us  Europeans  in  the  splendonr  and  magnifi* 
eence  of  their  field-parades*  both  as  huntsmen  and  falconers.  For  though  the  description  of  flying  at 
the  stag  and  other  wild  beasts  with  eagles  may  be  thought  a  little  incredible,  yet  permit  me  to  assure 
the  reader,  that  it  is  no  fiction,  but  a  real  fact,  All  the  ancient  books  of  falconry  give  us  an  acooont  of 
it,  and  the  relations  of  travellera  confirm  it  But  what  I  think  puts  it  out  of  all  dispute,  is  the  descrip- 
tion the  nunous  Monsieur  de  Thou  has  given  us  in  his  Latin  poem,  De  Re  AccipitrariA,  lately 
reprinted  at  Venice  in  1735,  with  an  Italian  translation  and  notes. 

Hoc  studio  Haemonii  circumsonat  aula  tyranni, 

Tercehtum  łlli  equites,  quoties  venabula  poscit, 

Tot  pedites  adsunt:  longo  nemus  omne  remugit 

Latrantum  occursu,  venatorumque  repulsis 

Vocibus ;  heic  gemini,  neque  enim  satis  esse  ferendo 

Unus  tanto  oneri  possit,  cedente  petauro 

Circum  aquilam  gestant,  aliam  tolidem  inde  ministri 

Impositam  subeunt:  quarum  minor  ii  la  volucri 

Ore  caniim  Toces  fingit,  nemora  a  via  complens 

Terrore  ingenti :  latebris  tum  excita  repente 

Infelix  fera  prorumpit :  ruit  altera  demum 

Sublimis  compar  magno  stridore  per  auras ; 

Involat  inque  oculos  &  provolat,  atque  capaces 

Eapandens  per  inane  sinus,  caligine  densi, 
'  Horribilique  supeirolitans  ccelum  obruit  umbra. 

Nec  minor  interea  obsistit :  sublimis  ut  illa, 

Hsbc  humilis  sic  terga  Tolans  premit  &  latus  urget : 
1  Nerę  gradum  referat  retro,  &  vestigia  vertat, 

Seu  caprea  aut  cenrus  sese  tulit  obvius  illis,  % 

Rostro  atque  ungue  minax  vetat,  &  cum  compare  virer 

Alternat  socias,  artemque  remunerat  arie. 

Nec  mora,  nec  requies :  furiis  exterrita  tantis 

Donec  in  insidias  caeci  convalle  locatas 

Precipitet  rabidis  fera  mox  laniando  molossis. 

I  am  very  much  obliged  to  those  gentlemen  who  have  read  with  favour  my  poem  upon  huuting:  their 
goodness  has  encouraged  me  to  make  this  short  supplement  to  the  Chase!  and  in  this  poem  to  gire  thest 
some  accouni  of  all  the  morę  politc  entertainments  of  the  field. 
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081  A1CUM1NT. 

IrtradaeUuu.  Descriptkm  of  flying  atthe stagwith 
eagtes,  after  the  manner  of  tbe  Asiatic  prioces. 
Description  of  hern-hawking.  OT  flying  at  the 
mer.  Partridge-hawking.  Daring  the  lark  with 
an  hobby  jurt  mentioned.  Shooting  flying.  Sett- 
ing.    AngliDg.    Conclusion. 

Omcb  more,  great  prince,  permit  an  humble  bard 
Prortrate  to  pay  his  homage  at  your  feet ', 
Then,  like  the  morning  lark  from  the  Iow  ground 
Towering  aloft,  sublime  to  soar,  and  sing ; 
Sing  the  hearUcheering  pleasure  of  the  flelds, 
The  choice  dełight  of  heroes  and  of  kings. 

In  earlier  times,  monarcha  of  eastern  race 
In  their  fuli  blaze  of  pride,  as  story  tells, 
Train'd  up  th*  imperial  eagle,  sacred  bird ! 
Hooded,  whh  jmgling  bells,  she  perch'd  on  high  ; 
Not  as  wben  erst  on  golden  wings  she  led 
The  Roman  legions  o*er  tbe  conąuerM  globe, 
Mangjnd  her  auarry ;  but  a  docile  slave, 
Tam'd  to  the  lure,  and  careful  to  attend 
Her  mastert  voice.    Behold  the  man  renown'd, 
Abbas  the  Great  (whom  all  his  fawning  slaves 
DeemM  king  of  kings ;  vain  fbols !  They  gore  forgot 
Oreater  Leonidas,  and  those  fatal  Strąka  >    [heaps, 
Blood-stainM,  where  slaughterU  Persians  fell  on 
A  dreadfol  carnage  I)  See  his numerous  host 
Spread  wide  the  plains,  and  in  their  ftont  upborne, 
Each  on  her  perch,  that  bends  beneath  her  weight, 
Two  aster  eagles,  stately  ponderous  birds  ! 
The  sir  's  a  desert,  and  the  featherti  race 
Fly  to  the  neighbouring  cowerts'  dark  retreats. 
Tbe  royal  pair  on  wing,  this  whirls  around 
In  circles  wide,  or  like  the  swallow  skims 
The  ruaset  płain,  and  mimics  as  she  flies 
(By  many  a  sleepless  nigfat  instructed  well) 
The  hound's  loud  openingB,  or  tbe  spaniePs  craest 
What  cannot  wakeful  industry  subdue  ! 
Mean  while  that  mounts  on  high,  and  seems  to  view 
Ablackascendingcloud;  when  pierc'd  the  gloom 
Of  Tapours  dank  condens'd,  tbe  Sun's  bright  beams 
Painnothersight:  she  with  expanded  sails 
Works  through  thł  etherial  fluid;  then  perhaps 
Sees  through  a  break  of  clouds  this  self-pois'd  orb 
Hard  by  her  hand-maid  Moon.    She  looks  beneath 
Gontemptuous,  and  beholds  from  far  this  Earth, 
This  mole-hill  Earth,  and  all  its  busy  anta 
labouring  for  life,  which  lasts  soshort  a  day 
Jnst  blazmg  and  ertinct.    So  thou,  my  soul, 
That  breath  of  life,  which  ali  men  must  perceire 
But  nonę  distinctly  know,  when  once  escapM 
ftnm  this  poor  helpless  corse,  and  when  on  high 
Borne  on  angelic  wings,  look  down  with  scorn 
On  this  mean  lessening  world,  and  knaves  grown  rich, 
By  cbance,  or  fraiid,  or  insolence  of  power. 
Nem  from  her  highcst  pitch,  by  qukk  degrees, 
Wito  less  ambition  nearer  Earth  she  tencjs, 
Aajttscarce  visiblej  and  high  inair 


łar»iUonTieriiłopyls8.   See  the  story  ofXerw». 


PoisU  on  eztended  wings,  with  sharper  ken 
Attentire  marks  whate^er  is  done  below. 
Thus  some  wise  generał  from  a  rising  ground 
Obseires  th'  embattled  foe,  where  serried  ranks 
Forbid  access,  or  where  their  order  loose 
Inrites  th'  attack,  and  pointa  the  way  to  fetę. 
All  now  is  tumult,  each  heart  swells  with  joyt 
Tbe  falconersshout,  and  the  wide  concare  rings, 
Tremble  the  fbrests  round,  the  joyous  cries 
Floatthro,  theyales;  androcks,  andwoods,  andhilk 
Return  the  varied  sounds.     Forth  bursts  the  stag, 
Nor  trusts  the  mazes  of  bis  deep  recess : 
Fear  hid  him  close,  strange  inconsistent  guide ! 
Now  hurries  him  aghast  with  busy  feet 
Far  ołer  the  spacious  plain ;  he  paots  to  reach 
The  mountain'8  brow,  or  with  unsteady  step 
To  climb  the  craggy  cliff :  the  grey-hounds  straia 
Behind  to  pinch  his  hauncb,  who  scarce  erades 
Their  gaping  jaws.     One  eagle  wheeling  flies 
In  airy  labynnths,  or  with  easier  wing 
Skims  by  his  side,  and  stuns  his  patient  ear 
With  bideous  cries,  then  peals  his  forehead  broad, 
Or  at  his  eyes  her  fatal  malice  aims. 
The  other,  like  the  bolt  of  angry  Heaven, 
Darts  down  at  once,  and  fizes  on  his  back 
Her  griping  talons,  ploughing  with  her  beak 
His  pamper'd  chine :  the  blood,  and  sweat  distilPd 
From  many  a  dripping  furrow,  stains  the  soiL 
Who  pities  not  this  fury-haunted  wretch 
Embarrass'd  thus,  on  every  side  distress'd  ? 
Death  will  reliere  him :   for  tfce  greyhounds  fierce, 
Steizmg  their  prey,  soon  drag  him  to  the  ground : 
Groaninghefalls;  with  eyes  that  swim  in  tears 
He  looks  on  man,  chief  author  of  his  woe, 
And  weeps,  and  dies.    The  grandees  press  around 
To  dip  their  sabres  in  his  boiling  blood  ; 
Unseemlyjoy!  'Tis  barbarous  to  insult 
A  fallen  foe.    The  dogs,  and  birds  of  prey 
Insatiate,  on  his  reeking  bowels  feast. 
But  the  stera  falconer  claims  the  lion's  share. 
Such  are  the  sports  of  kings,  and  better  far 
Than  royal  robbery,  and  the  bloody  jaws 
Of  alI-devouring  war.    Each  animal, 
By  natura!  instinct  taught,  spares  his  own  kind : 
But  man,  the  tyrant  man,  revels  at,large, 
Free-booter  uorestrain'd,  destroys  at  will  ' 
The  whole  creation,  men  and  beasts  his  prey 
These  for  bis  pleasure,  for  his  glory  those.     ' 
Next  will  I  sing  the  valiant  falcon's  famę, 
Aerial  flghts,  where  no  confederate  brute 
Joins  in  the  bloody  fray ;  but  bird  with  bird 
Justs  in  mid-air.     Lo !  at  his  siege  «  the  hern 
Upon  the  bank  of  some  smali  purling  brook,    * 
Oj»ervant  stands  to  take  his  scaly  prize, 
Himself  another's  gamę.     For  mark  behind 
The  wiły  falconer  creeps ;  his  grazing  horse 
Conceals  the  treacherous  foe,  and  on  his  fist 
Th'  unhooded  falcon  sita :  with  eager  eyes 
She  meditates  her  prey,  and,  in  her  wild 


3  The  place  where  the  hern  takts  his  stand,  watch- 
ing  his  prey. 
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x  Conceit,  already  plumes  the  dying  bird. 
lTp  springs  the  hem,  redoubling  every  stroke, 
Conscious  of  danger  stretches  far  away, 
With  busy  pennons  and  projected  beak, 
Piet  cing  th'  opponent  cloudś :  the  falcon  swift 
Foliowa  at  speed,  mounts  as  he  mounts,  for  hope 
Givcs  vigour  to  her  wings.    Another  sooa 
Strains  after  to  support  the  bołd  attack, 
Perhaps  a  third:    As  in  some  winding  creek, 
On  proud  Iberia's  shore,  the  corsairs  sly 
Lurk  waiting  to  surprize  a  British  sail, 
Full-freighted  from  Hetruria's  friendly  ports, 
Or  rich  Byzantium ;  after  her  they  skud, 
Dashing  the  spumy  waves  with  cqual  oars, 
.  And  spreading  aJ I  their  shrouds :  she  makes  the  maiti 
Inviting  every  gale,  nor  yet  forgets 
To  elear  her  deck,  and  tell  th'  insulting  fbe, 
In  peals  of  thundef ,  Britons  cannot  fear.  • 

So  flies  the  hern  pursuM,  bat  fighting  flies. 
Warni  grows  the  conflict,  every  ncnre^employM  j 
Kow  through  the  yielding  element  they  soar 
Aspiring  high,  then  sink  at  once,  and  rove 
In  trackless  mazes  through  the  troubled  sky. 
No  rest,  do  peace.    The  falcon  hovermg  flies 
Balanc'd  in  air,  and  confidently  bold 
Hangs  o'er  him  like  a  cloud,  then  aims  her  blow 
Fuli  at  his  destin'd  head.    The  watchful  hern 
Shoots  from  her  like  a  blazing  meteor  swift 
That  gilds  the  night,  eludes  her  talons  keen 
And  pointed  beak,  and  gains  a  length  of  way. 
Obsenre  th'  attentive  crowd ;  all  hcarts  are  fix*d 
On  this  important  war,  and  pleasing  hope 
Glows  in  each  breast    The  vulgar  and  the  great, 
Equally  happy  now,  with  freedom  share 
The  commonjoy.    The  shepherd-boy  forgets 
His  bleating  care ;  the  labouring  hind  lets  fali 
His  grain  unsown ;  in  transport  lost,  he  robę 
Tli'  expecting  fnrrow,  and  in  wild  amaze 
The  gazing  village  point  their  eyes  to  Heaven. 
Where  is  the  tongue  can  speak  the falconer's cares, 
'Twuct  hopes  and  fears,  as  in  a  tempest  tost  ? 
His  fluttering  heart,  his  varying  cheeks  confess 
His  inward  woe.    Now  like  a  wearied  stag, 
That  stands  at  bay,  the  hern  provokes  their  ragę; 
Close  by  his  languid  wing,  in  downy  plumes 
Covers  his  fotal  beak,  and  cautious  hides 
The  well-dissembled  frand.     The  falcon  darts 
Like  lightning  from  ahove,  and  in  her  breast 
Recewes  the  latent  death ;  down  plum  she  falls 
Bounding  from  earth,  and  with  her  tricklmg  gore 
Defiles  her  gaudy  plumage.     See,  alas  ! 
The  falconer  in  despair,  his  favourite  bird 
Dead  at  his  feet,  as  of  his  dearest  friend 
He  weeps  her  fate ;  he  meditates  rerenge, 
He  storm.%  he  foams,  he  gives  a  loose  to  ragę : 
Kor  wants  he  long  the  means ;  the  hern  fatigu'd, 
Borne  down  by  numbers  yields,  and  prone  on  earth 
He  drops :  his  cruel  foes  whceling around 
Insult  at  will.     The  vengeful  falconer  flies 
Swift  as  an  arrow  shooting  to  their  aid ; 
Then  muttering  inward  curses  breaks  his  wings  3, 
And  fixes  in  the  ground  his  hated  beak ; 
Sees  with  malignant  joy  the  victors  proud 
Smear'd  with  his  blood,  and  on  his  marrow  feast.  4 

3  This  is  done  to  prevent  his  hurting  the  hawk : 
they  generally  al? o  break  their  legs. 

4  The  reward  of  the  hawk  madę  of  the  brains, 
marrow,  and  blood,  which  they  cali  in  Italian,  soppa. 


Unhappy  bird !  our  fathers*  prime  delight  I 
Who  fenc'd  thine  eyrie  round  wtth  sacred  lawa5. 
Nor  mighty  princes  now  disdain  to  wear 
Thy  waving  crest6,  the  mark  of  high  command, 
With  gotd,  and  pearl,  and  brilliant  gems  adorn*<L 

Now,  if  the  crystal  stream  delight  thee  morę, 
Sportsinan,  lead  on,  where  through  the  reedy  bank 
Th'  insinuating  waters  filterM  stray 
In  many  a  wiuding  maże.    The>wild-duck  there 
Gluts  on  the  fattening  ouse,  or  steals  the  spawa 
Of  teeming  shoals,  her  morę  delicious  feast. 
How  do  the  sun-beams  on  the  glassy  plain 
Sport  wanton,  and  ainuse  our  wondering  eyes 
With  variously-reflected  changing  rays  ! 
The  murmuring  stream  salutes  the  flowery  mead 
That  glows  with  fragrance ;  Naturę  all  around 
Consents  to  bless.    What  sluggard  now  would  sink 
In  beds  of  down  ?  what  miser  would  not  lewe 
His  bags  untold  for  tbis  traosportiog  scenę  ? 
Falconer,  take  carc,  oppoae  thy  well-trained  steed, 
And  slily  stalk ;  unhood  thy  falcon  bold, 
Obserye  at  feed  the  unsuspecting  team 
Paddling  with  oary  feet :  he's  seen,  tbey  fly. 
Now  at  fuli  speed  the  falconer  spurs  away 
T'  assist  his  fkvourite  hawk,  she  from  the  rest 
Has  singled  out  the  mallard  young  and  gay, 
Whose  green  and  azure  brightens  in  the  Sun. 
Swift  as  the  wind  that  sweeps  the  desert  plain, 
With  feet,  wings,  beak,  he  cuts  the  Iiqukl  sky: 
Behoves  him  now  both  oar  and  sail ;  for  see 
Th1  nneąual  fbe  gains  on  him  as  he  flies. 
Long  holds  th'  aerial  course;  they  rise,  they  fali, 
Now  skim  in  circling  rings,  then  stretch  away 
With  all  their  fbrce,  till  at  one  fatal  stroke 
The  vigorous  hawk,  exerting  every  nerve, 
Tru»s'd  in  mid-air  bears  down  her  captive  prey. 
'Tts  well  on  earth  they  fali ;  for  oft  the  duck 
Mistrusts  her  coward  wings,  and  seeks  again 
Tl*  kind  protecting  flood  :  if  liaply  then 
The  falcOn  rash  aim  a  decisive  blow, 
And  spring  to  gripe  ber  Aoating  prey;  at  onoe 
She  dives  beucath,  and  near  some  osier's  root 
Pops  up  her  bead  secure ;  then  vicws  her  fbe 
Just  in  the  grasping  of  her  fbnd  desires^ 
And  in  fuli  pride  of  triumph,  whelm'd  beneath 
The  gliding  stream.  Ah !  where  are  now,  proud  bird ! 
Thy  stately  trappings,  and  thy  silver  bells 
Thy  glossy  plumage,  and  thy  silken  crest  ? 
Say,  tyrant  of  the  skies  !  wouldst  thou  not  now 
Exchange  with  tky  but  late  desponding  foe 
Thy  dreadful  talons,  and  thy  polish'd  Geak, 
For  her  web -feet  despis'd  ?     How  happy  they  ! 
Who,  when  gay  pleasure  courts,  and  fortunę  srntlet, 
Fear  the  reverse,  with  caution  tread  those  patfaa 
Where  roses  grow,  but  wiły  vipers  creep ! 

These  are  expensive  joys,  fit  for  the  great 
Of  large  domains  possess'd :  enough  for  me 
To  boast  the  gentle  spar-hawk  on  my  fist, 
Or  fly  the  partridge  from  the  bristly.  field, 
Retrieve  the  covey  with  my  busy  train, 
Or  with  my  soar  rag  hobby  dare  the  lark. 

But,  if  the  shady  woods  my  cares  empłoy 
In  quest  of  feather'd  gamę,  my  spaniels  beat 

*  No  man  was  permitted  to  shoot  within  600  yarda 
of  the  eyrie,  or  nest  of  an  hern,  under  great  peoal- 
ties. 

6  The  hern's  top  worn  at  coronatkms  here,  and  by 
the  great  men  iu  Asia  in  their  turban*. 
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Puzżlmg  th'  entangled  copse,  and  frooa  the  brake 
Push  fbrth  the  whirring  pheasant.     High  in  air 
He  waves  his  varied  płnmes,  stretching  away 
Wlth  hasty  wing :  sood  from  tli'  uplifted  tubę 
The  mimie  thunder  bursts,  the  leaden  death 
Certakes  him ;  and  with  many  a  giddy  whirl 
To  earth  he  falk,  aod  at  my  feet  expires. 

When  Autumn  smiles,  all-beauteous  in  decay, 
And  paints  each  cheouerM  grove  whh  various  bues; 
My  setter  ranges  in  the  new-shorn  fields, 
His  nose  in  air  erect ;  from  ridge  to  ridge 
Poifting  he  bounds,  his  auarteHd  ground  dirides 
In  equal  interrais,  nor  eareless  leaves 
One  inch  nntry'd.     At  length  the  tainted  gales 
His  nostrils  wide  inhale ;  qukk  joy  elates 
His  beating  heart,  which,  aw'd  by  discipline 
Severe,  he  dares  not  own ;  but  cautious  creept 
Low-cowering,  step  by  step ;  at  last  attains 
His  proper  distance ;  there  he  stopa  at  once, 
And  points  with  his  instructive  nose  upon 
The  trembling  prey.    On  wings  of  wind  upboro 
The  Boating  net  unfblded  flies ;  tben  drops, 
And  the  poor  flattering  captives  rise  in  vain«  * 

Or  haply  on  some  river's  cooling  bank, 
PatienUy  musing,  ail  intent  i  stand 


To  hook  the  scaly  glutton.    See!  downsinjc* 

My  cork,  that  faithful  monitor ;  his  weight 

My  taper  angle  bends ;  surprisVi,  amaz'd,  n 

He  glitters  in  the  sun  and  struggliiig  pants 

For  liberty,  tiil  in  the  purer  air 

He  breathes  no  morę.    Such  are  our  pleasing  cares, 

And  sweet  amusements,  such  each  busy  drudge 

£nvious  must  wish,  and  all  the  wise  enjoy. 

Thus,  most  illustrious  prince,  have  I  prestun'd 
In  my  obscure  sojourn  to  sing  at  ease 
Rural  delights,  the  joy,  and  sweet  repast 
Of  every  noble  mind :  and  now  perchance 
Untimely  sing ;  sińce  from  yon  neighbouring  shore 
The  grumbling  thunder  rolls  j  calm  Peace  alarm'd 
Starts  from  her  couch,  and  the  rude  din  of  War 
Sounds  harsh,  in  every  ear.  But,  righteous  Hearen ! 
Britain  deserted,  friendless,  and  alone, 
Will  not  as  yet  despair :  shine  but  in  arms, 
O  prince,  be!ov'd  by  all !  patron  profess'd 
Of  liberty  !  with  every  virtue  crown'd  ' 
Millions  shall  crowd  her  strand ;  and  her  white  clifls, 
As  TenerifF,  or  Atlas  firm,  defy 
The  break  of  seas,  and  malice  of  her  foeg ; 
Nor  ti)e  proud  Gaul  prevail  where  Cesar  faiPd. 


OCCASIONAL  POEMS,  TRANSLJTIONS, 

FABLES,  AND  TALES. 


Dum  nihil  habemus  majus,  calamo  ludimus. 

Ph«L 


TO 

WILLIAM  SOMERYILE. 

OF  WARWICKSHIRE,  SSQ  ; 
ON  B.BAD1NG  8ETERAL  OF  HIS  EXCEŁŁBMT  POEMS. 

BY  ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

Sn,  1  hare  read,  and  much  admire, 

Your  Muse's  gay  and  easy  flow, 
Warm'd  with  that  tnie  Idahan  fire 

That  gWes  the  bright  and  chearful  glow. 

I  conn'd  each  Itne  with  joyous  care, 

As  I  can  such  from  sun  to  sun  ; 
And,  like  the  glutton  o'er  his  farę 

Delictous,  thought  them  too  soon  done. 

The  witty  smile,  naturę  and  art, 

In  all  your  numbers  so  combine, 
As  to  complete  their  just  desert, 

And  grace  them  with  uncommon  shine. 

Delighted  we  your  Muse  regard, 

When  she  like  Pindar^s  spreads  her  wings ; 
And  rirtue,  being  its  own  reward, 

Espresses  by  the  Sister  Springs. 


Emotions  tender  crowd  the  mind, 
When  with  the  royal  bard  you  £of 

To  sigh  in  notes  divinely  kind, 

"  The  mighty  felPn  on  mount  Gilbo." 

Much  surely  was  the  virgin's  joy, 
Who  with  the  Iliad  had  your  lays; 

For  e'er,  and  sińce  the  siege  of  Troy, 
We  all  delight  in  love  and  praise. 

These  heaven-born  passions,  such  desire, 
I  never  yet  could  think  a  crime ; 

But  first-rate  virtuea,  which  inspire 
The  soul  to  reach  at  the  sublime. 

But  often  men  mistake  the  way, 

And  pump  for  famę  by  empty  boast, 

Like  your  gilt  Ass,  who  stood  to  bray, 
Till  in  a  flame  his  taił  he  lost 

Him  th1  incurious  Bencher  hits, 
With  his  own  tale,  so  tight  and  clean, 

That,  while  I  read,  streams  gush,  by  fitą 
Of  hearty  laughter,  from  my  een. 

Old  Chaucer,  bard  of  vast  ingine, 
Fontaine  and  Prior,  who  have  sung 

Blyth  tales  the  best ;  had  they  heard  thine 
On  Lob,  they*d  own'd  themielve*  out-don*. 
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SOMERVIŁE'S  POEMS. 


The  plotfs  ponraed  with  so  nroch  gtee, 

The  too  afllcioiis  dog  and  priest, 
The  8quire  oppress'd,  I  own  for  me, 

I  never  heaid  a  better  jest 
Pope  well  describM  an  Ombre  Gamę, 

And  king  revenging  captive  queen ; 
He  merita ;  but  had  won  morę  famę, 

If  author  of  your  Bowling-green. 

You  paint  your  parties,  play  each  bowl, 
So  natural,  just,  and  with  such  ease, 

That,  while  I  read,  upon  my  soul ! 
1  wonder  how  I  chance  to  please. 

Yet  I  have  pfeas'd,  and  please  the  beat ; 

And  surę  to  me  laurek  beloog, 
Since  Britłsh  fair,  and  'mongst  the  best, 

Somervile's  consort  likes  my  song. 

Ravish'd  I  heard  th'  harmomous  fair 

Sing,  like  a  dweller  of  the  sky, 
My  verses  with  a  Scotian  atr ; 

Then  sainti  were  not  so  blest  as  L 
In  her  the  valued  charms  unitę; 

She  really  is  what  all  would  seetn, 
Gracerally  handsome,  wise  and  sweet : 

*Tis  merit  to  have  her  esteem. 

Your  noble  kingman,  her  loVd  matę, 

Whose  worth  claims  all  the  world's  respect, 

Met  in  her  love  a  smiltng  fetę, 

Which  has,  and  must  have,  good  effecU 

You  both  from  one  great  lineage  spring, 

Both  from  de  Somervile,  who  came 
With  William,  EnglanTs  conquering  king, 

To  win  mir  plains,  and  lasting  fiune, 

Whichnour  he  left  to  *s  eldest  son ; 

That  first-born  chief  you  represent : 
His  second  came  to  Caledon, 

From  whom  our  SomerUe  takes  destent    , 

On  him  and  you  may  Fate  bettow 
Sweet  balmy  health  and  chearful  fire, 

As  long  '8  ye  łd  wish  to  live  below, 
Still  blest  with  all  you  would  deńre. 

0  sir !  oblige  the  worki,  and  spread 
In  print  those  and  your  other  lays ; 

Tbis  sball  be  betterM  while  they  read, 
And  after-ages  sound  your  praise. 

1  could  enlarge— but  if  1  should 

On  what  you  'Te  wrote,  my  ode  would  run 
Too  great  a  length— Your  thoughts  so  croud, 
To  notę  them  all,  l'd  ne'er  have  done, 

Accept  thi8  offering  of  a  Muse, 

Who  on  her  Pictland  hills  ne'er  tires : 

Nor  should  (when  worth  invites)  refuse 
To  ^"g  the  person  she  admires* 

AN  ODE. 

■VM»LY  iNSCaiBBD  TO  THS    DUKB   OP   MARŁSOftOUGBJ, 
UPON  BIS  R£M«VAŁ  FROM  ALL  BIS  PŁACBS. 

Virtus  repulse  nescia  sordid® 
Intaminatis  fulget  honoribus, 
Nec  sumit,  aut  ponit  secures, 
Arbitrio  popułaris  aura*.  Hor. 

Wbbn,  in  meridian  glory  bright, 

You  shine  with  morę  illustrious  rays, 

Above  the  Muse>s  weaker  flight, 
Above  the  poet's  praise. 


InTamthegodo^ssBMam^hernatiTeskies9 
In  vain,  with  feeble  wmgs,  attempts  to  rise  ; 
ha  Tam  she  toils  to  do  her  bero  rigfet, 
Łost  in  eircess  of  day,  and  boundless  tracks  of  ligfct* 
The  Theban  swan  with  daring  wmgs, 
And  fbrce  impetuous,  soars  on  high, 
Above  the  clouds  sublimely  sings, 
Above  the  reach  of  mortal  eye. 
But  what,  alas !  would  Pindar  do, 
Were  his  bold  Muse  to  sing  of  you? 
Can  Chromhis'  strength  be  nam'd  with  yoems  ł 
Can  mimie  fights  and  sportive  war 
With  Schellembergh's  demolishM  towers, 
Or  BIenbeim's  bloody  field  compare  ? 
The  bard  would  blush  at  Theron's  speed, 
When  Marlborough  mounts  the  nery  steed; 
And  tbe  despairing  foe  's  pursued 
Through  towns  and  prorinces  subdued. 
Fond  poet,  spare  thy  empty  boast, 
In  vain  thy  chariots  raise  so  great  a  dust ; 
8ee  Britain's  bero  with  whole  armies  flies, 
To  execute  his  vast  designs, 
To  pass  the  Schekl,  to  fbrce  the  lines, 
Swift  as  thy  smoking  car,  to  win  th*  Olympic  prise. 
But  now,  when,  with  diminish'd  light, 
And  beams  morę  tolerably  bright, 
With  less  of  grandeur  and  surprise, 
Mild  you  descend  to  mortal  eyes ; 
Your  setting  glories  charm  us  morę, 
Than  all  your  dazzling  pomp  befbre. 
Your  worth  is  better  understood, 
The  hero  morę  dntinctly  view,d, 
Glad  we  behold  him  not  so  great  as  good. 
True  Virtue's  amiable  face 
Improres,  when  shaded  by  disgrace; 
A  bvely  sense  of  conscious  worth, 
Calls  all  her  hidden  beauties  fbrth  ; 
Darts  through  the  gloom  a  love!y  ray, 
And,  by  her  own  intrinsic  light,  creates  a  nobter  day. 

Let  fickle  Chance  with  partial  hands  dmde 
Her  gaudy  pomp,  her  tmsel  pride ; 
Who  to  her  knares  and  foolssupplies 
Those  favours  which  the  brave  despise. 
Let  Faction  raise  the  saucy  crowd, 
And  cali  her  multitude  to  arms  ; 
Let  Envy's  vipers  hiss  aloud, 
And  rouze  all  Heli  with  dire  alarms : 
Go  shake  the  rocks,  and  bid  the  hills  remore  ; 
Yet  still  the  hero'smind  sball  be 
Unchangeable,  resolv'd,  and  free, 
F«*d  on  its  base,  firm  as  the  throne  of  Jore. 
Britons,  look  back  on  those  auspicious  days, 
On  Ister's  banks  when  your  great  leader  stood, 
And  with  your  gasping  foes  encumber'd  all  the  flood. 
Or  when  Ramillia's  bloody  plam 
Was  fetten*d  with  the  mighty  slain ; 
Or  when  Blaregnia's  ramparts  were  assaiPd, 
With  fbrce  that  Heaven  itself  had  scalU 
Did  then  reyiling  pens  profane 

Your  Marlbon>ugh's  sacred  name  ? 
Did  noisy  tribunes  then  debauch  the  crowd  > 
Did  their  uniighteous  votes  blaspheme  aloud  ł 

Did  mercenary  tools  conspire 
To  curse  the  hero  whom  their  foes  admire  ? 
No !— The  contending  nations  sung  his  praise  ; 
While  bards  of  every  clirae 
Esert  tłieir  most  triiunpbant  lays, 
No  thought  too  great,  no  diction  too  sublima. 
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RaU,  głbńousprłnce!  tis  not  for  thee  we  griere, 

For  thy  mnrtnerable  famę 

No  dhnhmtkra  can  receive, 

Thou,  migoty  man !  art  still  the  same, 

Thy  purer  gofcl  eludes  the  flame ; 
This  fiery  trial  makes  thy  virtue  shinc, 
And  persecution  crowns  thy  brows  with  rays  dmne. 
But  what,  alas !  shall  fainting  Europę  do  ? 
How  stand  the  ahock  of  her  imperious  fbe ? 

What  soccessor  shall  bear  the  weight 

Of  all  our  cares  ?  andpropthe  state? 

Since  thou  our  Atlas  art  removM, 
O  best  deserang  chief !  and  therefore  best  belov'd  ? 

To  your  own  Blenheiin'*  blissful  seat. 

Prom  this  ungrateful  world  retreat ; 
A  gift  uneąual  to  that  heros  worth,  [fortb, 

Who  finom  the  peacefulThamesledour  boldBritons 

To  free  the  Danube  and  the  Rhine ; 

Who  by  the  thunder  of  his  anns 

Shook  the  proud  Rhóne  with  loud  alarms, 
And  rais'd  a  tempest  in  the  trembling  Setne. 

After  the  long  fatigues  of  war, 

Repose  you  r  enryM  virtues  here  ; 

Enjoy,  my  lord,  the  sweet  repast 

Of  all  your  glorious  toils, 

A  pleasure  that  shall  erer  last, 

The  mighty  comfort  that  proceeds 

From  the  just  sense  of  virtuous  deeds,    [spoils. 
€antent  with  endless  fjune,  contemn  the  meaner 

Pomona  caDs,  and  Pan  inrites, 

To  rural  pleasures,  chaste  delights; 

The  orangtf  and  the  citron  grove 

Will  by  your  band  alone  unprove ; 

Wonld  fain  their  gaudy  liveries  wear, 
And  wait  your  presence  to  revive  the  year, 

In  this  Elysium,  morę  than  West, 

Laugh  at  the  yulgart  senseless  hate, 

The  potiticiarfs  vara  deceit, 

The  fawning  knave,  the  proud  ingrate. 

Rerota  m  your  capacious  breast 

The  Tarions  unfbreseen  eventa, 

And  unexpected  accidents,  [great. 

That  change  the  flattfring  scenę,  and  orerturn  the 

Frail  are  our  hopes,  and  short  the  datę 

Of  grandeurt  transitory  state. 

Gorinthian  brass  shall  melt  away, 

And  Parian  marble  shall  decay; 
The  Tast  Colossus,  that  on  either  shore 

Eaculting  stood,  is  now  no  morę; 

Arts  and  artificers  shall  die, 

And  in  one  common  ruin  lie. 
Behold  your  own  majestic  palące  rise, 

In  hastę  to  emulate  the  skies ; 

The  giided  globes,  the  pointed  spires : 

See  the  proud  dome's  ambitious  height, 

Emblem  of  power  and  pompous  state, 
Abore  the  clouds  aspires : 

Yet  Vulcan's  spight,  or  angry  Jore, 

May  soon  its  towering  pride  reprove, 

Its  painted  gtories  soon  efiace, 
Drnde  the  ponderous  roof,  and  shake  the  solid  base. 
Materiał  structures  must  submit  to  Fate. 
Bot  Thtue  which  alone  is  truły  great, 

Vjrtue  like  yours,  my  lord,  shall  be 

Secure  of  immortałity. 

Nor  foreign  fance,  nor  factious  ragę, 

Nor  enry,  nor  devouring  age, 

Your  lasting  glory  shall  impaii, 

Time  shall  mysterious  truths  declare, 


And  works  of  darkness  shall  disclose  j 

This  blessing  is  resenrtt  for  you 
T  outlwe  the  trophies  to  your  merit  due. 

And  malice  of  your  fbes. 
If  glorious  actions,  in  a  glorious  cause, 

If  valour  negligent  of  praise, 
Deserring,  yet  retiring  from  applause, 
In  generous  minds  can  great  ideas  raise  s 
If  Europę  sav'd,  and  liberty  restortl, 
By  steady  conduct,  and  a  prosperous  sword, 
Can  claim  in  free-born  souls  a  just  esteemj 

Britain'8  yictorious  chief  shall  be 

Rftverłd  by  late  posterity, 
The  hertfs  pattern,  and  the  poetfs  theme. 


ODE, 

OCCAStONBB  BY  THK  DUKB  OF  MARLSOROUOH's 
BMBABKINO   FOS  OSTEND,  AN.    1712. 


Intenrae  mosrentes  amicos 
Egregius  properavit  exul. 


Hor. 


Ib  powers,  who  rule  the  boundtess  deep, 
Whose  dread  commands  the  winda  obey, 
To  roli  the  waters  on  a  heap, 
Or  amooth  the  Iiąuid  way : 
Propitious  hear  Britannia's  prayer, 
Britannia's  hope  is  now  your  care, 
Whom  oft  to  yonder  distant  shore, 
Your  hospitable  billows  borę, 
When  Europę  in  distress  implor'd 
Relief  from  his  victorious  sword ; 
Who,  when  the  mighty  work  was  done, 
Tyrants  repell*d  and  battles  won, 
On  your  glad  waves,  proud  of  the  glorious  load, 

Thro*  these  your  watery  realms,  in  yearly  triumph 
To  winds  and  seas,  distress'd  he  flies,      [rode. 
From  storms  at  land,  and  fection's  spight : 
Though  the  morę  fickle  crowd  denies, 
The  winds,  the  seas,  shall  do  his  virtue  right. 
Be  httsht,  ye  winds  !  be  still,  ye  seas ! 
Ye  billows  sleep  at  ease, 
And  in  your  rocky  carerns  rest  ? 
Lat  all  be  calm  as  tbe  great  hero's  breast 
Here  no  unnily  passkms  reign, 
Nor  senrile  fear,  nor  proud  disdain, 
Each  wilder  lust  is  banish'd  hence, 

Where  gentle  love  presides-,  and  mild  benerolence. 
Here  no  gloomy  cares  aose, 
Consckras  honour  still  supplies, 
Friendly  hope,  and  peace  of  mind, 
Such  as  dying  martyrs  find. 
Serene  within,  no  guilt  he  knows, 

While  all  his  wrongs  sit  heary  on  his  foes. 

Say,  Muse,  what  hero  shall  I  sing, 

What  great  erample  bring, 
To  parallel  this  mighty  wrong, 
And  with  his  graceful  woes  adom  my  song  ? 
Shall  brave  Themistocles  appear 
Befbre  the  haughty  Persianfs  throne  ? 
While  conąueWd  chiefii  confess  their  fear, 
And  shatter'd  fleets  his  triumphs  own  j 
In  admiration  fix'd,  the  monarch  stood, 
With  secret  joy,  his  glorious  prize  he  riew'd, 
Of  morę  intrinsic  worth  than  provinces  snbdoed 
Or  faithful  Aristides,  sent, 
For  being  just,  to  banishment, 
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He  writ  tfae  rigid  sentence  down, 

He  pitied  the  misguided  clown. 
Or  him,  who,  when  brib'd  orators  mnled 
The  factious  tribeś,  to  hostile  Sparta  fled  ; 
The  vile  ingrateful  crowd, 

Proclaim'd  tbeir  irapious  joy  aloud, 
But  soon  the  fools  discover'd  to  their  cost, 
Athens  m  Alcibiades  was  lost. 
Or,  if  a  Roman  name  delight  thee  morę, 

The  great  Dictatorjs  fetę  deplore, 
Camillus  against  noisy  fection  bold, 

In  victories  and  triumphs  okL 
'  Ungrateful  Home ! 

PnnishM  by  Heaven's  avenging  doom, 
Soon  shall  thy  ardent  vows  mvite  him  home, 

The  mighty  chieftain  soon  recall, 

To  prop  the  falling  capitol, 
And  sare  his  country  from  the  perjur'd  Gaul. 

Search,  Muse,  the  dark  records  of  time, 

And  every  shamefal  story  tracę, 

Black  with  injustice  and  disgrace, 

When  gloriotts  merit  was  a  crime ; 
Yet  these,  all  these,  but  feintly  can  express 
Polly  without  eaccuse,  and  madness  in  excess. 

The  noblest  object  that  our  eycs  can  bless, 
ls  the  brare  man  triumphant  in  distress ; 

Abore  the  reach  of  partial  Fate, 

Above  the  yulgar^s  praise  or  hate,       [depress. 
Whom  no  feign'd  smiles  can  raise,  no  real  frowns 
View  him,  ye  Britons,  on  the  naked  shore, 
ResoWd  to  trust  your  faithless  vows  no  morę, 
That  mighty  man  !  who  for  ten  glorious  years 
Surpass'd  our  hopes,  prevented  all  our  prayers. 

A  name,  in  every  clime  renown'd, 

By  nations  bless'd,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 
In  solemn  jubilees  our  days  we  spent, 
Our  hearts  exułting  in  each  grand  erent. 

Factions  applaud  the  man  they  hate, 
And  with  regret,  to  pay  their  painful  homage  wait 
'  Have  I  not  seen  this  crowded  shore, 

With  multitudes  all  cover'd  o^er? 

While  hills  and  groves  their  joy  proclaim, 

And  echoing  rocks  return  his  name. 
Attentire  on  the  lovely  form  they  gazę : 

He  with  a  chearful  smiłe, 
Olad  to  rerisit  this  his  parent  isle, 
FI  fes  from  their  incense,  and  escapes  their  praise. 

Yes,  Britons,  view  hpn  still  unmov*d, 
Unchang'd,  though  less  belov'd. 
His  generous  soul  no  deep  resentment  fires, 
But,  blushing  for  his  country łs  crimes,  the  kind  good 
man  retires. 
Ev*n  now  he  fights  for  this  deroted  isle, 
And  labours  to  preseire  his  native  soil, 
Dirorts  the  yengeance  which  just  Heaven  prepares, 
AecusM,  disarmM,  protects  us  with  his  prayers. 
Obdurate  hearts  !  cannot  such  merit  move  ? 
The  hero*s  valour,   nor  the  patriofs  love  ? 
Fly,  goddess,  fly  this  inauspicious  place : 

Spurn  at  the  vile  degenerate  race, 
Attend  the  glorious  exile,  and  proclaim 

In  other  cl  i  mes  his  lasting  famę, 
Where  honest  hearts,  unknowing  to  forget 

The  blessings  from  his  arms  receivłd, 

Confess  with  joy  the  mighty  debt, 
Their  altars  reseued,  and  their  gods  reliev'd. 

Nor  sails  the  hero  to  a  clime  unknown, 
Cities  preserv'd,  their  great  delirerer  own : 


Impatient  ćrowds  about  him 

And  with  sincere  derotion  Mess. 
Tbose  plains,  of  ten  years  war  the  bloody  Stage, 
(Where  panting  nations  struggled  to  be  free 

And  life  cxchang*d  for  liberty) 
Retain  the  marks  of  stern  Bellona's  ragę. 

The  doubtful  hind  mistakes  the  field 

His  fruitless  toil  so  lately  till'd  : 
Herę  deep  intrenchmeuts  sunk,  and  Taks  appear, 

The  vain  retreats  of  Gallic  fear  ; 
There  new-created  hills  deform  the  plain, 

Big  with  the  carnage  of  the  slain : 

These  monuments,  when  Faction*s  spight 

Has  spit  its  poisonous  foam  in  vain» 

To  endless  ages  shall  proclaim 

The  matchles  warriort  might.  [right 

The  graves  of  slaughter'd  foes  shall  do  his  Yatour 

These  when  the  curious  traveller 
Amaz'd  shall  view,  and  with  attentire  care 
Tracę  the  sad  footsteps  of  destructive  War; 

Succcssive  bards  shall  tell, 
How  Marlborough  fought,  howgasping  tyrants  fell. 
Alternate  chiefa  confess'd  the  Tictort  famę, 
PIeas'd  and  excus*d  in  their  successort  shame. 

In  erery  change,  in  every  form, 

The  Proteus  felt  his  conąuering  arm : 
Convinc'd  of  weakness,  in  extreme  despair, 
They  lurk'd  behind  their  lines,and  waged  a  lazy  war. 
Nor  lines  nor  forts  could  calm  the  sołdier's  fear, 

Surpriz'd  he  found  a  Marlborough  there. 
Naturę,  nor  Art,  his  eager  ragę  withstood, 
He  measur'd  dtśtaat  plains,  he  forcM  the  rapid  flood, 

He  fought,  he  conquer'd,  he  pursued. 
In  years  advanc'd,  with  youthful  vigour  warmtt, 
The  work  of  ages  in  a  day  performM. 
When  kindly  gleams  dissolve  the  winter  snów* 
From  Alpine  hills,  with  such  tmpetuous  hastę 
The  icy  torrent  flows ; 
In  rain  the  rocks  oppose, 
It  drives  along  enlarg'd,  and  lays  the  regions  waste. 

Stop,  goddess,  thy  presumptuoas  flight, 

Nor  soar  to  such  a  dangerous  height, 
Raise  not  tbe  ghost  of  his  departed  famę, 
To  pierce  our  consekras  souls  with  guilty  shame: 

But  tune  thy  harp  to  humbler  lays, 

Nor  medhate  ofiensive  praise. 


TO 

MR.  ADDISON, 

OCCASIOHEO  BY   HIS    PURCRASINC   AN   ESTATt   IW 
WARWICK8HIRE. 

—En  erit  unquam 
Ule  dies,  mihi  cum  liceat  tua  dicere  (acta ! 
En  erit,  ut  liceat  totum  mihi  ferre  per  orbem 
Sola  Sophocleo  tua  carmina  digna  cothorno! 

Virg. 

To  the  gay  town  where  guilty  pleasure  reigns,' 
The  wise  good  man  prefcrs  our  humble  plains  : 
Neglected  honours  on  his  merit  wait, 
Herę  he  retires  when  courted  to  be  great, 
The  world  resigning  for  this  calm  retreat. 
His  soul  with  wisdom's  choicest  treasures  fraught, 
Herę  prores  in  practice  each  sublimer  thought, 
And  lives  by  rules  his  happy  pen  has  taught. 

Great  bard  !  how  shall  my  worthless  Muse  aspire 
To  rcach  your  praise,  without  your  sacred  fire  ? 
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from  the  jodicioos  cńtic^s  piercing  eyes, 
To  the  best-naturtl  man  secure  she  flies. 

When  pantiag  Vh*tue  her  fast  eflbrts  madę, 
You  brought  your  Clio  to  the  virgin's  aid ; 
Presumptuous  Folly  bhish'd,  and' Vice  withdrew, 
To  rcngeance  yielding  her  abandon'd  crew. 
Tb  tnie,  confederate  wits  their  forces  join, 
Parnassus  labours  in  the  work  divine  : 
Yet  these  we  read  with  too  impatient  eyes, 
And  hunt  for  you  through  evcry  dark  disguise; 
In  vain  your  modesty  that  name  conceals, 
Which  erery  thought,  which  every  word,  reveals, 
With  like  success  bright  Beauty's  goddess  tries 
To  veil  immortal  charms  from  mortal  eyes ; 
Her  graceful  port,  and  her  celestial  mień, 
To  her  brave  son  betray  the  Cyprian  queen ; 
Odoors  drenie  perfume  her  rosy  breast, 
She  glides  aloog  the  plain  in  mąjesty  confessM. 
Hard  was  the  task,  and  worthy  your  great  mind, 
To  please  at  once,  and  to  reform  mankind  : 
Yet, when  you  write,  Truth  charms  with  such  address, 
Pleads  Virtue's  cause  with  such  becoming  grace, 
His  own  fond  beart  the  guilty  wretch  betrays, 
He  yields  delighted,  and  convinc'd  obeys : 
You  touch  our  fbllies  with  so  nice  a  skill, 
Naturę  and  habit  prompt  in  vain  to  iii 
Kor  can  it  lessen  the  Spectatoi^s  praise, 
That  from  your  friendly  hand  he  wears  the  bays ; 
His  great  design  al]  ages  sball  cominend, 
But  morę  his  happy  choice  in  such  a  friend. 
Sb  the  fair  queen  of  night  the  world  relicres, 
Kor  at  the  Sun's  superior  honour  grieves, 
Prood  to  reflect  the  glories  she  recewes. 

When  dark  oblirion  is  the  warrio^s  lot, 
His  merits  censurM,  and  his  wounds  fbrgot ; 
When  burnish*d  helms  and  gilded  armour  rust, 
And  eacb  proud  trophy  sinks  in  common  dust : 
Fresh  błooming  honours  deck  the  poet's  brows, 
-  He  shares  the  mighty  blessings  hc  bestows, 
His  spreading  famę  enlarges  as  it  nows. 
Had  not  your  Muse  in  her  immortal  strain 
DescribM  the  glorious  tails  on  Blenheim*s  plain, 
Ev>n  Marlborough  might  have  fought,  and  Dormer 

bied  in  vain. 
When  honour  calls,  and  the  just  cause  inspires, 
Britain'6  bold  sons  to  emulate  their  sires ; 
Your  Muse  these  great  examples  shall  supply, 
Like  that  to  conquer,  or  like  this  to  dic. 
Contendmg  natiqns  antient  Homer  claim, 
And  Mantua  glories  in  her  Maro's  name ; 
Our  happier  soil  the  prizą  shall  yield  to  nonet 
Ardexma'i  grores  shall  boast  an  Addison. 
Ye  silvan  powers,  artd  all  ye  rural  gods, 
That  guard  these  peaceful  shades,  and  blest  abodes; 
For  your  new  guest  your  choicest  girls  prcpare, 
Esceed  his  wishes,  and  prevent  his  prayer ; 
Grant  him,  propitious,  freedom,  health,  and  peace, 
And  as  his  virtues,  let  his  stores  increase. 
His  lavish  hand  no  deity  shall  mourn, 
The  pious  bard  shall  make  a  just  return ; 
In  lasting  verse  eternal  altars  raise, 
And  over-pay  your  bounty  with  his  praise. 

Tune  every  reed,  touch  every  string,  ye  swains, 
Welcome  the  stranger  to  these  happy  plains, 
With  hymns  of  joy  in  solemn  pomp  attend 
Apollo'8  darling,  and  the  Muses'  friend.       [grores, 
Ye  nymphs,  that  haunt  the  streams  and  shady 
Forgtt  a  whik  to  mourn  your  abtent  kwas j 


In  song  and  sportnre  dance  your  joy  poctaim, 
In  yielding  blushes-own  your  rising  flarae : 
Be  kind,  ye  nymphs,  nor  let  him  sigh  in  rain. 

Each  land  remote  your  curious  eye  has  view'd, 
That  Grecian  arts,  or  Roman  arms  subdu'd, 
SearchM  every  region,  every  distant  soil, 
With  pleasing  labour  and  instructive  toil : 
Say  then,  acoomplish'd  bard !  what  god  inclin*d 
To  these  our  humble  plains  your  generous  mind  ? 
Nor  would  you  deign  in  Latian  ficlds  to  dwell, 
Which  nonę  know  better,  or  describe  so  well. 
In  vain  ambrosial  frnits  inrite  your  stay, 
In  vain  the  myrtle  groves  obstruct  your  way, 
And  ductile  streams  that  round  the  borders  stray. 
Your  wiser  choice  prefers  this  spot  of  Earth, 
DistinguisuM  by  th'  immortal  Shakespear's  bifth  ; 
Where  through  the  vales  the  fair  Avona  glides. 
And  nonrishes  the  glebę  with  fattening  tides  ; 
Flora's  rich  gifts  deck  all  the  vcrdant  soil, 
And  plenty  crowns  the  happy  farmer's  toil. 
Herę,  on  the  painted  borders  of  the  flood, 
The  bebe  was  born ;  his  bed  with  roses  strowM : 
Herę  in  an  ancient  venerable  dome, 
OppressM  with  grief,  we  view  the  poetfs  tomb. 
Angels  unseen  watch  o*er  his  hallow'd  urn, 
Ana  in  seft  elegies  complaining  mourn : 
While  the  bless'd  saint,  in  loftier  strains  above, 
Reveals  the  wondcrs  of  eternal  love. 
The  Heavens,  delighted  in  his  tuneful  lays, 
With  silent  joy  attend  their  Maker's  praise. 
In  Hearen  he  sings ;  on  Earth  your  Muse  suppliei 
Th'  important  loss,  and  hcafe  our  weeping  eyes. 
Correctly  great,  she  melts  each  flinty  heart, 
With  equal  genius,  but  superior  art 
Hail,  happy  pair !  ordain'd  by  turns  to  bless, 
And  save  a  smking  nation  in  distress. 
By  great  examples  to  reform  the  crowd, 
Awake  their  zeal,  and  warm  their  frozen  blood. 
When  Brutus  strikes  for  liberty  and  laws, 
Nor  spares  a  father  in  his  countryłs  cause ; 
Justice  serere  applands  the  cruel  deed, 
A  tyrant  suflera,  and  the  world  is  freed, 
But,  when  we  see  the^godlike  Cato  bleed, 
The  nation  weeps ;  and  from  thy  fate,  oh  Romę  ! 
Learns  to  prevcnt  her  own  impending  doom. 
Where  is  the  wretch  a  worthless  life  can  prize, 
When  senates  are  no  morę,  and  Cato  dies  ? 
Indulgent  sorrow,  and  a  pleasing  pain, 
IIcaves  in  each  breast,  and  beats  in  every  vein. 
Th'  expiring  patriot  animates  the  crowd, 
Bold  they  demand  their  ancient  rights  aloud; 
The  dcar-bought  purchase  of  their  fathers'  blood. 
Fair  Liberty  her  head  majestic  rears, 
Ten  thousand  blessings  in  her  bosom  bcars ; 
Serenc  she  smiles,  reveanng  all  her  charms, 
And  calls  her  free-born  youth  to  glorious  arms. 
Faction  >s  repell'd,  and  grumbling  leayes  her  prey, 
Forlorn  she  sits,  and  dreads  the  fatal  day, 
When  eastern  gales  shall  sweep  her  hopes  away. 
Such  ardent  zeal  your  Muse  alone  could  raise, 
Alone  reward  it  with  immortal  praise. 
Ages  to  come  shall  celcbrate  your  famę, 
And  reseued  Britain  bless  the  poet's  name. 
So  when  the  dreaded  powers  of  Sparta  faild, 
TyrUeus  and  Athenian  wit  prevaird. 
Too  weak  the  laws  by  wise  Lycurgiis  madę, 
And  rules  severe  without  the  Muses'  aid  : 
He  touch'd  the  trembling  string-s,  the  poc^'s  song 
ReYiv'd  tha  faint,  and  madę  the  feehle  stróng ; ' 
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RecalPd  the  Irring  to  the  darty  plain, 
ibid  to  a  better  life  restoPd  the  slain. 
The  victor-host  amaz'd,  with  horror  view'd 
Th'  assembling  troope,  and  all  the  war  renewM  j 
To  morę  than  mortal  courage  quit  the  field, 
And  to  their  fbes  th'  unfiniahM  tropbies  yiekL 


AM 

IM1TJTIOS  OF  HORJCE, 

BOOK  IV.   ODB  IŁ 

IKtCaiBBD  TO 

TBB  tlOHT  HONOUBABLB  JAHII  fTAltHÓFB,  ESQ.  ONI 

•f  BU  MAJESTT'8  P1IHCIPAL  8BCRBTABIB8  OF  STATB, 

AFTEftWAtDS  BARL  STAKBOPB. 

Bobn  near  ATona's  winding  stream 

I  touch  the  trembling  lyre, 
No  Tulgar  thoughts,  no  vulgar  theme, 

Shall  the  bold  Muse  inspire. 
Tis  immnrlality  'i  her  aim ; 

Snblime  she  mounts  the  skies, 
She  climbs  the  steep  ascent  to  famę, 
Nor  ever  shall  want  force  to  ristf, 
While  she  supports  her  flight  with  Stanhope's  name. 
What  though  majestic  Milton  stands  alone 

lnimitably  great ! 
Bow  Iow,  ye  bards,  at  his  exalted  throne, 

And  lay  your  laboure  at  his  feet  j 
Gapacious  soul !  whose  boundleas  thoughts  sunrey 
Hearen,  Heli,  earth,  tea ; 
Ło  !  where  th'  embattled  gods  appear, 
The  mountains  from  their  seata  they  tear,        * 
And  shake  th'  empyreal  Hearens  with  impious  war. 
Yet,  nor  shall  Milton's  ghost  repine       i 
At  all  the  honours  we  bestow 
On  Addison's  deseróng  brow, 
By  whom  convinc'd,  we  own  his  work  dirine, 
Whose  skilful  pen  bas  done  his  merit  right, 
And  set  the  jewel  in  a  fairer  light. 
Enliven'd  by  his  bright  Essay 
Each  flowery  scenę  appears  morę  gay, 
New  beauties  spring  in  Eden's  fcrtile  grores 
And  by  his  culture  Paradise  improves. 
Garth,  by  Apollo  doobly  bless'd, 
Is  by  the  god  entire  posse$6'd : 
Age,  unwilling  to  depart,  ^ 
Begs  life  from  his  prerailing*skill ',    , 

Youth,  reviving  from  his  art, 
Borrows  its  charms  and  power  to  kill : 
But  when  the  patriofs  injur'd  famę, 
His  country'8  honour,  or  his  friends, 
A  morę  extensive  bounty  claim, 
With  joy  the  ready  Muse  attends, 
Immortal  honours  she  bestows, 
t  A  gift  the  Muse  alone  can  give ; 
'  She  crowns  the  glorious  victor's  brows, 

And  bids  expiring  Virtue  live. 
Nymphs  yet  unborn  shall  melt  with  amorous  names 
That  Cdngreve*s  lays  inspire  j 
And  Philips  warmthe  gentle  swains 

To  love  and  softdesire. 
Ah  !  shun,  ye  fair,  the  dangerous  soundfl, 
Alas !  each  moring  accent  wounds, 
The  sparks  conceaI'd  revive  again, 
The  god  restor'd  resumes  his  reign, 
In  kiiling  joys  and  pleasing  uein. 


lThitt  does  each  bud  in  diflhrent  garb  appear, 
Eaoh  Muse  has  her  peculiar  ah*, 
Afid  in  propriety  of  dress  becomes  morę  fair; 
To  each,  impartial  Proridence 

Well-chosen  gifts  bestows,  , 

He  varies  his  miraificence, 
And  in  dmded  streams  the  hearealy  blessing  fam 

If  we  look  back  on  ages  past  and  gone, 

When  infant  Tfme  his  race  begun, 
The  distant  riew  still  lessens  to  our  sight, 
ObtcurM  in  cloods,  and  veiPd  in  shades  of  mght 
The  Muse  alone  can  the  dark  scenes  display, 
Ehlarge  the  prospect,  and  disclose  the  day. 
Tis  she  the  records  of  times  past  eaploref, 
And  the  dead  hero  to  new  life  restores, 
To  the  brare  man  who  for  his  country  died, 
Erects  a  lasting  pyramid, 
Supports  his  dignity  and  fiime, 
When  mouldering  pillars  drop  his  name. 
In  fuli  proportion  leads  her  warr  ior  forth, 

Discorers  his  neglected  worth, 
Brightens  his  deeds,  by  envious  rust  o'ercast» 
V  improre  the  present  aget  and  ▼'ndicate  the  pasL 
Did  not  the  Muse  our  crying  wronga  repeat, 
Ages  to  come  no  morę  shoukl  know 
Of  Lewis  by  oppresńon  great 

Than  we  of  Nimrod  now : 
The  meteor  should  but  blaze  and  die, 
DeprWd  of  the  reward  of  endleas  infamy. 
Ev'n  that  brave  chief,  who  set  the  nations  free, 
The  greatest  name  the  world  can  boast, 
Without  the  Muse'8  aid.  shall  be 
Sunk  in  the  tide  of  time,  and  m  oblivion  lost 
The  sculptor'8  hand  may  make  the  marble  lirę, 

Or  the  bold  pencil  tracę 
'  The  wonders  of  that  lovely  face, 
Where  erery  charm,  and  every  grace, 
That  man  can  wish,  or  Heaven  can  give0 
In  happy  unkm  join'd,  confess 
The  hero  born  to  conquer,  and  to  biesa, 
Yet  vain,  alas !  is  every  art, 
Till  the  great  work  the  Muse  eomplete, 
And  ererlasting  Famę  impart, 
That  Boars  aloft,  above  the  reach  of  Fate. 
Hail,  happy  bard  !  on  whom  the  gods  be»tow 
A  genhis  equal  tó  the  vast  design, 
Whose  thoughts  sublime  in  easy  numbers  fiow, 
While  Mariborough's  virtues  animate  each  linę. 
How  shall  our  trembling  souls  SUrrey 
The  horrours  of  each  bloody  day ; 
The  wreaking  carnage  of  the  plain 
EacumberM  with  the  mighty  slain, 
The  strange  variety  of  death, 
And  the  sad  murmurs  of  departing  breath  > 
Scamandei^s  streams  shall  yield  to  Danube's  flood, 
To  the  dark  bosom  of  the  dcep  pursued 
By  fiercer  flames,  and  stain^d  with  nobler  blood. 
The  gods  shall  armon  eitber  side, 
Th'  important  ąuarrel  to  decide ; 
The  grand  event  embroil  the  realms  abore, 
And  Faction  revel  in  the  ćourt  of  Jove ; 

While  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea,  and  air, 
Shall  feel  the  mighty  shock  and  labour  of  the  war. 

Virtue  conceaPd  obscurely  dies, 

Lost  in  the  mean  disguise 
Of  abject  sloth,  depress'd,  unknown, 
Rough  in  its  nativebed  the  unwrought  <****nf?1A  Ha; 
Till  chance,  or  art,  reveal  its  worth  ' 
And  cali  its  latent  glories  forth  i 
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9ut  wheo  iti  radiant  channs  are  Tiew'd, 
Becomes  the  idol  of  the  crowd, 
And  adds  new  hwtre  to  the  monarch's  crown. 
What  British  harp  can  lie  unstrung, 
Wben  Stanhope's  famę  demands  a  song  ? 
Upward,  ye  Muaes,  take  your  wantoo  flight, 
Tune  every  l\re  to  Stanbope'8  praise, 
Efeert  your  mo«t  triumpbant  laya, 
Kor  mfiei  aurh  hemie  deeds  to  srok  in  endless  nighŁ 
The  go]den  Tagu*  shall  forget  to  Aow, 
And  Ebro  leare  its  channel  dry, 
Ere  Stanhop^s  name  to  time  shall  bow, 
And  loat  m  dark  oblmon  lie.  ' 

Wbcre  dali  the  Muse  begm  her  aby  flight ; 
Where  fint  direct  her  dubśouf  way  j 
Lott  in  yariety  of  light, 
And  dazzled  m  ezcess  of  day ; 
Wadom  and  Talów,  probity  and  truth, 
At  once  npon  the  labouring  fancy  throng, 
The  eondact  of  old  age,  tbe  fire  of  youth, 
United  in  one  breast  perplea  the  poet'8  song. 
Those  Tirtnes  which  dispers'd  and  rara 
Tbe  gods  too  thriftily  bestow'd, 
And  scattertt  to  amuse  the  crowd, 
When  fbrmer  heroes  were  their  care ; 
T  exert  al  once  their  power  divine, 
Ib  thee,  brave  chief,  coUected  sbine. 
So  from  each  lovely  blooming  foce 
Th*  ambitious  artist  stole  a  grace, 
Wben  in  one  flnish'd  piece  he  strove 
To  paint  th'  all-glorious  queen  of  love. 
Thy  provident  unbiass'd  mind, 
Knowing  in  arta  of  peace  and  war, 
With  iudefatigable  care, 
Labours  the  good  of  bnman  kind : 
Erect  .n  dangers,  modest  m  success, 
Corruption'8  ererlastmg  bane, 
Wbere  iojur'd  merit  finds  redress, 
And  wotthleai  vilłains  wait  in  vain. 
Tnough  fewning  knaves  besiege  thy  gate, 
And  court  the  honest  man  they  hate ; 
Thy  ateady  yirtue  charge*  through, 
Alike  nnerring  to  subdue, 
As  when  on  Almanara'*  plain  the  scatter  d  equa- 
drons  flew. 
Vam  are  th'  attacks  of  force  or  art, 
Where  Gssaart  arm  defends  a  Cato's  heart 
Oh !  could  thy  generous  sonl  dispeqse 
Througii  this  nnrighteous  age  its  sacred  influence ; 
Could  tbe  bate  crowd  from  thy  example  leara 
To  trampie  on  their  impioos  gifts  with  scorn, 
Wkh  shame  confonnded  to  behold 
A  natkm  for  a  ferifle  sold, 
Dejected  senates  should  no  morę 
Tbeśr  championi  absence  mourn, 
Contending  borought  should  thy  name  retom ; 
Thy  boki  Philippics  should  restore 
Britannia's  wealth,  and  power,  and  famę,    - 
Nor  liberty  be  deemM  an  empty  name, 
Wbite  tyrants  trembted  on  a  fbreign  shore. 
No  aweHing  titles,  pomp,  and  state, 
The  trappma*  of  a  magistrale, 
pan  dignify  a  slave,  or  make  a  traitor  great 
For,  carekas  of  esterml  show, 
Sagę  Naturę  dktatet  wbom  t*  obey, 
And  we  the  ready  homage  pay, 
•  Wnjch  to  superior  gifts  we  owe* 
łfferit  fifee  thine  repo)s'd  an  empire  &ains, 

Asd  Tirtoe,  tbough  negltctod,  reigna. 
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The  wreteh  h  indigent  and  poor, 
Who  brooding  sita  o'er  his  ill-gotten  storę ; 
Trembling  with  guilt,  and  haunted  by  his  sin, 

He  feeU  the  rigid  jiidge  within. 
But  they  alone  are  bless'd  who  wisely  know 
T  onjoy  the  little  which  the  gods  beśtow, 

Proudof  their  glorious  wanta,  disdain 

To  barter  nonesty  for  .gain ; 

No  other  Ul  but  shame  they  fear, 

And  acorn  to  purchase  Itfe  too  dear : 

Profusely  larish  of  their  blood. 

For  their  dear  friends  or  country'8  good, 
If  Britain  conquer,  can  ngoicc  in  death, 
And  in  trinmphant  shduts  resign  their  breath. 
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O  TBOtr,  whose  penetrating  mind, 
Whose  heart  benerolent,  and  kind, 
Is  cver  present  in  distress ; 
Glad  to  preserre,  and  proud  to  biesa: 
Oh !  leave  not  Arden's  faithful  grove, 
On  Caledonian  hills  to  rore. 
But  hear  our  fond  united  prayer, 
Norfbrce  a  county  to  despaif. 

Let  homicides  in  Warwick-lane 
With  hecatombs  of  vic6ms  slain,    ,  . 
Butcher  for  knighthood,  And  for  gain; 
Wbile  thou  pursu'st  a  nobler  aim, 
Declining  interest  for  famę. 
Wheree'er  thy  Maker's  image  dwclls, 
In  gilded  rooft,  or  smoky  cells, 
The  same  thy  zeal :  o'erj©y'd  to  save 
Thy  fellow-creature  from  the  grave : 
For  wieli  thy  soul  can  understand 
Tbe  poor  manłs  cali  is  Gods  command'; 
No  frail,  no  transient  good,  his  fee  ; 
But  Hearen,  And  bless'd  eternity. 
Nor  are  thy  labours  here  in  vain, 
The  pleasure  over-pays  the  pain* 
Tnie  happiness  (if  understood) 
Consists  alone,  in  doing  good ; 
Speak,  all  ye  wise,  can  God  bestow, 
Or  man  a  greater  pleasure  know  ? 
See  where  the  grateful  father  bows  ? 
His  tears  confeas  how  much  he  owes : 
His  son,  the  darling  of  his  heart^ 
Restor'd  by  your  preraiHng  art ; 
His  house,  his  name,  redeemM  by  fon, 
His  ancient  honoura  bloom  anew.  4 
But  oh !  what  idioms  can  express 
The  vast  transcendent  happiness-,- 
The  faithful  husband  feels  ?  his  wife. 
His  better  half,  recallM  to  life: 
See,  with  what  rapture !  see  him  vi6w 
The  shatterM  frame  rebuilt  by  you  l 
See  health  rekindling  in  her  cyes  ! 
See  baffled  Death  give  up  his  prize ! 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  canstthou  forb^j 
In  this  gay  scenę  to  claim  a  °V,are  >     ' 
Does  not  thy  Wood  morc;  swiftly  flow; 
Thy  heart  with  secret  transports  glow'? 
Health,  life,  by  H«aven's  indulgence  sent, 
And  thou  tlie  glorious  instrument ! 
Safe  in  thy  art,  no  illf  we  fear, 
Thy  band  shall  plant  Elysium  here; 
Pale  Sicknest  shall  thy  triumphs  own 
And  ruddy  Htftft*  txalt  her  tftroae. 
Q 
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The  fair,  renewM  in  all  her  cbarms, 
Shałl  fly  to  thy  protecting  arms 
With  gracious  smiles  repay  thy  care, 
And  leave  her  lorers  in  despair. 
While  multitudes  applaud  and  bless 
Their  great  asylum  in  distress, 
My  humble  Muse,  among  the  crowd, 
Her  joyfhl  Poeans  sings  aloud. 
Conld  I  but  with  Mfloonian  flight 
Sublimely  soar  through  fields  of  light, 
Above  the  stars  thy  name  should  shine* 
Nor  great  Machaon's  rival  thioe ! 
But  father  Phoebus,  who  has  done 
So  much  for  thee,  his  favourite  son, 
His  other  gifts  on  me  bestows 
With  partial  hands,  nor  hears  my  ▼owi : 
Oh  !  let  a  grateful  heart  supply, 
What  the  penurkras  powers  deny  i 


THE  WIFE. 


Imperial  Jove  (as  poets  sung  of  old) 

Was  coupled  to  a  morę  imperial  scołd, 

A  jealous,  termagant,  insulting  jadę, 

And  morę  obserwant  than  a  witherM  maid :  , 

She  watch'd  his  waters  with  unweary'd  eyes 

And  chas'd  the  god  through  every  sly  disguise, 

Out-brav'd  his  thunder  with  her  iouder  voice, 

And  shook  the  pojes  with  everlasting  noise. 

At  midnight  roels  when  the  gossips  met, 

He  was  the  theine  of  their  eternal  chat : 

This  ask*d  what  form  great  Jove  would  next  devise, 

Aud  when  his  godship  would  again  Taurise  ? 

That  hinted  at  the  wanton  life  be  led 

With  Leda,  and  with  baby  Ganymede : 

Scandals  and  lies  went  merrily  about, 

W  i  tli  heavenly  lambs-wool,  and  nectarial  stout 

Home  she  returns  erect  with  lust  and  pride, 

At  bed  and  board  alike  unsatisry'dj 

The  hen-peckłd  god  her  angry  presence  flies, 

Or  at  her  feet  the  passive  thunderer  lies, 

]n  vain :  still  morę  she  raves,  still  morę  she  storms, 

And  Heaven*s  high  vauHs  echo  her  loud  alarms : 

To  Bacchus,  meny  blade,  the  god  repairs, 

To  drown  in  nectar  his  domestic  cares, 

The  fury  thither  too  pursues  the  chase, 

Palls  the  rich  juice,  and  poisons  erery  glass ; 

Winę,  tbat  makes  cowards  brave,  the  dying  strong, 

Is  a  poor  cordial  'gainst  a  woman's  tongue. 

To  arms !  to  arms  !  tb?  impetuous  fury  cries, 

The  jolly  god  th'  impending  ruin  flies : 

His  trembling  tigers  hide  their  fearful  heads, 

Scar'd  at  a  fierceness  which  their  own  esceeds  j 

Bottles  aloft,  like  bursting  bombę,  resound  ; 

And,  smoking,  spout  their  lkraid  ruin  round ; 

like  storms  of  hail  the  scatterM  fragments  flyf 

Bruis'd  bowls  and  broken  glass  obscure  the  sky ; 

Tables  and  cliairs,  and  stools,  together  hurl'd, 

With  universal  wreck  fright  all  the  nether  world, 

Such  was  the  clamour,  such  great  Jove's  surprise, 

When  by  gtgantic  hands  the  mountains  rise, 

To  wrest  his  thunder,  and  invade  the  skies. 

Who  would  not  envy  Jove  eternal  life, 

And  wish  for  gudhead  clogg'd  with  such  a  wife  ? 

If  e'er  it  be  my  way  ward  fate  to  wed, 

Avert,  ye  powers,  a  Juno  from  my  bed ! 

Let  her  be  foolhsh,  ugly,  crooked,  old, 

Let  her  be  whore,  or  any  thing  but  scold  f 


With  prayers  incessant  for  my  lot  I  cnre 

Tlie  quiet  cuckold,  not  the  hen-peck'd  słate  ; 

Or  gr?e  me  peace  on  Earth,  dr  ghre  ii  in  tbe-grara! 

nr  MBMorr  op  thb 
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Or  humble  birth,  but  of  morę  humble  mind^ 
By  learning  muoh,  by  virtue  morę  refinM, 
A  fair  and  equal  friend  to  all  mankind. 
Partie*  and  sects,  by  fierce  dmsions  tom, 
Forget  their  hatred,  and  consent  to  monrn  ; 
Their  hearte  unitę  in  undissembled  woe, 
And  in  one  common  stream  their  sorrowa  flow. 
Eachpart  in  life  with  equal  grace  he  borę, 
Obbging  to  the  rich,  a  father  to  the  poor. 
From  sinful  riots  silently  he  fled, 
But  came  unbidden  to  the  sick  man's  bed. 
Manners  and  men  he  knew,  and  when  to  press^ 
The  poor  man's  cause,  and  plead  it  with  succeab 
No  penal  laws  he  stretchU,  but  won  by  kwe 
His  hearera'  hearts,  unwillmg  to  repiwe. 
When  sour  rebukes  and  harsher  language  fail, 
Could  with  a  lucky  jest,  or  meny  tale, 
0'er  stubborn  souls  in  Yirtue'8  cause  P*6***!*. 
Whene'er  he  preach'd,  the  throug  attentive  stoodj 
Feasted  with  manna,  and  celestial  food : 
He  taught  them  how  to  lirę,  and  how  to  dk  ; 
Nor  did  his  actions  give  hu  words  the  lye. 

'  Go  happy  soul !  sublimely  take  thy  flight 
Tlirough  fields  of  ether,  in  long  tracka  of  light* 
The  guest  of  angels ;  rangę  from  płace  to  płace, 
And  view  thy  great  Redeemer  face  to  face. 

JustGod!  eternal  sourceof  power  and  tore! 
Whom  we  lament  on  Earth,  gWe  us  aboye  ; 
Oh  !  grant  us  aur  companion  and  our  friend, 
In  blias  without  alloy,  and  without  end  i 
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VTOV  HUGH  LUMBER,  HUSBAKDMAS* 

Im  Cottages  and  homely  cells, 
Tnie  Piety  neglected  dwells: 
Till  calPd  to  Heaven,  her  natire  seat, 
Where  the  good  man  alone  is  great : 
Tis  then  this  humble  dust  shall  rise. 
And  view  his  Judge  with  joyful  eyes  ; 
While  haughty  tyrants  shrrak  afrajd, 
And  cali  the  mountains  to  their 
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TO  WILLIAM   COLMOaE,   £80*       THE  DAT 

OIIAT  MBTEOB,  IN  MAECH  1715. 

^^  « 

This  dismal  mora,  when  east  wind*  blow. 

And  erery  lanpuid  pulse  beata  low9 

With  face  most  sorrowfully  grtm, 

And  head  oppressU  with  wind  and  whim* 

Grave  as  an  owi,  and  just  as  witty, 

To  thee  I  twang  my  doleful  ditty ; 

And  in  minę  own  duli  rhymes  would  finA 

Musie  to  soothe  my  restless  mind : 

But  oh !  my  friend,  I  sing  in  vaint 

No  doggrel  can  relieve  my  pain ; 

Since  thou  art  gone  my  hearte  desire, 

And  Hearen,  and  EarUj,  aad  Sea  coospira, 
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%o  mue  my  miseries  compleat ; 

Where  shall  a  wretched  Hip  retreat  ? 

What  ahall  a  drooping  mortal  do, 

Wbo  pines  for  sunshiue  and  for  you  ? 

If  in  the  dark  a!cove  Idream, 

And  yoo,  or  Phillis,  is  my  thetne, 

Whfle  k>ve  or  friendship  warm  my  sou],' 

My  «hins  are  barning  to  a  coal. 

If  raisM  to  speculations  high, 

I  gazę  the  stars  and  spangled  sky, 

With  heart  devont  and  wondering  cyc, 

AmazM  I  view  śtrange  globes  of  łigbt, 

^ffeteors  with  horrid  lustre  bright, 

My  guifty  trembling  sonl  affiright. 

To  mother  Earth's  prolific  bed, 

Fenerte  I  stoop  my  giddy  head, 

From  ttience  too  ałl  my  hopes  are  fled. 

Nor  flowers,  nor  graas,  nor  shrubs  appear, 

To  deck  the  smiling  infant  year ; 

But  blasts  my  tender  blossoms  wound, 

And  detolation  reigńs  aronnd. 

If  sea-ward  my  dark  thoughts  I  bend, 

O !  where  will  my  mjsfbrtuńes  end  r 

My  loyal  son]  distracted  meets 

Attamted  dukes,  and  Spanish  fleets,  * 

Thnijarring  elements  unitę; 

Pregńant  with  wrongs,  and  armM  with  spite, 

Soccesive  mischiefe  every  hoor 

On  my  devoted  head  they  pour. 

Whate^er  I  do,  wheree^er  I  go, 

Tn  «ttli  an  endless  scenę  of  woe. 

Tls  thus  disconsołate  I  mourn, 

I  frtnt,  I  die,  till  thy  return: 

TUI  thy  brwk  wit,  and  humorous  Tein, 

Restore  me  to  myself  again. 

Let  others  vainly  seek  for  ease, 

from  Galen  and  Hippocrates, 

I  soorn  auch  nanseous  aids  as  theae. 

Hastę  then,  my  dear,  unbriott  atteod, 

The  best  eliaor  is  a  friend. 


tO  A  LADY, 

WBO  MADĘ  ME  A  PfeBSBlta  OP  A  SfLYZ*  PEH. 

Faib-onb,  accept  the  thanks  1  owe, 
Tia  all  a  gratetul  heart  can  do. , 
If  e^er  my  soul  the  Muse  iuspire 
With  raptures  and  poetic  fire, 
Your  kind  munificence  Pil  praise, 
To  you  a  thousand  altars  raise  t 
Joroe  ahall  descend  in  golden  rain, 
Ordieaswan;  but  sing  in  vain. 
Phoebus  the  witty  and  thegay, 
Shall  qait  the  chariot  of  the  day, 
.   To  oask  in  your  superior  ray. 
Your  charms  shall  every  god  subdue, 
And  every  goddess  envy  you. 
Add  this  but  to  your  bbunty's  storę, 
This  one  great  boon,  I  ask  no  morę : 
C  gractous  nympb,  be  kind  as  fair, 
Kor  with  disdain  neglcct  my  prayer, 
So  shall  your  goodness  be  confessM, 
And  I  your  slare  entirely  b1ess'd : 
This  pen  no  rulgar  theme  shall  staln, 
The*  noblest  palm  your  gift  shall  gain, 
To  write  to  you,  nor  write  in  vain. 

*  Aa  inya*iQB.from  Spain  wat  then  apccttd. 


PRB9EMTINO  TO  A  ŁADY  A  WHITB   KOSI  AND  A  BED  •* 
THE  TENTH  OP  JUNB. 

Ir  this  pale  rosę  ofiend  your  sight, 

It  in  your  bosom  wcar ; 
Twjll  blush  to  find  itself  less  white, 

And  turn  Lan<^strian  there. 

But,  Cełia,  should  the  red  be  chose, 

With  gay  vermiłion  bright; 
Twould  sicken  at  each  blush  that  glowg> 

And  in  despair  turn  wbite. 

Let  politicians  idly  pr&te, 

.  Their  Babels  build  in  vam  j 
As  unćontrolable  as  Fate, 

Imperial  Love  shall  reign. 

Each  haughty  faction  shall  obey 
.    And  Whigs  and  Tories  join, 
Submit  to  your  despotic  sway, 
Confess  your  right  dirine. 

Yet  this,  mygracious  monarch,  owii, 

They're  tyrants  that  oppress  5 
Tis  mercy  most  support  your  throne, 

.And  tŁs  like  Hearen  to  bless. 


THE  BOWL1NG-GREEN. 

Whbbb  fair,  Sabrina's  wandering  currents  flow, 
A  large  smooth  plain  ektends  its  verdant  brow, 
Herę  every  morn  while  fruitful  vapours  fecd 
The  swelling  blade,  and  bless  the  smoaking  mead, 
A  cniel  tyrant  reigns :  like  Time,  the  swain 
Whetshis  unrigiiteous  scythe,  and  shaves  the  plaiń. 
Beneath  each  stroke  the  peeping  flowers  decay. 
And  all  th'  unripenM  crop  is  swept  away, 
The  heavy  roller  next  he  tugs  along, 
WhHś  his  short  pipę,  or  roars  a  rural  song, 
With  curious  eye  then  the  press'd  turf  he  view«, 
And  every  rising  prominence  subdues. 

Now  whert  each  craving  Stolnach  was  well-stOr*d 
And  Church  and  King  had  traveU'd  round  tbe  board, 
HHher  at  Fortune's  shrine  to  pay  their  court, 
With  eager  hopes  the  motley  tribe  resen^; 
Attornies  spruce,  in  their  pUte-button'd  frocks, 
And  rosy  parsons,  rat,  and  orthodoK : 
Of  every  sect,  whigs,  papists,  and  higli  -flyere, 
Cornuted  aldermen,  and  hen  ^peck'd  squires  : 
Fox-hunters,  ąuaćks,  scribblers  in  verse  and  prose, 
And  half-pay  captams,  and  half.witted  l>eaux : 
On  the  green  cirąue  the  ready  racers  stand, 
Dispos*d  in  pairs,  and  tempt  the  bowlei^s  hand : 
Each  polishM  sphere  does  his  round  brother  own, 
The  twms  distinguish^  by  their  marks  are  known. 
As  the  strong  rein  guides  the  well-manag^d  horse, 
Herę  weighty  lead  infus^  diretts  their  course 
These  in  the  ready  rpad  dri\-e  on  with  speed 
But  those  in  crooked  paths  morę  artfully  sucoeed. 
So  the  tali  ship  that  makes  some  dangerous  bay, 
With  a  side  wind  obtiąuely  slopes  her  way. 
Lo !  there  the  silver  tumbler  fix'd  on  high, 
TTie  ▼ictort  prize,  invitingevery  eye  ! 
The  championa,  or  consent,  or  chance  divide, 
While  each  man  thinks  his  own  the  surer  side, 
And  the  jack  leads,  the  skilful  bowler^s  guide. 

Bendo  strip*d  first,  from  foreign  coasts  he  broughl 
A  chaos  of  receipts,  and  anarchy  of  thought ; 
Where  the  tumultuous  whims  to  faction  rirone 
SUU  juitled  voqarch  Rcaion  from  bar  tf^ona;' 
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Morę  dangerons  than  the  porcttputfs  his  qnil), 

InurM  to  &laughter.  and  secure  to  kil]. 

Let  loose,  just  Heavcn !  each  rirulent  disease. 

But  save  us  from  such  murderera  as  tbese  : 

Migbt  Bendo  live  but  half  a  patriarcho  age; 

Th1  unpeopled  world  would  sink  beneath  hit  ragę : 

Nor  necd,  t'  appease  the  justjSreato^s  ire, 

A  sccond  deluge  or  consuming  fire. 

He  winks  one  eye,  and  knits  his  brow  severe, 

Then  from  his  hand  łanches  the  flying  sphero  ; 

Out  of  the  grcen  the  gniltless  wood  be  hurTd, 

Swift  as  his  patients  from  this  nether  worid : 

Then  grinn'd  malignant,  but  the  jocund  crowd 

Deride  .his  senseless  ragę,  and  shont  aloud. 

•Nekt,  Zadoc,  'tis  thy  turn,  imperious  priest ! 
Stall  łatę  at  church,  but  early  at  a  feasL 
Ko  turkey-cock  appears  with  better*  grace, 
His  garments  black,  vermilion  pamts  his  face  j 
His  wattles  hang  upon  his  stinenłd  band, 
His  platter  feet  upon  the  trigger  stand, 
He  grasps  the  bowl  in  his  rough  brawny  hand, 
Then  squatting  down,  with  his  grey  goggle  eyes 
He  takes  his  aim,  and  atihe  mark  it  flies. 
Zadoc  pursues,  and  wabblcs  p'er  the  plain, 
Bat  shakes  his  strutting  paunch,  and  auibles  on  in 
Por,  oh !  wide-erring  to  the  left  it  glides,     -  [vain ; 
The  inmate  lead  the  lighter  wood  misguides. 
Ha  aharp  reproofc  with  kind  entreaties  joins, 
Then  on  the  counter  side  with  pain  reclines, 
As  at  be raeant  to  regulate  its  course, 
By  power  attractive,  and  magnetic  furce: 
Now  alraost  in  despair,  he  raves,  he  storms, 
Writhes  his  unwieldy  trunk  in  variuus  forms : 
Unhappy  Proteus  !  still  in  vain  he  tries 
A  thousand  shapes,  the  bowl.  erroneous  flies, 
Deaf  to  his  prayers,  regardless  of  his  cries. 
His  pulYing  ch^eks  with  rising  ragę  inflame, 
And  all  h:s  sparkling  rubies  glow  with  shame. 

Bendo'4  prond  heait,proof  against  Fortune's  frown, 
Resolvcs  once  morę  to  make  the  prize  his  own : 
Cautious  hc  plods,  surveying  all  the  grcen, 
And  mcasures  with  his  eye  the  space  between. 
But,  as  on  him  'twas  a  peculiar  curse, 
To  fili  fmn*one  estreme  into  a  worse ; 
Conscious  ottoo  much  vigour,  now  for  fear 
He  shouM  exceed,  at  hand  he  checks  the  sphere. 
Soon  as  he  found  its  languid  force  decay, 
And  the  too  weak  impression  die  away  j 
Quick  aft  er  it  he  skuds,  urges-behind 
Step  aftcr  step,  and  now,  with  anxious  mind, 
Hangs  o"er  the  bowl,  slow-creeping  on  the  plain, 
And  chkles  it*  faint  effbrts,  and  bawls  amain. 
Then  on  the  guiltless  green  the  blame  to  lay, 
Curscs  t!.c  ino  u  n  tai  im  that  obstruct  his  wayj 
Brazens  it  out  with  an  audacious  face, 
His  insolcnce  improving  by  disgrace. 

Zadoc,  wbo  now  witb  three  black  mugs  had  cheer'd 
His  drooping  heart,  and  his  sunk  spirits  rcar'd, 
Advances  to  the  trigg  with  solemn  pace, 
And  ruddy  Hope  s\U  blooming  on  his  face. 
The  bowl  he  pols'd,  with  pain  hisbams  he  bends, 
On  well-chose  ground  unto  the  mark  it  tends : 
Each  adverse  heart  pants  with  unusual  fear, 
Wi^h  joy  he  foliowa  tlie  propitious  sphere ; 
Alas !  bow  frail  is  erery  mortal  scheme ! 
Wo  builil  on  sand,  our  happiness  a  dream. 
Bendo's  short  bowl  stops  the  proud  yictor'8  course, 
Purloins  h's  famę,  and  deadens  all  its  force. 
At  Bctuło  from  each  comer  of  his  eyes 
Hc  tlarts  mali^oant  rap,  then  muttering  flies 


Into  the  bower;  there,  penting  and  half  deaj, 
Inthick  mundungus  clouds  he  hides  his  head. 

Muse,  raise  thy  voice,  to  win  the  glorious  prise. 
Bid  all  the  fury  of  the  battle  rise : 
These  but  the  lightrarmM  championi  of  the  fieI4 
See  Griper  there  1  a  veteran  weU  tkuTd  ; 
This  able  pilot  knows  to  steer  a  cause 
Through  all  the  rocks  and  shallows  of  the  law*: 
Or  if  'tis  wreck'd,  his  trembling  client  saves    ' 
On  the  neat  plank,  and  disappoints  the  wares. 
In  this,  at  lemat,  all  histories  agree, 
That,  thoagh  he  lost  his  cause,  he  sarM  his  fee. 
When  the  nit  ciient  tooks  in  jorial  plight, 
How  complaisantthe  man  !  each  point  how  right! 
But  if  th'  abandond  orphan  puts  his  case. 
And  Poverty  sits  shrinking  on  his  face, 
How  like  a  cur  he  snarls !  wben  at  the  door 
For  broken  scraps  he  quarrels  with  the  poor, 
The  Tarmer's  oracie,  when  rent-day  's  near, 
And  landlords,  by  forbearance,  are  serere ; 
When  huntsmen  trespass,  or  his  neighbourt  swine, 
Or  tatterM  crape  extorts  by  right  divine> 
Him  all  the  ricb  their  contributions  pay, 
Him  all  the  poor  with  aching  hearts  obey  : 
Hc  in  his  swanskin  doublet  struts  along, 
Now  begs,  and  now  rebukes,  the  pressing  throog. 
A  passage  clearM,  be  takes  his  aim  with  care, 
And  gently  from  his  hand  lets  loose  the  sphere  : 
Smooth  as  a  swallow  o'er  the  plain  it  flies, 
While  he  pursues  its  track  with  eager  eyes  ; 
Its  hopeful  course  appror'd,  he  shouts  aloud, 
Claps  bothhis  hands,  and  justles  through  the  crowd, 
Hovering  a  wbile,  soon  at  the  mark  it  stood, 
Hung  ołer  incliu'd,  and  fondly  kiaVd  the  woodj 
Loud  is  th'  applause  of  every  betting  friend, 
And  peals  of  clamorous  joy  the  concave  rend* 
But  in  each  hostile  face,  a  dismal  gloom 
Appears,  the  sad  presage  of  loss  to  come  ; 
'Mong  these,  Trebellius,  with  a  mournnil  air 
Of  lived  hue,  just  dying  with  despair, 
Shuffles  about,  skrews  his  chop-falfen  face, 
And  no  whipp'd  giggeo  often  shifts  his  place. 
Then  gives  his  sagę  advice  with  wondrous  ą|oD^ 
Which  no  man  ever  heeds,  or  ever  will : 
Yet  he  persists,  instructing  to  cpnfoandy 
And  with  his  cane  points  o*it  the  dubkras  grotmd. 

Strong  Khnrod  now,  fresh  as  the  rising  dawa 
Appears,  his  sinewy  fimbs,  and  solid  brawu, 
The  gaziug  crowd  admires.    He  nor  in  courta 
Delights,  nor  pompous  balls  ;  bot  rnral  sports 
Are  his  soul's  joy.     At  the  horn's  brisk  alarms 
He  shakes  th'  unwilling  Phillis  from  his  arms; 
Mounts  with  the  Sun,  begins  his  boW  caieer9 
To  chase  the  wiły  fox,  or  rambling  deer. 
So  Herculea,  by  Juno's  dread  command, 
From  savage  beasts  and  monsters  fineed  the  UaŁ 
Hark !  frdm  the  covert  of  yon  gfoomy  brake, 
Harmonious  thunder  rolls,  the  forests  shake : 
Men,  boya,  and  dogs,  lmpatient  for  the  chase, 
Tumultuous  transports  flush  in  erery  face  ; 
With  ears  erect  the  courser  paws  the  ground, 
Hills,  vales,  and  hoUow  rocks,  withcbeeruis;  crist 

resound: 
Drive  down  the  precipice  (brafe  youths)  with  fpeed^ 
Bound  o'erthe  river  banks,and  smoke  along  the  mes4» 
But  whither  would  the  derions  Muse  pursne 
The  pleasing  theme,  and  my  past  joys  renew? 
Another  labour  now  demands  thy  song, 
Stretch'd  in  Uo  renks,  bebold  thł  eipecting 
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JfNImroAlMifMtHeipbm:  his  armhe  drew 
Back  like  an  arrow  m  the  Parthian  yew,       ((lew : 
Then  Ianch'd  the  whirlrog  głobe,  and  fali  as  swiftit 
Bowlt  dash'd  on  bowla  oonfoonded  all  the  plain, 
Safe  stood  the  foe,  well-coYerM  by  his  train. 
Assaulted  tyrants  thus  their  guard  defends, 
Escaping  by  the  min  of  their  friends. 
Bot  now,  he  stands  expos*d,  their  order  broke, 
And  seetns  to  dread  the  next  dęci  sire  stroke. 
So  at  aome  bloody  skge,  the  ponderous  bali 
Battera  with  oeaseless  ragę  the  crumbling  wali, 
(A  breach  once  madę)  aoon  gali*  the  naked  town, 
Biota  in  blood,  and  beaps  oo  heaps  are  thrown. 

Bach  avenne  thtis  elear 'd,  with  aching  heart 
Griper  beheld,  eserting  al]  his  art ; 
Once  morę  resohres  to  check  his  furioos  foe, 
Błock  up  the  passage,  and  elode  the  blow. 
With  cautaous  band,  and  with  less  fbrce,  he  threw 
The  wełl-poss'd  sphere,  that  gentry  circling  flew, 
But  stopping  start,  covei°d  the  mark  from  view. 
80  Kttle  Tancer  on  the  well-fbught  field, 
Securely  skolk'd  hehind  his  brotbert  shield. 
'  Nimrod,  in  dangers  bold,  whose  heart  elate, 
Nor  courted  Fortunek  smiles,  nor  fear'd  her  hate, 
Perplex'd,  but  not  discourag'd,  walk*d  around, 
With  curious  eye  examin'd  all  the  groand ; 
Not  the  least  opening  in  the  front  was  found. 
Ssdeway  be  leans,  dechumg  to  the  right, 
And  marks  bb  way,  and  moderates  his  mighŁ 
Smooth-gliding  o'er  the  plam,  th*  obedient  sphere 
Hełd  on  ii*  dubious  road,  wbile  hope  and  fear 
Afoernate  ebb*d  and  flow'd  in  every  breast : 
Now  rolling  nearer  to  the  mark  it  press'd ; 
Then  changMit*  coune,  by  the  strong  biass  rein'd, 
And  on  the  foe  dischargM  the  fbrce  that  yet  remain'd, 
Smart  was  the  stroke,  away  the  rrral  fied, 
The  bold  introder  trhunpbM  in  his  stead. 

Victorioi»  Nhnrod  seizM  the  glittering  prise, 
Sboots  of  outrageons  joy  invade  the  skies ; 
Banda,  tongues,  and  caps,  esalt  the  yictoHs  famę, 
Sabrinsrt  banks  retnrn  nim  loud  acclaim. 
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OYER  SAUL  AMD  JOMATHAM. 

PaorrmATB  on  earth  the  bleeding  warrior  lies, 
And  IsraePs  beauty  on  the  mountains  dies  ; 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen ! 
HoahM  be  my  sorrows,  gently  fali  my  tears, 
Łest  my  sad  tale  shoold  reach  the  aliens  ears : 
Bid  Parne  be  durni*,  and  tremble  to  proclaim 
In  heathen  Gatb,  or  Ascalon,  our  shame ; 
Lest  prond  Phittstia,  lest  our  haughty  foe,  * 

With  mrpious  scorn  insult  our  solemn  woe. 

O  Gilboa !  ye  hills  aspiring  high, 
The  ust  sad  scenę  of  lsraels  tragedy : 
No  fattening  dews  be  on  thy  lawns  distiird, 
No  kindly  showers  refresh  the  thirsty  field ; 
No  haUowM  fruits  thy  barren  soil  shall  raise, 
No  spotleai  kios  that  on  our  altars  blaze ; 
Łooewme  and  wild  shall  thy  bleak  summits  rise, 
AccnrsM  by  men,  and  hateful  to  the  skies, 
On  thee  the  shidds  of  mighty  wamors  lay, 
" ~  of  Saul  was  tikly  cast  away  ^ 
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The  Loid's  anointed,  Saul !  his  sacred  blood 
Distain'd  thy  brow,  and  swell'd  the  oommon  flood. 
How  are^  the  mighty  fal  len  !  * 

Wberee'er  their  bands  the  roya!  beroes  led, 
The  combat  tbickenM,  and  the  mighty  bied ; 
The  slaughtertl  hosts  beneath  their  falchions  die. 
And  wingM  with  death  unerrng  arruws  fly  ; 
Unknowing  to  return,  still  urge  the  foe, 
As  Fate  insatiate  and  as  surę  the  blow. 
The  son,  who  next  his  conquering  father  fbught, 
Repeats  the  wonders  his  exampl«  taught : 
Eager  his  sire^s  illustrious  steps  ta  toaot,    * 
And  by  heroic  deeds  aasert  his  race. 

The  roya]  eagle  thus  her  rinening  brood 
Trains  to  the  quarry,  and  directs  to  blood : 
His  darlins;thus,  the  f>rest  monarch  rears, 
A  firm  associate  for  his  fnture  wars  ; 
In  union  terrible,  they  seisee  the  prey, 
The  mountams  tremble,  and  the  wooda  obey. 

In  peace  united,  as  in  war  combin'd, 
Werę  Jonathan^  and  SauPs  anections  joitfd^ 
Paternal  grace  with  filial  duty  vy'd, 
And  lorę  the  knot  of  naturę  cK*er  ty'd. 
Ev'n  Fate  relents,  reveres  the  sacred  band, 
And  undmded  bids  their  friendship  stand. 
From  Earth  to  Heaven  enlargd,  their  joy  s  iinprove^ 
Still  fairer,  brighter  still  they  shine  above, 
Blest  in  a  long  eternity  of  love. 

Daughters  of  Israel,  ^er  the  royal  urn 
Wail  and  lament;  the  king,  the  father,  mourn. 
Oh  !  now  at  least  indulge  a  pious  woe, 
Tis  aU  the  dead  receive,  the  li^ing  can  bestow. 
Cast  on  ycfar  rich  attire  and  proud  array, 
Let  undissembled  sorrows  cloud  the  day : 
Those  ornaments  victonous  Saul  ba<>tow'd, 
W  ith  gold  your  necks,  your  robes  with  purple  g1ow'd : 
Quit  crowns,  and  garlanda,  for  the  sable.weed, 
To  songs  of  triumph  let  dumb  grief  succeed 
Let  all  our  gratef ul  hearts  for  our  dead  patron  bleed. 
How  are  the  mighty  fallen ! 

Though  thus  distressM,  though  thus  o1erwhelm>d 
with  grief, 
Ught  is  the  burthen  that  admi|s  relief; 
My  labouring  souł>  superior  woes  oppresaj 
Nor  rolling  time  can  heal,  nor  Fate  rodress*. 
Another  Saul  your  sorrows  can  remove, 
No  second  Jonathan  shali  bless  my  I'4ve. 

O  Jonathan !  my  friend,  my  brother  dear ! 
Eyes,  dtreatn  afresh,  and  cali  forth  every  tear : 
Swell,  my  sad  heart,  each  fauttering  pulse  beat  Iow, 
Down  sink  my  head  beneath  tliis  weight  uf  woe : 
Hear  my  laments,  ye  hills!  ye  woods,  return 
My  ceaseless  groans ;  with  me,  ye  turtlcs,  mourn ! 
How  pleasant  hast  thou  been  !  each  lovely  grace, 
Each  youthful  charm,  sate  blooming  011  thy  face  : 
Joy  from  thine  eyes  in  radiant  plories  sprung, 
And  manna dropt  from  thy  p<rsua-ive  tongne, 
Witness,greatHeav'n!  (fromyou  tu<*eardours  came) 
How  wonderful  his  love  !  the  kimlcst  damc 
Lov'd  not  like  him,  nor  felt  so  warm  a  fi  a  me. 
No  earthly  passion  to  such  height  aspires, 
And  seraphs  only  bura  with  purer  tir  es. 
In  vain,  while  honour  calls  io  glorious  arms, 
And  lsraels  cause  the  pious  patrol  warrus  : 
In  vain,  while  deaths  promkcuous  iły  bclnw, 
Nor  youth  can  bribe^nor  virtue  ward  the  blow» 
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YOUNG  LADY, 

wrrn  the  iłiad  of  bombr  trąksłated. 

Go,  happy  volume,  to  the  tair  impart 

.The  secret  wishes  of  a  wounded  heart : 

Kind  advocate  I  exert  thy  utmost  zeal, 

Describe  my  passion,  and  my  woes  reveaL 

Oft  shalt  thou  kiss  that  hand  where  roses  bloom, 

And  the  whfce  fiłr^reathes  its  rich  perfume ; 

On  thee  her  eyes  sball  shine,  thy  leaves  employ* 

£ach  faculty,  and  sooth  her  soul  with  joy. 

Watch  the  soft  hour,  when  peaceful  silence  reigns, 

And  Philomel  alone  like  me  complains : 

When  envious  prudes  no  longer  haunt  the  -fair, 

But  end  a  day  of  calumny  in  prayer : 

p?er  Quaries  or  Bunyan  nod,  in  dreams  relent, 

Without  disguise  give  all  their  passtons  vent, 

And  mourn  their  witherM  charms,  and  youthful 

prime  mispenL 
Theo  by  the  waxen  tapert  glimmering  light, 
With  thee  the  studious  maid  sball  pass  the  night; 
Sball  feel  her  heart  beat  quick  in  erery  page, 
And  tremble  at  the  stera  Pelides'  ragę : 
With  horrour  view  the  half-drawn  blade  appear,] 
And  tbe  desponding  tyrant  pale  with  fear ; 
To  calm  that  soul  untam'd,  sagę  Nestor  fails, 
And  ev'n  celestial  wisdom  scarce  preratls.1 
Then  lead  her  to  the  margm  of  the  main, 
And  let  her  hear  th>  impatient  chief  complain ; 
TossM  with  superior  storms,  on  the  bleak  shores 
He  lies,  and  louder  than  the  billows  roars. 
Next  the  dread  scenę  unibld  of  war  and  blood, 
Hector  in  arms  triumphant,  Oreece  subdued  $ 
The  partial  gods  who  with  their  fbes  conspire, 
The  dead,  the  dying,  and  the  fleet  on  fire. 
But  tell,  oh  !  tell  the  canse  of  all  this  woe, 
The  fatal  source  from  whence  these  mischiefs  flow ; 
Tell  her  twas  love  deny'd  the  hero  fir'd, 
Depriv'd  of  her  whom  most  his  heart  desir'<L 
Not  the  dire  vengeance  of  the  thundering  Jore, 
Can  mateh  the  boundless  ragę  of  injur  d  love. 
Stop  the  fierce  torrent,  and  its  billows  rise, 
lay  waste  the  sbores,  invade  both  earth  and  skies : 
Confine  it  non,  but  let  it  gently  flow, 
it  kindly  cheert  the  smiling  plains  bclow. 
And  everlasting  sweets  upon  its  borders  grow. 

To  Troyłs  proud  wali*  the  wondering  maid  convey, 
With  pointed  spires  and  golden  turrets  gay, 
The  work  of  gods :  thcnce  let  the  fair  behold  • 
The  court  of  Priam,  rich  in  gems  and  gold ; 
His  numerous  sons,  his  queen's  majestic  pride, 
Th'  aspiring  domes,  th'  apartments  stretching  wide, 
Where  on  their  looms  Sidonian  virgins  wrought, 
And  weav'd  the  battles  which  their  lovers  fought 
Herę  let  her  eyes  sunrey  those  fatal  charms, 
The  beauteous  prize  that  set  the  world  in  arms  ; 
Throngh  gazing  crowds,  bnght  progeny  of  Jove, 
She  walks,  and  every  panting  heart  heats  lorę. 
£r'n  sapless  age  new  blossoms  at  the  sight, 
And  views  the  fair  destioyer  with  delight : 
Beauty's  vastpower,hence  to  the  nyraph  makeknown, 
In  Helen'8  triumphs  let  her  read  her  own ;  -  ' 
Kor  blame  her  slaves,  but  lay  the  guilt  on  Fate, 
And  pardon  faihngs  which  her  charms  create. 
Rash  bard  !  fbrbear,  nor  let  thy  nattering  Muse, 

Tffth  pleasing  Tisions,  thy  food  heart  abuse ', 
•  i.  - 


Vain  are  thy  hopes  piesumplootts,  ram  thy  prayer^ 
Bright  is  her  image,  and  dirinely  fair: 
But  oh !  the  goddess  m  thy  arms  is  fleeting  sar. 
So  dreams  th'  ambitious  man  when  rich  Tokay, 
Or  Burgundy,  refines  his  vulgar  clay : 
The  wbite  rod  trembles  in  his  potent  hand, 
And  crowds  obseąuious  wait  his  high  commaad;  ' 
Upon  his  breast  he  views  the  radiant  star, 
And  gives  tbe  word  around  him,  peace  or  war : 
la  state  he  reigns,  for  one  short,  busy  night, 
But  soon  convinc*d  by  the  next  dawning  ligfat, 
Curses  the  fading  joy*  that  vanish  from.  his  ńgtt* 


AN  BPISTtB 

TO  ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

Neajł  fair  Avona's  silver  tide, 

Whose  waves  in  boft  meanders  glide, 

I  read,  to  the  delighted  swains, 

Your  jocund  songs  and  rural  strains. 

Smooth  as  her  stream*  your  rmmbers  flow, 

Your  thoughts  in  varied  beauties  show,     * 

Like  flowers  that  on  her  borders  grow. 

While  I  sunrey,  with  ravish'd  eyes, 

His  friendly  gift,1  my  valued  prize, 

Where  sister  Arts,  with  charms  dmne, 

In  their  fuli  bloom  and  beauty  shine.  * 

Alternately  my  soul  is  blest, 

Now  I  behold  my  welcome  guest, 

That  graceful,  that  engaging  air, 

So  dear  to  all  the  brave  and  fair. 

Nor  bas  th'  ingenious  artist  shown  r; 

His  outward  lineaments  alone, 

But  in  th'  expressive  draught  design'd 

The  nobler  beauties  of  his  mind ; 

Tnie  friendship,  love,  benerolence, 

Unstudied  wit,  and  manły  seuse. 

Then  as  your  book  I  wander  o'ef, 

And  feast  on  the  delicious  storę 

(Like  the  laborious  busy  bee, 

Pleas'd  with  the  sweet  variety) 

With  equal  wonder  and  surprise, 

I  see  resembling  portraits  rise. 

Brave  archers  march  in  brigbt  array,. 

In  troops  the  vulgar  linę  the  way.     * 

Herę  the  droll  figures  slyly  sneer, 

Or  cozcombs  at  fuli  length  appear. 

There  woods  and  lawns,  a  rural  scenę, 

And  swains  that  gambol  on  the  green.' 

Your  pen  can  act  the  penciPs  part 

With  greater  genius,  fire  and  art. 

Believe  me,  bard,  no  hunted  hind 
That  pants  against  the  southern  wind, 
And  seeks  the  stream  through  unknown  ways; 
No  matron  in  her  teemmg  days, 
E'er  felt  such  longings,  snch  desires, 
As  I  to  Yiew  those  lofty  spires, 
Those  domes,  where  fair  Edina  shroodf 
Her  towering  head  amid  the  clouds. 
But  oh  !  what  dangers  interpose ! 
Vales  dcep  with  dirt,  and  hills  with  snows, 
Proud  winter  floods  with  rapid  force, 
Forbid  the  pleasing  intercourse. 
But  surę  we  barda,  whose  purer  clay, 
Naturę  bas  mhrt  with  less  allay, 
Might  soon  find  out  an  easier  way. 

1  Lord  Somervile  was  pleased  to  send  me  hbon 
picture,  and  Mr-  Ramaay'1  worka*         Sombitili. 
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fto  not  sagę  matron  mount  on  high, 

And  switch  theh-  broom-sticks  through  the  sky; 

Rade  port  o'er  hills,  and  woods,  and  seas, 

Prom  Thule  to  th'  Hesperides* ? 

And  yet  the  men  of  Gresham  own; 

That  this  and  stranger  feats  are  done, 

By  a  warm  fancy's  power  atone. 

This  granted ;  why  cant  you  and  I 

Stretch  forth  our  wings,  and  cleaye  the  sky  ? 

Since  our  poetic  brama,  you  know, 

Than  theirs  must  morę  intensely  glow. 

Did  not  the  Theban  swan  take  wing, 

SnUimery  sonr,  and  sweetly  sing  r 

And  do  not  we,  of  humbler  vem, 

SnmrtTnwt  attempt  a  loftier  strain, 

Mount  sheer  out  of  the  readert  sight, 

Ohacurely  loat  in  ckrads  and  night? 

Tbcn  clhnb  your  Pegasus  with  speed, 
111  meet  thee  on  the  banka  of  Tweed : 
Not  aa  our  fathers  did  of  yore, 
To  swell  the  flood  with  crimaon  gore  ; 
Uke  the  Gadmean  murdering  brood, 
Each  thinting  for  his  brother'8  blood. 
For  now  all  bortUe  ragę  shall  ceaae ; 
LoIPd  m  the  downy  anna  of  Peace, 
Our  honest  banda  and  hearts  shall  join, 
Cer  joral  benąuets,  sparkling  winę. 
Lat  Peggy  at  thy  elbow  wait, 
And  I  shall  bring  my  bonny  Kate. 
But  hołd— oh!  take  a  special  care, 
T  admit  no  prying  kirkman  there; 
I  dread  the  penitential  chair. 
Wbat  a  atrange  figurę  ahould  1  make, 
A  poor  abandon'd  English  rake ; 
A  aąoire  wett  boru,  and  sht  fbot  high, 
Perch'd  in  that  aacred  pillory  ? 
Let  Spleen  and  Zeal  be  banish'd  thence, 
And  troubleaome  Impertmence, 
That  tella  his  atory  o,er  again  : 
Hl-inarjnerg,  and  his  saucy  train, 
And  Sełf-conceit,  and  stiff-rumpt  Prkte, 
That  grin  at  all  the  world  beside; 
Poul  Scandal,  with  a  load.of  lies, 
Intrigues,  rencounters,  prodigies, 
Pamela  busy  hawker,  hght  as  air, 

That  fecds  on  fraiłties  of  the  nur : 

E»Ty,  Hypocrisy,  Deceit, 

PSerce  Party-rage,  and  warm  Debatę; 

And  all  the  helUhounds  that  are  foea 

To  Frtendship  and  the  worWs  repose. 

Bat  Mirth  instead,  and  dimplmg  smiles, 

And  Wit,  that  gloomy  Care  beguiles ; 

And  joke,  and  pun,  and  merry  tale, 

And  toaats,  thatround  the  table  sail : 

Widie  Laraghter,  buntmg  through  the  crowd 

In  lollies,  tella  ouj  joya  aloud. 

Kark  !  the  ahrill  piper  mounta  on  high, 

The  woods,  the  streams,  the  rocka  reply, 

To  hia  ffcr-eounding  metody. 

Behokł  each  labooring  soueeze  prepare 

Snppbes  of  modulated  air. 

Obeerre  Croodestfs  active  bow, 

His  head  still  noddling  to  and  fro, 

His  eyes,  his  eheeks,  with  raptures  glow. 

See,  see  the  bashral  nymphs  advance, 

To  tead  the  regulated  dance ; 

Plyina;  still,  the  swains  pursuing, 

Yet  with  backward  glances  wooing. 

•TbeScillyislanda  weresocaUedby  the  ancie&U. 


This,  this  shall  be  the  joyous  scenę ; 
Nor  wanton  elves  that  skim  the  green 
Shall  be  so  blest,  so  blythe,  so  gay, 
Or  less  regard  what  dotards  say. 
My  Rosę  shall  then  your  Thistle  greet, 
The  Union  shall  be  morę  complete  ! 
And,  in  a  bottle  and  a  friend, 
EacLnatłoual  dispute  shall  end.' 


ANSWtK  TO  TRB  ABOYE  BPI8TŁS. 

BY  ALLAN  RAMSAY. 

Sia,  I  bad  you^s,  and  own  my  pleasure, 

On  the  receipt,  ewjeeded  measure. 
You  write  with  so  much  spirit  and  glee, 
Sae  smooth,  sae  strong,  correct  and  free; 
That  any  he  (by  you  allow'd 
To  have  some  merit)  may  be  proad. 

Ilf  thatfs  my  fault,  bear  you  the  blame, 
Wha've  lent  me  sic  a  lift  to  famę, 
Your  ain  tours  bigh,  and  widens  far, 
Bright  glancmg  like  the  first-rate  star, 
And  all  the  world  bestow  due  praise 
On  tbe  collection  of  your  lays ; 
Where  tarious  arts  and  turns  combine, 
Which  eren  in  parts  first  poeta  shine : 
Like  Mat  and  Swift  ye  shig  with  ease, 
And  can  be  Waller  wben  you  please. 
Continue,  sir,  and  shame  the  crew 
That  's  plagu'd  with  haring  nought  to  do, 
Whom  Fortune  in  a  meny  mood 
Has  orerchargM  with  gentle  blood, 
But  nas  denyM  a  genius  fit 
Foraction  or  aspiring  wit; 
Such  kenna  how  t'  employ  their  time, 
And  think  activity  a  crime : 
Aught  they  to  either  do,  or  say, 
Or  walk,  or  write,  or  read,  or  pray ! 
When  money,  their  Facotum,  >s  able 
To  furnish  them  a  numerous  rabble, 
Who  will,  for  daily  drink  and  wages, 
Be  chairmen,  chaplains,  clerks,  and  pages 
Could  they,  like  you,  employ  their  hours 
In  planting  these  delightful  flowers, 
Which  carpet  the  poetic  fiejds, 
And  lasting  funds  of  pleasure  yields ; 
Nae  mair  they  M  gaunt  and  gove  away, 
Or  sleep  or  loiter  out  the  day,  . 
Or  waste  the  night  damning  their  sauls 
In  deep  debauch,  and  bawdy  brawls ; 
Whence  po*  and  poverty  proceed 
An  early  eild,-and  spirits  dead. 
Rererse  of  you ;—  and  him  you  lovef 
Whose  brighter  spirit  tours  above 
The  mob  of  thoughtles*  lords  and  beaux, 
Who  in  his  ilka  action  shows 
"  True  friendship,  love  benevolence, 
UnstudyM  wit,  and  manly  sense." 
Allow  here  what  you  *ve  said  your  sell, 
Nought  can  b»  expres»  so  just  and  well  i 
To  him  and  her,  worthy  his  love, 
And  erery  blessing  from  above, 
A  son  is  given,  God  ?ave  the  lx>y, 
For  theirs  and  every  Som'rirs  joy. 
Ye  wardins  round  him  take  your  place, 
And  raise  him  with  each  manly  grace  ; 
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Make  his  meridian  rhrtnes  shine, 
To  add  fresh  1  u  stres  to  his  Hue : 
And  many  may  the  mother  see 
Of  such  a  lovely  progeny. 

No  w,  sir,  when  Bor.  as  nae  mair  thuds 
Ha  1,  snaw  and  sleet,  frae  blacken'd  clouds; 
Whde  Caledouia*s  hi  lis  are  green, 
And  a*  her  stratbs  delight  the  een ; 
While  ilka  flower  wifh  fragrance  blows, 
And  a  the  year  its  oeaoty  shows  ; 
Before  agdin  the  wiiiter  lour,  * 
What  h.uders  then  your  northem  tour  ?• 
Be  surę  of  weleome  :  nor  bclieve 
Th«w  wha  an  ill  report  would  give 
To  f  ;d'nburgh  and  the  land  of  cakesf 
Th  ii  iiought  what  'ft  necessary  lacks. 
Here  plenty^  goddc<s  frae  her  horn 
Po-irs  fish  and  cattle,  claith  and  corn, 
In  blyth  abundance :—  and  yet  mair, 
Our  m:  n  are  brave,  our  ladies  fair. 
Nor  will  Nortii  Britain  yield  fur  fouth 
Of  ilka  thing,  and  fellows  couth, 
To  any  but  her  si^ter  South. — 

Tnie,  rupirrd  roads  are  cursed  driegh, 
And  speats  aft  roar  frae  mountams  high : 
The  body  tires — poor  totterinjr  clay, 
And  iikes  with  case  at  hanie  tu  stay  ; 
While  sauls  stride  warlds  at  ilka  stend, 
And  can  their  widening  views  extciid. 
Winę  sees  you,  while  you  chcerfu1  roam 
On  sweet  Avona's  fluwery  howm, 
There  rrcoliecting,  with  fuli  view, 
Tlwse  foli  i  es  which  mankind  pursue; 
While,  oonscious  of  superior  nferit,  - 
You  rise  with  a  correciing:  spirit; 
And,  as  an  agent  of  the  gods, 
Lash  them  with  sharp  sa* yric  rods : 
Labouf  cllvine  !«— Next,  for  a  change, 
OVr  hill  and  dale  I  see  you  rangę, 
After  the  fox  or  whidding  ł^are, 
Confirminc  health  in  purest  air ; 
While  joy  frae  heights  and  dales  resounds, 
Rais'd  by  thr  hola,'  horn  and  hounds : 
Fatigu'd,  yet  pleas'd,  the  chase  out-run, 
I  see  the  friend,  and  setting  Sun, 
Invite  you  to  the  tempera  te  birquor, 
Whieh  niaites  the  blood  and  wit  ńW  quickca 
The  cWk  strikes  twelvc,  to  rest  you  bound, 
To  save  your  h^alth  by  sleeping  sound. 
Thus  with  cool  head  and  healsouic  breast 
Von  see  new  dav  stream  frae  the  east: 
Then  all  the  Muses  iound  you  shine, 
Inspiring  every  thoi^ht  divine ; 
Be  Jonę  their  aid — Your  years  and  blesses, 
Your  servaut  Allan  Ramsay  wishes. 


TO 


ALLAN  RAMSAY, 

WPON  HIS  PUBLISHING  A  8EC0ND  YOLUMB  OP  POEMS. 

Hail,  Caledonian  bard  !  whose  rural  strains 
Delight  the  listening  hilN,  and  cheer  the  plains  ! 
Already  polish'd  by  soni"  hand  divine, 
Tby  purer  ore  what  funiace  r-ri  refme  ? 
Carele^s  of  censure,  \\Vr  the  Sun,  shine  forth, 
In  native  lustre,  and  intrinsic  wortb. 


To  follow  Natura  is  by  rales  te  write, 
She  led  the  way,  and  taught  tbe  Stagirite, 
Frpm  her  the  critic^s  tarte,  the  poet's  fire, 
Both  drudge  in  vain  till  she  from  Heaven  ■ 
By  tbe  same  guide  instructed  how  to  somr, 
Allan  w  now  what  Homer  was  before. 

Ye  chosen  youths !  who  dare  like  nim  aspire, 
And  touch  with  bolder  hand  the  gokłen  lyre ! 
Keep  Naturę  still  in  view ;  on  her  intent, 
Climb  by  her  aid  the  dangerous  tteep  ascent 
To  lasting  famę.     Perhaps  a  little  art 
Is  needful,  to  piane  o  er  same  rugged  part; 
But  the  most  labour'd  elegance  and  ca^e, 
T'  arrive  at  fuli  perfection  roust  despair. 
Alter,  biot  out,  and  write  all  o'er  agmin,    ~ 
Alas  1  sonie  vcnial  sins  will  yet  remain. 
Indulgence  is  to  human  fraiłty  due, 
Ev'n  Pope  has  faults,  and  Addison  a  lew ; 
But  those,  like  mists  that  cloud  the  morning  ray, 
Are  lost  and  vanish  in  the  blaze  of  day. 
Th  »uglr  some  intruding  pimple  find  a  place 
Amid  the  glories  of  CIarinda's  face,. 
We  still  love  on,  with  equa)  zeal  adore, 
Nor  think  her  less  a  goddess  than  before. 
Slight  wounds  in  no  disgraceru!  scars  shall  end, 
Heald  by  the  balm  of  some  good-natnrM  friend. 
In  vain  shall  cankerM  Zoilus  assail, 
While  Spence  presides,  and  Candour  holda  the  scalę. 
His  generous  breast,  nor  enry  sonrs,  nor  spite, 
Taught  by  his  founder'8  motto  '  how  to  write, 
Good-manners  guides his  pen.   LuarnM  withoot prkle. 
In  dubious  points  not  forward  to  decide. 
If  here  and  there  uncommon  beauties  rise, 
From  flower  to  flower  he  roves  with  gład  aarprise. 
In  failings  no  malignant  pleasure  takes, 
Nor  rudely  triumphs  over  smali  mistakes. 
No  nauseous  praise,  no  biting  taunts  afiend, 
W  expect  a  censor,  and  we  find  a  friend. 
Poets,  improTM  by  his  correcting  cara, 
Shall  face  their  foes  with  morę  undannted  air, 
Stripp^d  of  their  rags,  shall  like  Ulyases  shine, 
With  morę  heroic  port,  and  grace  dmne. 
No  pomp  of  learning,  and  no  fund  of  seose, 
Can  e'er  atone  for  lost  benerulence. 
May  Wykehanrs  sons,  who  in  each  art  eaccel, 
And  rival  antient  bards  in  writing  well, 
While  from  their  bright  examples  taught  they  sing; 
And  emulate  their  fi.ghts  with  bolder  wing, 
From  their  own  frailties  learn  the  humbler  part, 
Mildly  to  judge  in  gentleness  of  heart ! 

Such  erties,  Ramsay,  jealous  for  our  fama, 
Wdl  not  with  malice  insolently  blame, 
But  lurM  by  prai*e  the  haggard  Muse  reclaim. 
Retouch  each  linę  till  all  is  just  and  neat, 
A  whoie  of  proper  parts,  a  work  almost  complete. 

So  when  some  beauteous  damę,  a  reigning  toast, 
The  flower  of  Forth,  and  proud  Edina's  boast, 
Stands  at  her  toilet  iu  her  tartan  plaid, 
In  all  her  nchest  head-geer  trimly  clad, 
The  curious  hand>maid,  with  observmnt  eye, 
Corrects  tbe  swe  I  ling  hoop  that  hangs  awry  ; 
Through  every  plait  her  busy  fingers  rovc, 
And  now  she  plies  below,  and  then  abo?e,    ' 
With  pleasiug  tattle  entertatns  the  fair, 
Each  ribbon  smooths,  adjusts  each  rambling  hsjrff 
Till  the  gay  nymph  in  her  fuli  lustre  shine, 
And  Homerfs  Juno  was  not  half  so  fine. 

>  William  of  Wykeham,  "Mannersmakfihmaa.* 
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Was  ever«ork  to  soch  perfcction  wrougbt; 
How  elegant  the  diotion !  parę  the  thought ! 
Kot  sparingly  adoruj  with  scatterM  rays, 
Bot  one  brigbt  beauty,  ooe  cołlected  blaae : 
So  breaks  the  day  upon  the  shades  of  ni^ht, 
Enurening  all  with  one  nnbounded  tight. 

To  humble  man's  proud  heart,  thy  great  design; 
But  who  can  read  this  wondrous  work  dhine, 
So  jintly  plann'd,  and  so  politely  writ, 
And  not  be  proud,  and  boast  of  human  wit  ł 

Yet  jurt  to  thee,  and  to  thy  precepts  tnie, 
Let  u*  know  man,  and  give  to  God  his  dne  ; 
His  image  we,  bat  mhtM  with  coerse  alby, 
Our  happines  to  lorę,  adore,  obey  ; 
To  praise  him  for  eacn  gracious  boon  bestowM, 
For  thts  thy  work,  for  every  lesser  good, 
With  prostrate  bearts  before  his  throne  to  fali, 
And  own  the  great  Creator  all  in  alL 

The  Muse.  which  shonld  instruct,  now  entertains, 
On  trifling  subjects,  in  eneirate  strains  ; 
Be  it  thy  task  to  set  the  wanderer  right, 
Point  out  ber  way  In  ber  aerial  flight ; 
Her  noble  mień,  ber  honorni  lost  restore, 
And  bid  ber  deepły  think,  and  proudJy  aoar. 
Thy  theme  snblime,  and  easy  mse,  will  proro 
Her  high  descent,  and  mission  from  above, 

Let  otbers  now  translate ;  thy  abler  pen 
Shall  rmdicate  the  ways  of  God  to  men; 
In  Vfrtue's  cause  shall  gloriously  prevatl, 
When  the  bench  frowus  in  vain,  and  palpits  fail. 
Madę  wise  by  thee,  whose  happy  style  conreya 
The  purest  morals  in  the  softest  lays, 
A§  angels  once,  so  now  we  mortals  bold 
Sball  clhnb  the  ladder  Jacob  view'd  of  old ; 
Thy  kind  refbrming  Masę  shall  lead  the  way 
To  the  bright  regioos  of  eternal  day. 


EPISTLE  TO  MR.  THOMSON, 

O*  THE  FIRST  BDITION  OP  BIS  SEASONS. 

So  bright,  so  dark,  upon  an  April  day, 

The  Sun  darts  fbrth,or  bides  his  various  ray  ; 

So  high,  so  Iow,  the  lark  asptring  sings, 

Or  drops  to  eaith  again  with  folded  wings ; 

60  amootb,  so  rough,  the  sea  that  laves  our  shores, 

JJmiles  in  a  calm,  or  in  a  tempest  roars. 

Betiere  me,  Thomson,  'tia  not  thus  I  write, 

Sewrely  kind,  by  envy  sourM  or  spite : 

Kor  would  I  rob  thy  brows  to  grace  my  own; 

Soch  arts  are  to  my  honest  soul  unknuwn. 

I  read  thee  orer  as  a  friend  should  read, 

GrierM  when  you  mil,  o'erjoy'd  when  you  succeed. 

Why  should  thy  Muse,  born  so  divine1y  fair, 

Want  the  reforming  toilefs  daily  care  ? 

Dreas  the  gaf  maid,  improre  each  native  grace. 

And  cali  forth  all  tbe  glories  of  ber  face : 

Studiously  plain,  and  elegautly  clean, 

With  unaflected  speech,  and  easy  mień, 

Th*  acc*nplish'd  nymph,  in  all  ber  best  attire, 

Oootts  shall  appłand,  and  prostrate  crowds  adaire. 

IKscreetly  daring,  with  a  stinen'd  rein, 

firm  m  thy  seat  the  flying  steed  restram* 


Tbough  few  thy  faolts,  who  can  perfeotion  boast  r 

Spots  in  the  Sun  are  in  his  lustrc  lost : 

Yet  er^n  those  spots  ezpunge  with  patient  care, 

Nor  fondly  the  minutest  errour  spare. 

For  kind  and  wise  the  parent,  who  reproyes 

The  slightest  blemish  in  the  child  he  loves. 

Read  Philips  much,  consider  Milton  morę  ; 

But  from  their  dross  extract  the  purer  ore. 

To  coin  new  words,  or  to  restore  the  old, 

In  southern  barda  łs  dangerous  and  boki ; 

But  rarely,  Tery  rarely,  will  succeed, 

When  rainted  on  the  other  side  of/Tweed. 

Let  perspicuity  o'ęr  all  preside — 

Soon  shalt  thon  be  the  nation'*  joy  and  pride. 

The  rhiming,  jragling  tribe,  with  bells  and  song, 

Who  drive  their  limping  Pegasus  alonp, 

Shall  learn  from  thee  in  bolder  fl  ghts  to  rise 

To  scorn  the  beaten  road,  and  rangę  the  skies. 

A  genius  so  refin'd,  so  just,  so  great,  ' 

In  Britain's  isle  shall  fiz  the  Muse's  seat, 

And  new  Parnassus  shall  at  home  create : 

Rules  from  thy  works,  each  futurę  bard  shall  draw, 

Thy  works,  abore  the  critic's  nicer  law, 

And  rich  in  brilliant  gems  without  a  naw. 


TO  THK  aiCHT  HOHOURASLE 

LADY  ANNĘ  COFENTRY. 

UPOK  ▼IBWIMG   HER   FINE   CHIMNEY-PIECE  OP 
•HELL-WORK. 

The  greedy  merchant  ploughs  the  sea  for  gain, 
And  rides  exulting  o'er  the  watery  plain : 
While  bowling  tempests,  from  their  rocky  bed, 
Indignant  break  around  his  careful  head. 

The  royal  fleet  the  liquid  waste  explores, 
And  speaks  in  thundW  to  the "tremb ling  shores  ; 
The  yoice  of  wrath  awak'd  the  nations  hear, 
The  vanquish'd  hope,  and  the  proud  vit*tors  fear  ; 
Those  quit  their  cham,  and  these  resign  their  palm* 
While  Britain's  awful  flag  oommands  a  calm. 

The  curious  sagę,  nor  gain  nor  famę  pursues, 
With  other  eyes  the  boiling  deep  he  riews ; 
Hangs  o'er  the  cliff  inquisitive  to  know 
The  secret  causes  of  its  ebb  and  flow  .- 
Whence  breathe  the  winds  that  ruffle  its  smooth  face, 
Or  ranks  in  classes  all  tbe  fishy  race, 
From  those  enormous  monsters  of  the  main, 
Who  in  their  world,  like  other  tyrants,  reign, 
To  the  poor  cockle-tribe,  that  humble  band, 
Who  cleave  to  rocks,  or  loiter  on  the  strand. 
Yet  ev'n  their  shells  the  forming  hand  divine 
Has,  with  distinguish'd  lustre,  taught  to  shine. 
What  bright  enamel !  and  what  ^^ariouR  dyes  ! 
What  lively  tints  delight  our  wondering  eyes ! 
Th'  Almighty  painter  glows  in  erery  linę  : 
How  mean,  alas  !  is  Raphael's  bold  design, 
And  Titian's  colouring,  if  compar*d  to  thine ! 
Justly  supremę  !  let  us  thy  power  revere, 
Thou  fill'st  all  space  !  all-beauteous  every  where  ? 
Thy  rising  Sun  with  blushes  paints  the  Mora, 
Thy  shining  lamps  the  face  of  Night  adom  ; 
Thy  flowers  the  meads,  thy  nodding  trees  the  hiUs  ^ 
The  rale*  thy  pastures  green,  and  bubbling  rills ; 
Thy  coral  groyes,  thy  rocju  that  amber  weep, 
Deck  all  the  gloomy  mansions  of  the  deep ; 
Thy  yellow  sands  distinct  with  gofden  ore, 
And  these  thy  yariegated  sbells  the  shore. 
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Patience,  dear  maki,  nor  withoat  cause  complain, 
O  lavish  not  those  precioos  drops  in  irain  : 
Under  the  shield  of  your  prevailing  charms, 
Your  happy  brother  lives  secure  firora  barnu, 
Your  bright  resemblance  all  my  ragę  disarms. 
Your  influence  unable  to  withstand, 
The  conacious  steel  drops  from  my  trembling  band; 
Low  at  your  feet  the  guilty  weapon  lies, 
The  foe  repenU,  and  the  fond  Iover  dies. 
JEaeaa  thiis  by  men  and  gods  pursued, 
Feeble  with  wounds,  defiTd  with  dust  and  bloodj 
Beauty's  bright  goddess  interposM  her  charms, 
And  sav'd  the  hopes  of  Troy  from  Orecian  anns. 


TO  DR.  M- 


BBADING   MATHBMATICf. 


Vain  our  pursuits  of  knowłedge,  vain  our  care, 
The  cost  and  labour  we  may  justly  spare. 
Death  from  this  coarse  alloy  refines  the  mindt 
Leaves  us  at  large  t'  expatiate  unconfin'd  ; 
All  science  opens  to  oor  wondering  eyea, 
And  the  good  man  is  in  a  moment  wise. 


FROM  MARTI  AL. 


BPIO.    XLVII. 


Woułd  you,  my  friend,  find  out  the  tnie  receipt, 
To  Iive  at  ease,  and  stem  the  tide  of  Fate; 
The  grand  elhur  thus  you  must  inrase, 
Au<k  these  ingredients  to  be  happy  chuse: 
First  an  estate,  not  got  with  toil  and  sweat, 
But  uneocumberłd  left,  and  free  from  debt : 
For  let  that  be  "your  doli  forefathert  care, 
To  pinch  and  drudge  for  his  deseróng  heir ; 
Fruitful  and  rich,  in  land  that  's  sound  and  good, 
ThatfiUs  your  barns  with  corn,your  hearth  with  wood ; 
That  cold  nor  hunger  may  your  house  infest, 
While  flames  invade  the  skies,  and  pudding  crowns 
A  quiet  mind,  serene,  and  free  from  care,   [the  feast 
Kor  puzzhng  on  the  bench,  nor  noisy  at  the  bar  ; 
A  body  sound,  that  physic  cannot  mend; 
And  the  best  pbysic  of  the  mind,  a  friend, 
Eotial  in  birth,  in  humour,  and  in  place, 
Thy  otber  self,  distinguishM  but  by  face ; 
Whose  sympathetic  soul  takes  equal  share 
Of  all  thy  pleasure,  and  of  all  thy  care. 
A  modest  boardj  adorn'd  with  men  of  sense, 
No  French  ragouts,  nor  French  impertinence, 
A  merry  bottle  to  engender  wit, 
Not  over-dos'd,  but  cuanium  sufficit: 
Equal  the  errour  is  in  each  exccss, 
Nor  dulness  less  a  siu,  than  drunkennen. 
A  tender  wife  dissolving  by  thy  side, 
Easy  and  chaste,  free  from  debatę  and  pride, 
Eaoh  day  a  mistress,  and  each  night  a  bride. 
Sleep  undisturb'd,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
The  merry  horn,  that  chides  thy  tedious  stay ; 
A  horse  that  's  clean,  sure-footed,  swift,  and  sound, 
And  dogs  thąt  make  the  echoing  clifts  resound  ; 
That  sweep  the  dewy  plains,  out-fly  the  wind, 
And  leave  doipestic  sorrows  far  behind. 
Pleas'd  with  thy  present  lot,  nor  grudging  at  the  past, 
J>ot  fearing  when  thy  time  sbaU  eonie,  nor  hoping 
for  thy  lasu 


TO  A  aiUTŁlMAW,' 

WHO  MARRIED  HIS  CAST  BUSTRESt 

FtOM  BOILACŚ,  BOOB*  XII.   ODE  XX.' 

D.    Whilb  I  was  yours/and  yours  alone, 

Proud,  and  transported  with  your  charms^ 
I  envy'd  not  the  Persian  throae, 

Bat  reign'd  morę  glorions  in  your  armii 

B.    While  you  were  true,  nor  Suky  fair 

Had  chasM  poor  Brony  from  your  breastj 
Not  Ilia  could  with  me  compare, 
So  fam'd,  or  so  dmnely  West. 

D.-    In  Suky's  arms  entranc'd  I  lie, 

So  sweetly  sings  the  wtrbling  mir ! 
For  whom  most  willingly  Pd  die, 
Wouid  Fate  the  gentle  Syren  spare. 

B.    Me  BHIy  burns  with  mntual  fire, 

For  whom  1  'd  die,  in  whom  I  lirę,      * 
For  whom  each  moment  I  'd  expire, 
Might  he,  my  better  part,  aurróe. 

D.    Sbould  I  once  morę  my  heart  resign, 
Would  you  the  penitent  receive  ł 
Would  Suky  scornM  atone  my  crime; 
And  wonfd  my  Brany  own  her  slare  * 

B.    Though  brighter  he  than  blazing  star, 
Morę  fickle  thou  than  wind  or  sea, 
With  thee,  my  kind  returningdear»r 
I  'd  live,  contented  die  with  thee. 


A  DAINTY  NEW  BALLAD 

OCCASIONEB  1T  A  CŁBaOTHAH'8  WIDÓW  OF  EBVUlńJ) 

TBABS   OF  AOB,  BEING  MARRIEB  10  A  Y0U»* 

BZCISBMAK. 

Thbbb  UVd  in  our  good  town, 
A  relict  of  the  gown, 

A  chaste  and  humble  damę;' 
Who,  when  her  man  of  God 
Was  cold  as  any  clod, 

Dropt  many  a  tear  in  Tam. 

But  now(  good  people,  learn  all,' 
No  grief  can  be  eternal  ; 

Nor  is  it  meet,  I  ween, 
That  folkB  sbould  always  whimper,' 
There  is  a  time  to  simper, 

As  quickly  shall  be  seen. 

For  Love,  that  little  urchin, 
About  this  widów  lurching,' 

Hadslily  fix'dhisdart; 
The  silent  creeping  flame 
BoilM  sore  in  every  vein, 

And  glowM  about  ber  heart. 

So  when  a  pipę  we  smoke, 
And  from  the  Aint  provoke 

The  sparks  that  twinkling  play  ; 
The  touchwood  old  and  dry 
,  With  heat  begins  to  fry, 

And  gently  wastes  away. 

With  art  she  patch'd  up  Naturę, 
Retbrming  every  teature,  ' 

Restoring  every  grace : 
To  gratify  her  pride, 
She  stoppM  each  cranny  wid% 

And  oaintedo/er  ber  tace. 


EPITHALAMIUM HUNTING  SONO. 


AV 


Kor  red,  nor  eke  the  wbito, 
Wn«  wanting  to  «nvite, 

Nor  oorml  lipa  thatpout  j 
But,  oh !  in  vaiD  she  tries, 
With  darts  to  arra  those  eyes 

That  dimty  8quint  aboot, 

» 

With  order  and  with  care, 
Her  pyramid  of  hahr 

Sublimely  mounts  tbe  sky  ; 
And,  that  she  might  prevail, 
She  bolsteiM  up  ber  taił, 

With  rumpt  three  stories  high. 

With  many  a  rich  perfume, 
She  purify'd  her  room, 

Ab  there  was  need,  no  doubt; 
For  011  these  warm  occasioDB, 
Offeneiye  eshalations 

Are  apt  to  fly  about 

On  beds  of  rotes  lying, 
Eapecting,  wishing,  dying, 

Thus  languish'd  for  ber  lov# 
Tbe  Cyprian  queen  of  old, . 
As  meny  bards  have  told, 

Ali  in  a  myrtk  grove. 

In  pale  of  mother  church, 
She  fbndly  hopM  to  lurob, 

Bot,  ah  me !  hop'd  in  varój 
No  doctor  conkł  be  found, 
Who  thk  her  case  profbund 

Durst  Tentnre  to  acpłain. 

At  length  a  youth  fali  smart, 
Who  oft  by  magie  art 

Had  divM  in  many  a  hole  ; 
Or  kilderkin,  or  tun, 
Or  hogshead,  'twas  all  one, 

He  'd  sound  it  with  his  pole. 

His  art,  and  eke  his  face, 
80  snited  to  ber  case, 

Engag'd  her  love-sick  heart; 
Onoth  she,  my  pretty  Direr, 
With  thee  I  'U  live  for  ever, 

And  from  thee  never  part. 

Por  thee  my  bloom  rewing, 
For  thee  fresh  charms  arising, 

Shall  melt  thee  into  joy; 
Nor  doubt,  my  pretty  sweeting, 
£re  nine  months  are  compleating, 

To  see  a  bonny  boy. 

As  ye  have  seen,  no  doubt, 
A  candle  wben  just  out, 

In  flames  break  forth  again  ; 
So  shone  this  widów  bright, 
AU  blazing  in  despight 

Of  threescore  years  and  ten. 


CANIDIA'8  EPITHALAMIUM. 

UrON  THK  SAMŁ 

Tiwb  as  małe  sołent,  as  old, 

To  Wart  Carndia'*  mce, 
(Which  once  'twas  rapture  to  behold) 

With  wrinkles  and  disgrace. 

Not  so  in  hlooming  beauty  bright, 
fiach  envying  ▼irguVs  pottern. 


She  retgn'd  with  undispnted  right 
A  priestess  of  St.  Cattera  >. 

Each  sprightly  soph,  each  brawny  tfarum, 
Spent  his  fint  runnings  herc; 

And  hoary  doctors  dribbling  come, 
To  languish  and  despair. 

Low  at  her  feet  the  prostrate  artf 

Their  humble  homage  pay ; 
To  her  the  tyrant  of  their  hearts, 

Each  bard  directs  his  lay. 

But  now,  wben  impotent  to  please, 

Alas !  sbe  would  be  doing ; 
Rererstng  Nature*s  wise  decrees, 

She  goes  hersełf  a-wooing. 

Though  bribM  with  all  her  pelf,  the  swaia 

Most  ankwardly  comphes ; . 
Press'd  to  bear  arms,  be  senres  in  pam, 

Or  from  his  colours  flies. 

So  does  an  ivy,  green  when  old, 

And  sprouting  in  decay, 
In  juiceless,  joy  less  arms  tnfold 

A  sapling  young  and  gay. 

The  thrmng  plant,  if  better  joinM, 

Woold  emnlate  tbe  skies; 
But,  to  that  witheiM  trunk  confinU, 

Orows  siekły,  pines,  and  dies. 


HUNTINO-SONG. 

Bxhou>,  my  friend,  the  rosy-fingerM  Mor*, 

With  blushes  on  her  face 

Peeps  o'er  yon  azure  bill ; 

Rich  gems  the  trees  enchase, 

Pearls  from  each  bush  distil, 
Arise,  arise,  and  hail  the  ligbt  new-born. 

Hark !  hark !  the  merty  hora  calls,  come  away : 

Quit,  quit  thy  downy  bed ; 

Break  from  Amynta's  arms ; 

Oh !  let  it  ne'er  be  said, 

That  all,  that  all  her  cbarms, 
Tbough  she  's  as  Venus  fair,  can  tempt  thy  stay. 

Perplex  thy  soul  no  morę  with  cares  below, 

For  what  wili  pelf  avail ! 

Thy  courser  paws  the  ground, 

Each  beagle  cocks  his  taił, 

They  spend  their  months  around, 
While  health,  and  pleasure,  smiles  on  erery  bmw. 

Try,  huntsmen,  all  the  brakes,  spread  aUtheplain, 

Now,  now,  she  's  gone  away, 

Strip,  strip,  with  speed  pursue; 

The  jocund  god  of  day, 

Who  fain  our  sport  would  view, 
See,  see,  be  flogs  bis  nery  steeds  in  vain. 

Pour  down,  like  a  flood  from  the  bills,  biwre  boya, 

Oa  the  wings  of  tbe  wind 

The  meny  beagles  fly ; 

Duli  Sorrow  lags  behind :  ^ 

Ye  shrill  echoes,  reply ; 
Catcb  each  flying  sound,  and  double  our  joys. 

Ye  rockf,  woods,  and  caves,  our  masie  repeats 
The  bright  spheres  thus  above, 
A  gay  ref  ulgent  train, 

1  She  was  bar-keeper  at  the  Cattera-wheelłnO^ 
ford* 
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Harmoniously  morę, 
0'er  yon  celestial  plam 
Uke  us  whirł  along,  in  concert  10  sweet* 

Now  Puss  threads  the  brakes,  and  hearily  flies, 

Xl  the  head  of  the  pack 

Old  Fidler  bears  the  beli, 

Every  foil  he  hunts  back, 

And  aloud  rings  her  knell, 
TUI,  fbrc'd  into  view,  she  pants,  and  the  diet. 

In  life's  duli  round  thus  we  tołl  and  we  iweat; 

Diseases,  grief,  and  pain, 

An  implacable  crew, 

While  we  double  in  vatn, 

Unrelenting  puraue, 
Till,  quite  hunted  down,  we  yield  with  regret. 

This  moment  is  ours,  come  lWe  while  ye  may, 

What  >s  decreed  by  dark  Fate 

Is  not  in  our  own  power, 

Since  to  morrow  's  too  late, 

Take  the  present  kind  hour : 
With  winę  cheer  the  night,  as  sports  bless  the  day. 


A  TRANSLATION  OFHORACE,  *r.  X. 

MOKACE  KEC0MMEKDS  A  COUMT1T  UPS,  AHD  BI8SUAD8S 
HIS  FU  I E  ND  FEOM  AMBITIOM  AND  AYAKICB. 

Health  to  my  friend  lost  in  the  smoky  town, 
From  him  who  brcathes  in  country  air  alone, 
In  all  things  else  thy  soul  and  minę  are  one ; 
And  like  two  aged  long  acąuainted  doves,      flores. 
The  same  our  mutual  hate,  the  same  our  mutual 
Close,  and  secure,  you  keep  your  lasy  nest, 
My  wandering  thoughts  won!t  let  my  pinions  rest : 
Cer  rocks,  seas,  woods,  I  take  my  wanton  flight. 
And  ł-ach  new  object  charms  with  new  delight 
To  say  no  morę,  my  friend,  I  live,  and  reign, 
Lord  of  myself :  I  *ve  broke  the  senrile  cham, 
Shook  off  with  scorn  the  trułeś  you  desire, 
AU  the  vain  empty  nothings  fops  admire. 
Thus  thę  lean  slave  of  some  fet  pamperM  priest 
With  greedy  eyes  at  first  vi«ws  each  luacurtoua  feast ; 
But,  quickly  cloyM,  now  he  no  morę  can  es* 
Their  godly  viands,  and  their  holy  meat : 
Wisely  ambitious  to  ba  free  and  poor, 
Longsfor  the  homely  scraps he loath'd  befbre. 
Seek'st  thou  a  place  where  Naturę  is  obsenrM, 
And  cooler  Reason  may  be  mildly  heard; 
To  rural  shades  let  thy  calm  soul  rctreat, 
These  are  th'  Elysian  llelds,  this  is  the  happy  seat, 
Proof  against  winterłs  cold,  and  siimmerłs  heat 
Herę  no  invidious  care  thy  peace  annoys, 
Pleep  undisturbM,  uninterrupted  Joys  j 
Your  marble  pavements  with  disgrace  must  yield 
To  each  smooth  plain,  and  gay  enamePd  field : 
Your  muddy  aąueducts  can  nełer  compare 
JYith  country  streams,  morę  pure  than  city  air  j 
Our  yew  and  bays  enclos'd  in  pots  ye  prize, 
And  mimie  little,  ł^auties  we  despise. 
The  rosę  and  woodbine  marble  wails  support, 
Holly  and  ivy  deck  the  gaudy  court : 
But  yet  in  vain  all  shifts  the  artist  tries, 
The  diseontented  twig  but  pmes  away  and  dies. 
The  house  y«  praise  that  a  large  prospect  yields, 
And  Tięw  with  longing  eyes  thepleasoreof  the  fiehJs; 


Tis  thus  ye  own,  thos  tacMy  confestt, 

Th*  iniraitable  charms  tbe  peacefbl  country  Mem 

In  vain'from  Natureto  rules  we  blindly  stray, 

And  push  th'  uneasy  mouHm  away : 

StiU  she  returns,  nor  lets  our  conscience  rest, 

But  night  and  day  racolcates  what  is  beat, 

Our  truest  friend,  though  an  unwdcome  guest, 

As  soon  th'  unskiiful  fooł  thafs  Wind  enougn, 

To  cali  rich  Indian  damask  Norwich  stuff, 

Shall  becosne  rich  by  trade ;  as  he  be  wise, 

Whose  partial  soul  and  undiscerning  eyes 

Can't  at  first  sight,  and  at  each  transient  view, 

Distinguish  good  from  bad,  or  false  from  tnie. 

He  that  too  high  esalts  his  giełdy  head 

When  Fortune  smiles,  if  the  jilt  frownt,  is  dead : 

Th'  aspiring  fool,  big  with  his  haughty  boast, 

Is  the  most  abject  wretch  when  all  his  hopes  are  lost 

Sjjt  loose  to  all  the  world^  nor  aught  admire, 

These  worthless  toys  too  fbndly  we  desire ; 

Since  when  the  darling's  ravish'd  from  our  heart, 

The  pleasure's  orer-balancM  by  the  smart. 

Confine  thy  thoughts,  and  bound  thy  loosedesires, 

For  thrifty  Naturę  no  great  cost  requires: 

A  healthful  body,  and  thy  mistress  kind, 

An  humble  cot,  and  a  morę  humble  mind  : 

These  onoe  enjoyM,  the  world  is  all  thy  own, 

From  thy  poor  celi  despise  the  tottering  throne, 

And  wakełtil  monarchs  in  a  bed  of  down. 

The  s+ag  well  arm'd,  and  with  unequal  force, 

From  fruitrul  meadows  chas'd  thecooąuerMhorse  ;' 

The  haughty  beast  that  stomacbM  the  disgrace, 

In  meaner  pastures  not  content  to  graze, 

Receives  thę  bit,  and  man's  assistance  prays. 

The  conquest  gain'd,  and  many  trophies  won, 

His  false  confederate  still  rode  boldly  on  ; 

In  vain  the  beast  cursM  his  perfidious  aid, 

He  plungM,  he  rearłd,  but  nothing  could  persuade 

The  rider  from  his  back,  or  bridle  from  his  head. 

Just  90  the  wretch  that  greedily  aspires, 

Unable  to  content  his  wild  desires ; 

Dreading  the  fatal  thought  of  bemg  poor, 

Loses  a  prize  worth  all  his  golden  ore, 

The  happy  freedom  he  enjoyM  befbre. 

About  him  still  th1  uneasy  load  he  bears, 

Spurr'd  on  with  fruitless  hopes,  and  curb'd  wifhamV 

ious  fears. 
The  man  whose  fortunes  fit  not  (o  his  mind, 
The  way  to  true  content  shall  nęyer  find; 
If  the  shoe  pinch,  or  if  it  prove  too  wide,    . 
In  that  he  walks  in-  pain,  in  this  be  treads  aside. 
But  you,  my  friend,  in  calm  contentment  live, 
Always  well  pleasM  with  what  the  gods  shall  gitej 
Let  not  base  shining  pelf  thy  mind  deprave, 
T^rant  of  fuols,  the  wise  man's  drudge  and  slare^ 
And  me  reprove  if  I  słiall  craye  for  morę, 
Or  seem  the  least  uneasy  to  be  poor. 
Thus  much  I  write,  meny,  and  free  from  care, 
And  nothing  covet,  but  thy  presence  here. 


THE  MISE&S  SPEECH. 
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Happy  the  man,  who,  free  from  care, 
.  Manures  his  own  paternal  fields, 

Content,  as  bis  wise  fethers  were.     , 
T'  enjoy  the  crop  bis  Wwtf  yfeMic 
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Kor  usury  ftormentshis  breast, 

That  buten  happiness  for  gaio, 
Kor  war  s  alarm*  disturb  his  rest, 

Nor  hazards  of  the  faithless  main : 

Kor  at  the  loud  tumultuous  bar, 
With  «xtly  nowe,  and  dear  debatę, 

Proclaims  an  ererlasting  war ; 
Nor  fawns  on  vUlains  basely  gmti 

Bot  for  the  vine  selects  a  spouse, 
Chaste  emblera  of  the  marriage-bed, 

Or  pnines  the  too  luxuriant  boughs, 
And  grafts  morę  happy  in  their  stead. 

Or  hears  the  lowing  herds  from  far, 
That  fatten  on  the  fruitful  plains, 

And  ponders  with  delightful  care, 
The  prospect  of  bis  futurę  gains. 

Or  shears  his  sheep  that  round  him  graze, 
And  droop  beneath  their  curling  loads  j 

Or  phmders  his  laborious  bees 
Ofbalmynectar,  drink  of  gods ! 

His  chearfal  head  when  Autumn  rears, 
And  bending  boughs  reward  his  pains, 

Joyous  be  plueks  the  luscious  pears, 
The  purple  grapę  his  flnger  stains. 

Bach  honest  heart  's  a  welcome  guest, 
With  tenipting  fruit  his  tables  glow, 

The  gods  are  bidden  to  the  feast, 
To  share  the  blessings  they  bestow. 

Under  aa  oak's  protecting  shade, 

In  flowery  meads  profusely  gay, 
Sapine  be  leans  his  peaceful  head, 

And  gently  toters  life  away. 

The  Tocal  streams  that  murmuring  flow, 
Or  from  their  springs  eomplaining  creep, 

The  bnds  that  chirp  on  every  bough, 
brrite  his  yielding  eyes  to  sleep. 

But,  when  bleak  storms  and  lowerfng  Jove 

Now  sadden  the  declining  year, 
Through  every  thicket,  every  grove, 

Swift  be  pursues  the  flying  deer. 

With  deep-hung  baund*  he  sweeps  the  plains  $ 
The  hiUs,  the  vallies,  sraoak  around  : 

The  woods  repeat  his  pleasing  pains, 
Ąnd  Echo  propagates  the  sound. 

Or,  push'd  by  his  yictorious  spear, 

Jhe  grisły  boar  before  him  flies, 
BetrayM  by  bis  prevai!ing  fear 

Into  the  toils,  the  monster  dies. 

His  towering  falcon  mounts  the  skies,    > 
And  cuts  through  clouds  his  liąuid  way  ; 

Or  ebe  with  sly  deceit  he  tries 
To  make  the  lesser  gamę  his  prey. 

Wbo,  thus  possess*d  of  solid  joy, 
Woold  Lorę,  that  idle  imp,  adore  ? 

Ooe  *%  coquet,  Myrtilla  >s  coy, 
And  Phyths  is  a  perju^d  whore. 

Adieu,  fiumutić  idle  flame  1 

Gr#e  me  a  profttable  wife, 
A  careral,  bot  obliging  damę, 

To  soften  all  the  toils  of  life: 

Wbo  shall  with  tender  care  proride, 
Against  ner  weary  spouse  return, 

With  plenty  see  his  board  suppry*d, 
And  make  the  crackling  bilłets  mim: 

VOJL  XL 


And  while  his  mes  and  maidi  repair 
To  fold  his  sheep,  to  milk  his  kine, 

With  unbought  dainties  feast  her  dear, 
And  treat  him  with  domestic  winę. 

I  view  with  pity  and  disdain 
The  costly  trifles  crocombsboast, 

Their  Bourdeaiuc,  Burgundy,  Champaign, 
Though  sparkling  with  the  brightest  toast* 

Pleas'd  with  sound  mamifacture  morę, 
Than  all  the  stum  the  knaves  impose, 

When  the  vain  cully  tream  his  whore, 
At  Brawn'8,  the  Mitrę,  or  the  Bose. 

Let  fops  their  siekły  palates  please, 

With  luxury*s  expensrre  storę, 
And  feast  each  yirulent  disease 

With  dainties  from  a  fbreign  snom 

I,  whom  my  little  farm  supplies, 
Richly  on  Nsture's  bouuty  live; 

Tbe  only  happy  are  the  wise, 
Content  is  all  the  gods  can  give. 

While  thus  on  wholesome  cates  I  feast, 
Oh !  with  what  rapture  I  behold 

My  flocks  in  comely  order  hastę 
V  enrich  with  soil  the  barren  fold  l 

The  languid  oz  approaches  slow, 
To  share  the  food  his  labours  earn; 

Painful  he  tugs  th'  hrrerted  plough. 
Nor  hunger  ąuickens  his  return* 

My  wanton  swains,  uncouthly  gay, 
About  my  smilmg  hearth  delight, 

To  sweeten  the  laborious  day, 
By  many  a  merry  tale  at  night. 

Thus  spoke  old  Gripe,  wben  botties  thr6q 
Of  Burton  ale,  and  sea-coal  fire, 

Unlóck'd  his  breast :  resolr'd  to  be 
A  generous,  honest,  country  sąuire. 

That  yery  night  his  rooney  lent, 
On  bond,  or  mortgage,  he  calPd  in, 

With  lawful  use  of  siz  per  cent : 
Nezt  mora,  he  put  it  out  at  ten* 


FABLEL 


nB  CAPTlVB  TKUMFfiTSJU 


-—Quo  non  pnestantior  alter 
JEre  ciere  yiros,  Martemąue  acceudere  cantu. 


Virf. 


A  party  of  hussars  of  late 

For  próg  and  plunder  scourM  the  plains, 
Some  French  Gens  d'Armes  surpris'd,  and  beat^ 

And  brought  their  trumpeter  in  chains* 

In  doleful  plight,  th'  unhappy*  bard 
For  quarter  begg'd  on  bended  knee, 

"  Piły,  Messieurs !  In  truth  Us  hard 
To  kill  a  harmless  enemy. 

"  These  hands,  of  slaughter  innocent, 
Ne'er  brandish'd  the  destroctire  sword, 

To  you  or  yours  no  hurt  I  meant, 
O.  taka  a  poor  musician's  wonL" 

But  the  stern  fbe,  with  generous  ragę, 

"  Scoundrel !»  reply'd,  «  thou  fint  shalt  óie, 

Wbo,  urging  others  to  engage, 
From  famę  and  danger  hasały  fly» 
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The  brave  by  law  of  arms  we  ipare, 
Thou  by  the  hangman  shalt  ezpire ; 
Tis  just,  and  not  at  all  severe, 
To  stop  the  breath  that  blew  the  fire* 

FABLE  II. 

s 

THE  BALD-PATED  WELSHMAN,  AND  THE  FŁY. 

— Qui  non  moderabitur  irae, 
Infectum  yolet  esse,  dolor  quod  suaserit  Sc  mens, 
Dum  poenas  odio  per  vim  festinat  inulto.  Hor. 

A  squire  of  Wales,  whose  blood  ran  bigher 
Than  that  of  any  other  souire, 
Hasty  and  hot ;  whose  peerish  honour 
Rereng'd  each  slight  was  put  upon  ber, 
Upon  a  nx>untain's  top  one  day 
Expos'd  to  Sol's  meridian  ray ; 
He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  curs'd,  he  swore, 
£xhal'd  a  sea  at  every  porę : 
At  last,  such  insults  to  evade, 
Sought  the  next  tree's  protccting  shade  ; 
Where,  as  he  lay  disso)v'd  in  sweat, 
And  wip'd  off  many  a  rivulet, 
Off  in  a  pet  the  beaver  flics, 
And  flaxen  wig,  Time's  best  disguise, 
By  which,  fo!ks  of  maturer  ages 
Vie  with  smooth  beatnc,  and  ladies*  pages : 
Though  'twas  a  secret  rarely  known, 
111-natur'd  Age  had  cropt  his  crown, 
Grubb'd  all  the  covert  up,  and  now 
A  large  smooth  plain  extends  his  brow. 
Thus  as  be  lay  with  numskul  bare, 
And  courted  the  refreshing  air, 
New  persecutions  st  11  appear, 
A  noisy  fly  oftends  his  ear. 
Alas !  what  man  of  parts  and  sense 
Could  bear  such  vile  impertinence  r 
Yet  so  discourteous  is  our  fate, 
Fools  always  buz  about  tbe  great 
This  insect  now,  whose  aetrre  spite, 
TeazM  him  with  never-oeasing  bite, 
With  so  much  judgment  playM  his  part, 
He  bad  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart : 
In  vain  with  open  hands  he  tries 
To  guard  his  ears,  his  nose,  bis  eyes  ; 
Por  now  at  last,  famriiar  crown, 
He  perch'd  upon  his  worship's  crown, 
With  teeth  and  claws  his  skin  he  torc, 
And  stiitTM  himself  with  hu  man  gore, 
At  last,  in  manners  to  cxcel, 
Untruss'd  a  point,  some  authors  telL 
But  now  what  rhetoric  could  assuage 
The  furious  squire,  stark  mad  with  ragę  r 
Inipatient  at  the  foul  disgrace, 
From  insect  of  so  mean  a  race ; 
And  plotting  vengeance  on  his  ioe9 
With  double  fist  he  aims  a  blow  : 
The  nimbie  fly  escap'd  by  flight, 
And  skip'd  from  this  unequal  fight 
Th'  imponding  stroke  with  all  its  weight 
Feli  on  his  own  beloved  pate. 
Thus  much  he  gain'd  by  this  adyentnrous  deed, 
jHe  tbul'd  his  fingers,  and  he  broke  his  head* 

• 

lfOlAŁ. 

Let  senates  hence  learn  to  preserre  their  state, 
And  scorn  tbe  fool»  below  tbeir  grave  debatę, 
Who  by  thł  uneąual  strife  grows  popular  and  great 


Let  him  tras  on,  with  senseless  rant  derjr 
The  wise,  the  good ;  yet  stall  'tis  but  a  fly* 
With  puny  tbes  the  toil  's  not  worth  the  cost,  ' 
Where  nothing  can  be  gainM,  much  may  be  lostś 
Let  cranes  and  pigmies  in  mock-war  engage, 
A  prey  beneath  the  generous  eagle^  ragę. 
Tnie  honour  o'er  the  cloods  sublimely  wings  ; 
Young  Ammon  scoms  to  run  with  łeas  than  kmgt, 

FABLE  Ul. 

THE  AUT  AND  TBE  FtY. 

Quem  res  plus  nimio  delectav£re  secunda, 
Mutatae  quatient—  Hor* 

The  careful  ant  that  meanly  faresa 

And  labours  hardly  to  supply, 
With  wholesome  cates  and  bomely  taree,  . 

His  numerous  working  family; 

Upon  a  visit  met  one  day 

His  cousin  fly,  in  all  his  pride, 
A  courtier  insolent  and  gay, 

By  Goody  Maggot  near  allyM  : 

The  humble  insect  humbly  bow'd. 

And  all  his  lowest  congees  paid, 
Of  an  alliance  wondrous  proud 

To  such  a  huffing  tearing  blade. 

The  haughty  fly  look'd  big,  and  swore 
He  knew  him  not,  nor  whence  he  came; 

HuflPd  much,  and  with  impatience  borę 
The  scandal  of  so  mean  a  claim. 

"  Friend  Clodpate,  know,  'tis  not  the  modę 
At  court,  to  own  such  clowna  as  thee, 

Nor  is  it  civil  to  intrude 
On  flies  ofrank  and  ąuality. 

"  I— who,  m  joy  and  indolence, 
Converse  with  monarchs  and  grandees, 

Regaling  every  nicer  sense 
Wllh  olios,  soups,  and  fricassees; 

"  Who  kiss  each  beauty'8  balmy  lip,  m    ' 

Or  genUy  buz  into  ber  ear, 
About  her  snowy  bosom  skip, 

And  sometimes  creep  the  lord  knows  where  \* 

The  ant,  who  could  no  longer  bear 

His  cousin's  insolence  and  pride, 
TossM  up  his  head,  and  with  an  air 

Of  conscious  worth,  he  thus  repłyM  ; 

••  Vain  insect !  know,  the  time  will  come,. 

When  the  court-sun  no  morę  shall  shinet 
When  frosts  thy  gaudy  limbs  benumb, 

And  damps  about  thy  wings  shall  twinej 

"  When  some  dark  nasty  hole  shall  hide 

And  cover  thy  neglected  head, 
When  all  this  lofty  swelling  pride 

Shall  burst,  and  shrink  into  a  shade  ? 

"  Take  heed,  lest  Fortune  change  the  scenę : 

Some  of  thy  brethren  I  remember, 
Jn  June  have  mighty  princes  been, 

ButheggM  their  bread  before  Deceinber.'' 

MORAU 

This  precious  ofispring  of 'a  t — d 
Is  first  a  pimp,  and  then  a  lord ; 
Ambitious  to  be  great,  not  good, 
Forgets  his  own  dear  flesh  aud  blood. 
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Blind  goddess  t  Who  dełighfst  kk  jofce, 
O  fix  bim  on  thy  lowest  spoke ; 
And  sińce  the  scoundrel  is  so  vain, 
lleduce  nim  to  hn  filth  again* 

FABLE    IV. 

THB   WOLP,   THB  FOS,   AND  THB    APB. 

Cłodius  accusat  Moschos,  Catilina  Cethegum. 

Jut. 
Tbb  wolf  impeach'd  the  fox  of  theft, 

The  Fok  the  charge  deny'd; 
To  the  grave  ape  the  case  was  left, 

In  justice  to  decide. 

Wise  Pug  with  comely  buttocks  sate, 

And  nodded  o*er  the  laws,    * 
DistinguishM  well  throngh  the  debatę, 

And  thus  adjudgM  the  cause: 

M  The  goods  are  stole,  but  not  from  thee, 

Two  pickled  rogues  well  met, 
Ibou  shatt  be  hang'd  for  perjury,  , 

He  for  an  arrant  cheat." 

MORAŁ* 

Hang  both,  judicious  brute,  'twas  bravely  sald, 
May  viUaius  always  to  their  ruin  plead ! 
When  knaves  lali  out,  and  spitefully  accuse, 
There'6  nothing  like  the  reconciling  noose. 
O  hemp  !  the  noblest  gift  propitious  Heaven 
To  mortals  with  a  bounteous  band  has  given, 
To  stop  maiictous  breath,  to  end  debatę* 
To  prop  the  shaking  throne,  and  purge  thestate* 

FABLE    V. 

THB  DOO  AHD  THB  BBAR. 

*— Delirant  reges,  plectuntur  Achivi, 
Seditione,  dolis,  scelere,  atque  libidine  &  ir4 
Ibaoos  nitra  muros,  peccatur,  &  eactra.    Hor* 

Towsaa,  of  right  Hocldeian  sire, 

A  dog  of  mettle  and  of  fire, 

With  Ursin  grim,  an  errant  bear, 

MaintainM  a  lonjg  and  dubious  war : 

Oft  Ursm  on  his  back  was  tost, 

And^Towser  many  a  collop  lost; 

Capricious  Fortune  would  declare, 

Now  for  the  dog,  then  for  the  bear. 

Urna  haviug  try'd  their  courage  feirly, 

Brave  Ursin  first  desirM  a  parły ; 

"  Stoot  oombatant"  (ąuoth  he)  "  whoee  mlght 

I*ve  felt  in  many  a  bloody  fight* 

Tell  me  the  cause  of  all  this  pother, 

And  why  we  worry  one  another  ?* 

•*  That's  a  moot  point,"  the  cur  reply'd, 

**  Onr  masters  only  can  decide. 

While  thee  and  1  our  hearts  blood  spili, 

They  prudently  their  pockets  fili ; 

Halko  os  on  with  all  their  might, 

To  tnrn  a  penny  by  the  fight" 

**  If  that's  the  case,"  return'd  the  bear, 

"  TSs  time  at  last.to  end  the  war  ; 

Tboa  keep  thy  teetb,  and  I  my^claws, 

To  combat  in  a  nobler  cause ; 

Sleep  m  a  whole  skin,  I  advise, 

And  let  them  tyeed,  who  gain  tha  nriza," 


MORAt. 


Parties  enragM  on  one  another  fali, 

The  butcher  and  the  bear-ward  pocket  all. 

FABLE    VI. 

THB  WOUNDBD  MAN,  AMD  THE  SWARM  0P  PLIES, 

E  malis  minimum— 

Sq0alid  with  wounds,  and  many  a  gaping  sore* 

A  wretehed  Lazar  lay  distres9'd ; 
A  swarm  of  flies  his  bleeding  ulcers  tore, 

And  ou  his  putrid  careass  feast. 

A  courteous  traveller,  who  passM  that  way, 

And  saw  the  vile  Harpeian  brood, 
OflerM  his  help  the  monstrous  crew  to  slay, 

That  rioted  on  human  blood. 


« 


Ah  !  gentle  sir,"  th*  unhappy  wretch  replyM, 
"  Your  well-meant  charity  refrain  \ 
'The  angry  Gods  |have  that  redress  deuy'd, 
Your  goodness  would  increase  my  pain. 

"  Fat,  and.full-fed,  and  with  abundanee  cloy*d* 
But  now  and  then  tftese  tyrants  feed  ; 

But  were,  alas  !  this  pamperd  brood  destroy'd, 
The  lean  and  hungry  would  succeed." 

MORAŁ. 

The  body  politie  must  soon  decay, 
When  swarms  of  inseets  on  its  vitals  ptey ; 
When  blood-sackers  of  state,  a  greedy  brood, 
Feast  on  our  wounds,  and  fatten  with  our  blood* 
What  must  we  do  in  this  serere  distress  ? 
Come,  doctor,  give  the  patient  some  redress: 
The  quacks  in  politics  a  change  advise, 
But  cooler  counsels  should  direct  the  wise. 
Tis  hard  indeed ;  but  better  this,  than  worse  \ 
Mistaken  blessings  prove  the  greatest  curse. 
Alas  !  what  would  our  bleeding  country  gain, 
If,  when  this  viperous  brood  at  last  is  slain, 
The  teeming  Hydra  pullulates  again ; 
Seizes  the  prey  with  morę  ▼oracious  bite} 
To  satisfy  bis  hungry  appetite  ? 

FABLE    VIL 

THB  WOŁP  AND  THB  DOG. 

Hanc  ego  per  Syrtes,  Libyaequeextrematriutnpliam 
Ducere  maluerim,  quam  ter  capitolia  curru 
Scandere  Pompeii,  quam  frangere  colla  Jugurths*. 

Luc* 

A  raowŁiNG  wolf  that  scourM  the  plains, 
To  eaae  his  hungerfs  gripmg  pains ; 
Ragged  as  courtier  in  disgraee, 
Hide-bound,  and  lean,  and  out  of  case  ; 
By  chance  a  well-fed  dog  espy'd, 
And  being  kin,  and  near  ally'd, 
He  civilly  salutes  the  cur, 
<(  How  do  you,  cuz  ?  Your  serrant,  sir  ? 
O  happy  fnend !  how  gay  thy  mień  ! 
How  plump  thy  sides,  how  słeek  thy  skin  l 
Triumphant  plenty  shines  all  o'cr, 
And*  the  fat  melts  at  every  porę  ! 
While  I,  alas  !  decayM  and  old, 
Wfth  bunger  pin'd,  and  stiff  with  cold, 
With  many  a  howl,  and  hideous  groan  , 
Tell  the  relentless  woods  my  moau, 
P2 
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I^ythee,  my  happy  friend  !  impart , 

Thy  wondrous,  cunning,  thrmng  art." 

«'  Why.  feith,  MI  tell  tbee  m  a  friend, 

Bat  first  thy  surly  mumen  mend  j 

Be  co?np1aisantt  oblane,  kind, 

And  ler;ve  the  wolf  for  ance  behind." 

The  wolf,  whose  month  began  to  water, 

"With/ioy  and  rapture  gallop'd  after, 

Wh<-n  thos  the  dog  :  "  At  bed  and board, 

1  *hare  the  plenty  of  my  lord ; 

Prom  every  guest  I  claim  a  fee, 

Who  court  my  lord  by  bribing  me  s 

In  iiiirth  I  rerel  all  the  day, 

And  many  a  gamę  at  rompc  I  play : 

I  fetoh  and  carry,  leap  o'er  sticks, 

And  t wenty  nich  diverting  tricki" 

"  Tis  pretry,  faith,"  the  wolf  replytt, 

And  on  his  neck  the  collar  spy'd : 

Ho  <iarts,  and  without  morę  ado 

}!(•  bi<ls  the  abject  wretch  adieu  : 

"  F.njoy  your  dainties,  friend;  to  me 

The  nobtest  feast  is  liberty. 

The  famish'd  wolf  upon  these  desert  plaras, 

Is  happier  than  a  fawning  cur  in  chain*. 

MORAŁ. 

Thus  bravely  spokc  the  nurse  of  ancient  Korne, 
Thus  the  stare 'd  Swiss,  and  hungry  Grisons  roam> 
On  barren  hills,  clad  with  eternal  snów, 
And  loolr  with  scora  on  the  prim  slaves  below. 
Thus  Cato  scap'd  by  death  the  tyranfs  chains, 
And  walks  unshackled  in  th'  Elysian  plains. 
Thus  Britona,  thus,  your  great  fbre&then  stood 
For  liberty,  and  fóught  in  seas  of  blood. 
To  barren*  rocks,  and  gloomy  woods  confin'd, 
Theirvirtaes  by  neceasity  refin'd, 
Kor  cold,  nor  want,  nor  death,  could  shake  their 

steady  mind. 
Ko  saucy  Druid  then  durst  ery  aloud, 
And  with  his  slavish  cant  debauch  the  crowd  i 
Ko  passive  legions  in  a  scoundrePs  cause 
Pillage  a'  city,  and  a/Front  the  laws. 
The  state  tws  quiet,  happy,  and  serene, 
Por  Boadicea  was  the  Britons'  qneen ; 
Her  subjects  their  just  liberties  maratain'd, 
And  in  her  people's  hearts  the  hanpy  mooarch 
reign'd. 

FABLE  V1IL 


THB  OYSTER. 

—In  JUS 
Acres  procurrunt,  magnum  spectaculun* 

Two  comrades,  as  grave  authors  say, 
(But  in  what  chapter,  page,  or  linę, 
Ye  critics,  if  ye  please,  define) 

Had  fbund  an  oyster  in  their  way. 

Contert.  and  fbul  debatę  arose, 

Both  view'd  at  once  with  greedy  eyes, 
Both  chtMengM  the  delicious  prize, 

And  high  words  suon  improv'd  to  blows. 

Actions  on  actions  henoe  succeed. 
Fach  bcro's  obstinately  stout, 
Ciroen  bags  and  parchments  fly  about, 

Pleadings  are  dra#n,  a&4  oonnsel  feeU  '• 


uterone. 
Hor. 


The  parsom  of  the  place,  good  monł 

Whoee  kind  and  charitaWe  beart 
In  human  ills  still  borę  a  part,    . 
Thrice  shook  his  head,  and  thus  beganw 

"  Neighbours  and  friends,  refer  to  me 
This  doughty  matter  in  dispute, 
I  'U  soon  decide  th"  important  suit. 

And  finish  all  without  a  fee. 

"  Give  me  the  oyster  then— ti»  well— ^ 

He  opens  it,  and  at  one  sup 

Oulpa  the  contested  trifle  up, 
And  smiling  ghres  to  each  a  shell. 

"  Hencefbrth  let  foolish  discord  cease, 
Your  oyster'*  good  as  e'er  was  eat ; 
I  thank  you  for  my  dainty  treat, 

God  bless  you  both,  and  live  in  peacev 

MORAŁ. 

Ye  men  of  Norfolk  and  of  Walet, 

Prom  this  leara  common  sense; 
Nor  thrust  your  neighbonrs  into  goab, 

For  erery  sligbt  ofience. 

Banish  those  vermin  of  debatę, 

That  on  your  substance  feed ; 
The  knares,  who  now  are  serv'd  in  piątej 

Would  starre,  if  fools  agreecL 

FABLE    IX. 

THB  SBBBP  AND  THB  BUSH. 

Łsetns  sorte  tui  vives  sapienter.—  Hor* 

A  shbep,  weU-meaning  hrute !  one  mam 
Retirtt  beneath  a  spreading  taora, 
A  pealing  storm  to  shun ; 

Escap  d  indeed  both  rain  and  wind, 

But  left,  alas  !  his  fteece  behind : 
Was  it  not  wisely  done  ? 

MOBAL. 

Beneath  the  blast  while  pliant  osiera  bend, 

The  stubborn  oak  each  furioas  wind  shaH  reod; 

Discreetly  yield,  and  patientity  endure, 

Such  common  evils  as  admtt  no  cure. 

These  fetę  ordains,  and  Heav'n'shigh  wili  bata  m 

In  humble  littlepess  submit  contenL 

But  those  thy  fblly  brings,  in  time  prezent 

FABLE   X 

tub  ntoc*s  CHOICK. 

£|  ipim  yof  far<  juw'  %ufUMM* «  et  *** 

In  a  wild  state  of  naturę,  long 
The  frogs  at  random  liv'd, 
The  weak  a  prey  unto  the  strong, 
With  anaichy  oppressM  and  griev'd. 

At  length  the  lawless  ront, 
Tanght  by  their  sufierrogs,  grew  devonti 
An  embassy  to  Jove  they  sent, 
And  beggłd  hit  highness  would  bestow 
Some  settled  form  of  gorernosoot, 
A  king  to  role  the  fen  bekfw. 
Jove,  smiling,  grants  their  odd  regnes^ 
A  king  th'  mdulgent  power  bestow'd» 
(Soch  as  might  mit  Ibeir  fenns  beat) 
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A  beam  of  a  prodigioas  sfcre, 

With  aU  fa  cuiiiberous  load, 

Came  tnmbling  finom  the  skiea, 
TTie  wmters  dash  againstthe  sbore, 

Tbc  hollow  caverns  roar  $ 
The  rocka  return  the  dneadful  sound, 

Conrulftons  shake  the  groond. 
The  mahitude  with  horrour  fled, 

And  in  hi»  oozy  bed 
Bach  skulking  coward  hid  his  head. 

When  all  is  now  grown  calm  again9 
And  smoothly  gtides  the  ]iquid  plain, 
A  frog  morę  resolute  and  bold, 
Peeping  with  cąation  from  his  hołd  ; 
ReoorerM  from  his  fint  surprize, 
Am  o*er  the  wave  his  head  he  popt, 
He  s&w— but  scarce  believ'd  his  eyes. 
On  the  aame  bank  wbere  fint  he  dropt, 

Th'  imperial  lubber  lies, 
Stretcb'd  at  his  ease,  careless,  coatcot : 
"  Is  tbis  the  monarcb  Joto  nas  sent," 
(Said  he)  "  oor  warlike  troops  to  lead  ? 
Ay !  *tia  a  glorious  prince  indeed ! 
By  sach  an  acthre  generał  ted, 
The  routed  mice  our  anns  shall  dread, 

Sobdoed  shall  quit  their  claim : 
OW  Homer  shall  recant  his  Uys, 

For  us  new  trophies  raise, 
Sag  oor  victorioua  arms,  and  jostify  onr  famę.'' 
Then  huighing  iinpadently  lood, 
He  sooa  alarmM  the  dastard  crowd. 
The  croaking  nations  with  oontempt 
Behold  the  worthless  indolent, 
On  wings  of  winds,  swift  scandal  flies, 

Iibels,  lampoons,  and  lyes, 
Hoarse  treasons,  tuneless  blasphemies. 
With  actrre  leap  at  last  upon  his  back  they  stride, 
And  on  the  royal  loggerhead  in  trinmph  ride.' 

Onee  morę  to  Joto  their  prayeru  addrest, 

And  onoe  morę  Jore  grants  their  reąnest : 

A  stork  he  sends  of  monstraus  stase, 

Bed  lightning  flashing  in  his  eyes  ; 

Rul'd  by  no  błock,  as  heretofbre, 

The  gnzing  crowds  press'd  to  his  eourt ; 

Adnure  his  stately  mień,  his  hanghty  porty 
And  only  not  adore. 

Addresses  of  congratulation, 

Sent  from  each  loyal  Corporation, 
Foll-freight  with  truth  and  sense, 

Kahawstftri  all  their  eloąaence. 
But  now,  alas !  'twas  night  i  kings  most  hare  meat ; 

The  Grand  Vucier  fint  goes  to  pot, 

Three  Bassas  next,  happy  their  lot ! 

Gaiif  d  Paradise  by  being  cat. 

44  And  this,"  said  he, lt  and  this  is  mrae, 
And  this,  by  right  diyinc :" 

In  sbort,  twas  all  for  public  weal, 
He  swallow'd  half  a  nation  at  a  meaL 

Again  they  beg  Almlghty  Joto, 

Tnis  CTuel  tyrant  to  remove. 

With  fierce  resentment  in  his  eyes, 

The  frowning  Thanderer  replies  ; 

"  Those  evib  which  yourselves  create, 

Rash  fbob !  ye  now  repent  too  late  ; 

Madę  wretched  by  the  public  yoice, 

Kot  through  necessity,  but  choice  ! 
Be  gone  !— Nor  wrest  from  Heaven  some  heayier 

Bfetter  bear  this,  this  stork!  than  worsc."  [curse, 


MOftAŁ. 


Oppress'd  with  happiness,  and  sick  with  ease, 

Not  HeaTOn  itself  our  fickle  minds  can  please. 

Fondly  we  wisb,  cloyM  with  celestial  storę, 

The  leeks  and  onions  which  we  loath'd  befbre  : 

9tiU  roving,  atill  desiring,  nerer  pleaa'd, 

With  plenty  starv'd,  and  ev'n  with  health  diseas'&* 

With  partial  eyes  each  present  good  we  view, 

Nor  corot  what  is  beat,  but  what  is  new. 

Ye  powen  above,  who  make  mankind  your  care, 

To  bless  the  suppkcant,  reject  his  prayer  i 

FABLE    XL 

* 

USBKTY  AND  ŁOT1 ;   Ofc,  TH«  fWO  f  FABBOWg. 


—Dos  est  moria,  lites. 

A  fpAKJtow  and  bis  matę, 
(Beliero  me,  gentle  Kate) 

Once  lov'd  like  1  and  you  ; 
With  motual  ardour  join'd, 
No  turtles  e*er  so  kind, 

So  constant,  and  so  true. 

They  hopp'd  from  spray  to  spray, 
They  billM,  they  chirp'd  all  day, 

They  cuddled  close  all  night ; 
To  bliss  they  wak'd  each  morn, 
In  erory  bush  and  thorn, 

Gay  scenes  of  new  deljght. 

At  length  the  fowler  came, 
(The  knaTO  was  much  to  blame) 

And  this  dear  pair  trrpann'd; 
Both  in  one  cage  confin'd, 
Why,  feith  and  troth,  'twas  kind  ; 

Nay,  hołd — that  inust  be  scamrtL 

Fair  liberty  thus  gone, 
And  one  coop'd  up  with  one, 

Twas  aukward,  new,  and  strange  j 
For  better  and  for  worse, 
O  dismal,  feta!  curse  ! 

Ne  morę  abroad  to  rangę. 

No  carols  now  they  sing, 
Bach  droops  bis  Uttle  wing, 

And  mourns  his  cruel  fate  : 
Clouds  on  each  brow  appear, 
My  honey,  and  my  dear, 

Is  now  quite  out  of  datę. 

They  pine,  lament,  and  moan, 
Twould  melt  aa  heart  of  stone, 

To  hear  their  sad  complaint : 
Nor  he  supplytt  her  wants, 
Nor  she  refrain'd  from  taunts, 

That  might  proroke  a  saint. 

Hard  words  improre  to  blows, 
For  now,  grown  mortal  foes, 

They  peck,  they  scratch,  they  scream  ; 
The  cage  lies  on  the  floor, 
The  wires  are  stain'd  with  gore, 

lt  swetls  into  a  stream. 

Dear  Kitty,  would  you  know 
The  cause  of  all  this  woe, 

lt  is  not  hard  to  guess  ; 
Whateter  does  constrain, 
Turns  pleasure  into  pain, 

Ti*  choice  alone  can  bless. 
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When  both  no  norę  are  frte, 
'  Insipid  I  must  be, 

And  you  lose  all  your  charmt 
My  smotherM  passion  dies, 
And  even  your  bright  eyes, 

Necessity  disarms. 

Then  let  us  love,  my  fair, 
But  unconstrain'd  as  air, 

Each  join  a  wilting  heart ; 
Let  free-born  souls  disdain 
To  wear  a  tyrants  chain, 

And  act  a  nobler  part. 

FABLE    XII. 

TBB  TWO  8PRINOS* 

—Errat  longe  mei  quidem  sententia 
Qui  imperium  credat  graviuB  esse  aut  stabilius 
Vi  quod  fit,  quam  illud  quod  amicitia  adjungitur. 

Ter. 

Two  sister  sprrags,  from  the  same  parent  hill, 

Born  on  the  same  propitious  day, 

Through  tbe  cleft  rock  distil : 
Adown  the  reverend  mountain's  side, 

Through  groves  of  myrtle  glide, 
Or  through  the  violet  beds  obliquely  stray. 

The  ?aurel,  each  proud  yictor^s  crown, 

From  them  reccives  ber  high  renown, 
From  them  the  curling  vine 

Her  clusters  big  with  racy  winę, 
To  them  ber  oil  the  peaceful  olive  owes, 

And  her  vermillion  blush  the  rosę. 
The  gracious  streams  in  smooth  meanders  flow, 

To  every  thirsty  root  dispense 

Their  kindly  cooling  influence, 
And  Paradise  adornsthe  mountain'sbrow. 

But  ob  !  the  sad  effect  of  pride ! 

These  happy  twins  at  last  divide. 

"  Sister"  (exclaims  th*  ambitious  spring) 

What  profit  do  these  labours  bring  ? 
Always  to  give,  and  never  to  enjoy, 

A  fruitless  and  a  mean  cmploy  ! 

Stay  here  inglorious  if  you  please, 
And  loiter  out  a  life  of  indolence  and  ease : 

Go,  humble  drndge,  each  thistle  rear, 

And  nurse  each  shrub,  yourdaily  care, 
While,  pouring  downTrom  this  my  lofty  source, 
I  deluge  all  tbe  plain, 

No  dams  shall  «top  my  course, 

And  rocks  oppose  in  vain. 

Sce  where  my  foaming  billows  flow, 

Above  the  hi  lis  my  waves  aspire, 

The  shepherds  and  their  fiocks  retire, 
And  tallest  cedars  as  they  pass  in  sign  of  homage  bow. 

To  me  each  tributary  spring 

Its  supplemental  storessball  bring, 

With  me  the  rivers  shall  unitę, 

The  lakes  beneath  my  banners  fight, 

Ti  11  the  proud  Danube  and  the  Rhine 

Shall  own  their  famę  eclips'd  by  minę ; 
Both  gods  and  men  shall  dread  my  watery  sway, 
Nor  these  in  cities  safe,  nor  in  their  temples  they." 

Away  the  haughty  boaster  flew 
Scarce  bade  her  sister  stream  a  cool  adieu, 
Her  waves  grow  turbulent  and  bold, 
Kot  gently  monnuring  as  of  old, 


Botroughly  dash  against  the  sbore,' 
And  toss  their  spumy  heads,  and  proudly  TOar# 

The  carerul  farmer  with  surprise, 

Sees  the  tumultuous  torrent  rise  ; 
With^  busy  looks  the  rustic  band  appear, 
To  guard  their  growing  hopes,  the  promise  of  the) 

All  hands  unitę,  with  dams  they  bound      [year. 

The  rash  rebellious  stream  aronnd ; 

In  vain  she  foams,  in  vain  she  raves, 

In  vain  she  curls  her  feeble  wares, 

BesiegM  at  last  on  every  side, 
Her  source  exhausted  and  her  channel  dry*dt 
(Such  is  the  fate  of  impotence  and  pride !) 

A  shallow  pond  she  stands  confinM, 

The  refuge  of  the  croakingkind. 

Rushes  and  sags,  an  inbred  fbe, 

Choak  up  the  muddy  pool  below; 
The  tyrant  Sun  od  high 

Exact8  his  usual  subsidy ; 

And  the  poor  pittance  that  remains, 
Each  gaping  cranny  drains. 
Too  late  the  fool  repents  her  haughty  boaat, 
A  nameless  nothing,  in  oblivion  lost. 

Her  sister  spring,  benerolent  and  kind, 

With  joy  sees  all  around  her  blest, 
The  good  she  does,  into  her  generbus  mind 

Returns  again  with  interest. 
The  farmer  ort  invokes  her  aid 
When  Sirius  nips  the  tender  blade  j 

Her  streams  a  surę  elhrir  bring, 
Gay  plenty  decks  the  fields,  and  a  perpetnal  spring. 
Wheree^r  the  gardener  smooths  her  eaay  way, 
Her  ductile  streams  obey. 

Courteous  she  visits  every  bed, 

Narcissus  rears  his  drooping  head. 

By  ber  diflusiye  bounty  fed. 

Reviv'd  from  her  indulgent  urn. 

Sad  Hyacinth  forgets  to  mourn, 

Rich  in  the  blessings  sbe  bestows, 

All  naturę  smiles  wheree'er  she  flows. 

EnamourM  with  a  nymph  so  fair, 

See  where  the  river  gods  appear. 

A  nymph  so  eminently  good, 

The  joy  of  all  the  neighbourhood ; 

They  clasp  her  in  their  liquid  arms, 
And  riot  in  th*  abundance  of  ber  charms.  [  jom'd, 
Like  old  Alpheus  fond,  their  wanton  streams  they 
Like  Arelhusa  she,  as  lovely,  and  as  kind. 

Now  sweird  into  a  mighty  flood, 
Her  channel  deep  and  wide, 

Still  she  persists  in  doing  good, 

Her  bounty  flows  with  every  tide. 

A  thousand  rimlets  in  her  train 

With  fertile  wares  enrich  the  plain  : 

The  scaly  herd,  a  numerous  throng, 
Bcneath  her  silver  billows  glide  along, 

Whose  still-increasing  shoals  supply 
The  poor  man's  wants,  tbe  great  one's  luzory : 

Here  all  tbe  feathertł  troops  retreat, 

Securely  ply  their  oary  feet,  » 

Upon  her  floating  herbage  gazę, 
And  with  their  tuneful  notes  resoimd  ber  praise* 

Here  flocks  and  herds  in  safety  feed, 

And  fatten  m  each  flowery  mead : 
No  beasts  of  prey  appear 

The  watchful  shepherd  to  beguile, 
No  monsters  of  the  deep  inhabit  here, 
Nor  the  yoracious  shark,  nor  wiły  crocodtye  ; 
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Bat  Delia  and  her  nymphs,  chaste  sylran  queen, 
By  mortals  prying  eyes  unseen,        [green. 
Batbe  in  her  flood,  and  sport  upon  her  borders 
Herę  merchants,  careful  of  thełr  storę, 

By  angry  billows  tost, 
Anchor  secure  beneath  her  shore, 

And  bless  the  friendly  coasU 
Soon  mighty  fleets  in  all  their  pride 
Triumphaut  on  her  surface  ride  : 
Tbejwwy  trader  on  her  banks  appears, 
An  hundred  different  tongaes  she  hears, 
At  Jast,  with  wonder  and  surprise, 
She  sees  a  stately  city  rise; 
With  joy  the  happy  flood  admires 
The  fofty  domes,  the  pointed  spires; 
The  porticos,  magnificently  great, 
Where  all  the  crowding  nations  meet; 
'  The  bridges  that  adom  her  brow, 
From  bank  to  bank  their  ample  arches  stride, 
Through  which  her  curling  waves  in  triumph  ghde, 
And  in  melodions  murmurs  flow. 
Now  grown  a  porU>f  high  renown, 
The  treasure  of  the  world  her  own, 
Both  lndies,  with  their  precious  stóres, 
Pay  yearly  tribute  to  her  shores. 
HononrM  by  all,  a  ricb,  well-peopled  stream, 
Nor  fisther  Thames  Limself  of  morę  esteem. 

MORAŁ 

The  power  of  kings  (if  rightly  understood) 
If  bot  a  grant  from  Heaven  of  doing  good ; 
Prood  tyrants,  who  maliciously  destroy, 
And  ride  o'er  ruins  with  maiignant  joy, 
Hnmbled  in  dust,  soon  to  their  cost  shall  know 
Beaven  our  avengery  and  mankind  their  foe  ; 
While  grackras  monarcha  reap  the  good  they  sow : 
Blesamg,  are  blessM;  far  spreads  their  just  renown, 
Consenting  nations  their  dominion  own, 
And  joyful  happy  crowds  support  their  throne. 
In  Tain  the  powers  of  Earth  and  Heli  combine, 
Each  gnardian  angel  shall  protect  that  linę, 
Who  by  their  yirtues  prove  their  right  dirine* 

FABLE    XI1L 

THE  BAŁO  1ATCHELOR  : 

BEING  A  FARAPHRASE  UPON  TMR  8ECOND  FABŁE  IN 
THE  8BCOND  BOOK  OF  PH2DRU8. 

Frigidns  in  Venerem  senior,  frustraque  laborem 
Ingratam  trahit :  &  si  quando  atpnelia  rentom  est, 
Vt  quondam  in  stipulis  magnu*  sine  viribus  ignis, 
lncassum  furii.  Ergo  animos  awuraoue  notabis 
Praecipui.—  Virg.  Georg.  lib.  iii# 

A  batcheior,  who,  past  his  prime, 

Had  been  a  good  one  in  his  time, 

Had  scourM  the  streets,  had  whorM,  got  drunk, 

Had  fought  his  man,  and  kept  his  punk, 

Wassometimes  rich,  but  oftener  poor, 

With  early  duns  about  bis  door, 

Being  a  littleoff  his  mettle, 

Thought  it  comrenient  now  to  settle; 

Grew  wondrous  wise  at  forty  five, 

Resohring  to  be  grave,  und  thrive, 

By  chance  he  cast  his  roguish  eye 

Upon  a  damę  who  liv'd  hard  by; 

A  widów  debonair  and  gay, 

Octoberin  the  dresi  of  May} 


Artful  to  lay  both  red  and  wbite, 

SkilTd  in  repairs,  and,  ev'n  in  spite 

Of  time  and  wrinkles,  kept  all  tight. 

But  he,  whose  heart  was  apt  to  rove, 

An  arrant  wanderer  in  !ove  ; 

Besides  this  widów,  had  Miss  Kitty, 

Juicy  and  young,  exceeding  witty  : 

On  her  he  thought,  serious  or  gay, 

His  dream  by  night,  his  toast  by  day  ; 

He  thought,  but  not  oq  her  alone, 

For  who  would  be  confin'd  to  one  ? 

Between  them  both  strange  work  he  madę  ; 

Gave  this  a  bali  or  masquerade ; 

With  that,  at  serious  oinbre  p1ay'd : 

The  self-same  compliments  he  spoke, 

The  self-same  oaths  he  swore,  he  broke  ; 

Alternately  on  each  bestows 

Frail  promises  and  short-liv'd  vows. 

Variety !  kind  source  of  joy ! 

Without  whose  aid  all  pleasures  eloy; 

Without  thee,  who  would  ever  prove 

The  painful  drudgeries  of  love } 

Without  thee,  what  indulgent  wight 

Would  read  what  we  in  garrets  write  ? 

But,  not  to  make  my  tale  perplex'd, 

And  keep  morę  closely  to  my  text ; 

lis  fit  the  courteous  reader  know 

This  middle-aged  man  had  been  a  beau* 

But,  above  all,  his  head  of  hair 

Had  been  his  great  peculiar  care  ; 

To  which  his  serious  hours  he  lent, 

Nor  deem'd  the  precious  time  mispent. 

Twas  long,  and  curlinsr,  and  jet  black, 

Hung  to  the  middle  of  his  bark ; 

Black,  did  I  say  ?  Ay,  onre  łtwas  so, 

But  croel  Time  had  smok'd  the  beau, 

And  powderM  o'er  his  head  with  snów. 

As  an  old  horse  that  had  been  hard  rid, 

Or  from  his  master's  coach  discarded, 

Forc'd  in  a  tumbril  to  go  filier, 

Or  Ioad  for  some  poor  rogue  a  miller  ; 

On  his  grave  noddle,  ołer  his  eyes, 

Black  hairs  and  white  promiscuous  rise  ; 

Which  chequer  o'er  his  reverend  pate, 

And  prove  the  keflfel  morę  sedate  : 

So  with  this  worthy  squire  it  far'd, 

Yet  he  nor  time  nor  labour  spar'd. 

But,  with  excessive  cost  and  pains, 

Still  madę  the  best  of  his  remams. 

Each  night  beneath  his  cap  he  furPd  it, 

Each  morn  in  modish  ringlets  curPd  it j 

Now  madę  his  comely  trcsses  shine, 

With  orange  -butter,  jessamine ; 

Then  with  sweet  powder  and  peifumes 

He  purifyU  his  upper  rooms. 

So  when  a  jockey  brings  a  marę, 

Or  horse,  or  gełding,  to  a  fair, 

Though  she  be  spavin'd,  old,  and  blind, 

With  founderM  feet,  and  broken  wind  ; 

Yet,  if  he's  master  of  his  trade, 

He'11  curry  well,  and  trim  the  jadę, 

To  make  the  cheat  g'>  glibly  down, 

And  bubble  some  unwary  clown. 

What  woman  madę  of  flesh  and  blood, 

So  swec:  a  gallant  e'er  withstood  ? 

They  melt,  they  yield,  both,  both  are  smittenj 

The  good  old  puss,  and  the  young  kitten ; 

And,  being  now  familiar  grown, 

Each  look'd  upon  him  as  her  own; 
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No  Umger  talk'd  of  dear,  or  honey, 

But  of  plain  downright  matrimony. 

Atthat  dread  word  his  worehip  gtarted, 

And  was  (wemay  suppose)  faint-hearted ; 

Yet,  being  resolv'd  to  change  his  state, 

Winks  both  his  eyes,  and  trusts  to  Fate. 

But  now  new  doubts  and  scruples  rise, 

To  plague  hrm  with  perplejiities ; 

He  knew  not  which,  alas  !  to  chuse, 

This  be  must  take,  and  that  refuse. 

As  when  some  idle  country  lad 

Swinga  on  a  gate,  his  wooden  pad ; 

To  right,  to  left,  he  spurs  away, 

But  neither  berę  nor  there  can  stay  ; 

Till,  by  the  catch  surpris'd,  the  lout 

His  joumey  ends,  where  he  set  out : 

Ev'd  so  this  dubious  lover  stray'd, 

Between  the  widów  and  the  maid  ; 

And,  after  swinging  to  and  fro, 

Was  just  in  crguilibrio. 

Yet  stiłl  a  lover's  warmth  he  shows, 

And  makes  his  yisits  and  his  bows ; 

Domestic  grown,  both  here  and  there, 

Nor  Pug,  nor  Shock,  were  half  so  dear : 

With  bread  and  butter,  and  with  tfea, 

And  madam'8  toilet,  who  but  he  ? 

There  fiac'd  a  patch,  or  broke  a  comb; 

At  nigbt,  the  widoWs  drawing  room. 

O  sweet  yicissitude  of  love  ! 

Who  would  covet  Heaven  above, 

Were  men  but  thus  allow'd  to  rove  ? 

But  alas !  some  curs'd  event, 

Some  unezpected  accident, 

Humbles  our  pride,  and  shows  the  odds 

Between  frail  mortals  and  the  gods: 

This  by  the  sequel  will  appear 

A  truth  most  erió^ent  and  clean 

As  on  the  widow's  panting  breast 

He  laid  his  peaceful  head  to  rest, 

Dreaming  of  pleasures  yet  in  storę, 

And  joys  he  ne^er  had  felt  befbre  j 

His  grizly  locks  appear  displayM, 

In  all  their  pomp  of  light  and  shade. 

"  Alas !  my  futurę  spoase,"  said  she, 

"  What  do  minę  eyes  astonish'd  see  ? 

Marriage  demands  eauality. 

What  will  maltcious  neighbours  say, 

Should  I,  a  widów  young  and  gay, 

Marry  a  man  both  old  and  grey  ? 

Those  hideous  hairs  !" — with  that  a  tear 

Bid  in  each  orystal  sluice  appear ; 

She  fetch'd  a  deep  sigh  from  her  heart, 

Aa  who  should  say,  Best  friends  must  part ! 

Then  mus'd  a  while :  "  There  is  but  one, 

But  this  ezpedient  left  alone, 

To  save  that  dear  head  from  disgrace ; 

Here,  Jenny,  fetch  my  tweaser-case." 

To  work  then  went  the  treacherous  fair, 

And  grubb'd  up  here  and  there  a  hair : 

But,  as  she  meant  not  to  renew 

His  charms,  but  set  her  own  to  view, 

And  by  this  foil  raore  bright  appear, 

In  youthful  bloom  when  be  was  near, 

The  cunning  gip*y  nipt  away 

The  bUck,  but  slily  left  the  grey. 

O  Dalflah  !  perndious  fair  ! 

O  sex  ingeuious  to  ensare ! 

How  fahhless  all  your  doings  are  ! 

Whom  Naturę  fbrm'd  your  lord,  your  guide, 

You  his  precarious  power  deride. 


Tool  of  your  vamty  and  pride. 

The  souire,  who,  thus  deceWd,  ne*er  dreamt 

What  the  deceitrul  traitress  meant  j 

Thrice  kissM  her  hand,  and  then  retir*d, 

With  morę  exalted  thoughts  inspirtt : 

To  his  fair  Fifly  next  repairs, 

With  statelier  port,  and  youthful  airt. 

"  Lord  !  sir"— (said  she)  "  you're  mighty  gay. 

But  I  must  tell  you  by  the  way, 

That  no  brood  goose  was  e'er  so  grey. 

Here,  tet  this  hand  eradicate 

Those  fbul  dishonours  of  your  pate." 

-For  she,  poor  thing  !  whose  virgin  heart, 
UnskilPd  in  every  female  art, 
In  pure  simplicity  believM 
His  youth  might  this  way  be  retriertf  ; 

f  At  least  his  age  disguis'd,  and  she,    > 
From  spiteful  prudes,  and  censure  free  ; 
With  earnest  diligencc  and  care, 
Grubb'd  by  the  roots  each  grizzled  hair  ; 
Some  few  black  hairs  she  left  behind, 
But  not  one  of  the  silver  kiild. 
But  when  she  saw  what  work  shett  madę, 
His  bald  broad  front,  without  a  shade, 
And  all  his  hatchet  face  dreplayM, 
With  scarce  six  hairs  upon  a  side, 
His  large  out-spreading  luggs  to  hide  ; 
She  laugh'd,  she  screaWd ;  and  Nan  and  Bess, 
In  concert  laugh'd,  and  scream'd  no  less. 
Home  skulk'd  tbe  squire,  and  hkl  his  face, 
Sore  smitten  with  the  foul  disgrace : 
Softly  be  knockM,  but  trusty  John, 
Who  knew  his  hour  was  twelve,  or  one, 
RubbM  both  his  eye?,  and  yawn'd,  and  swore> 
And  quickly  blunder'd  to  the  door. 
Bot  starting  back  at  this  disaster, 
Vow'd  that  old  Nick  had  haggM  his  master : 
The  landlady,  m  sore  afrnght, 
Feli  into  fits,  andswoouM  out-right; 
The  neighbourhood  was  rai«'d,  and  callM, 
The  maids  miscarry'd,  children  bawPd, 
The  cur,  whom  oft  his  bounty  fed, 
With  many  a  scrap  and  bit  of  bread ; 
Now  own'd  htm  not,  but  in  tbe  throng 
Growl'd  at  him  as  he  sneak'd  along. 
To  bed  he  went,  *tis  tnie,  but  not 
Or  clos'd  his  eyes,  or  slept  one  jot; 
Not  Nisus  was  in  such  despair, 
Spoil'd  of  his  kingdom  and  his  hair: 
Not  ev'n  Belinda  madę  such  moan, 
When  her  dear  farourite  lock  was  gone* 
He  fum'd,  he  rav'd,  he  cursM  atnain, 
And  all  his  past  life  ran  o'eragain; 
Damn'd  every  iemale  bite  to  Tyburn, 
From  mother  Eve  to  mother  Wyburn  ; 
Each  youthful  vanity  abjurM, 
Whores,  box  and  dice,  and  claps  Ul-curM: 
And,  having  lost  by  female  art 
This  darling  idol  of  his  heart, 
Those  preciouB  locks,  that  might  out-yie 
The  trim-curlM  god  who  lights  the  sky  j 
Resolvłd  to  grow  devout  and  wise, 
Or  what  's  aJmost  the  same— precise; 
Canted,  and  whin^,  and  taJk'd  most  odly. 
Was  very  slovenly  and  godly 
(For  nothing  makes  derotion  keen, 
Iike  disappointment  and  cbagrin) : 
In  fine,  he  set  his  house  in  order, 
And  piously  put  on  a  border. 
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Tb  jon,  gcy  sparks,  who  waste  your,  youthful  prime, 

OW  &śop  sends  this  monitory  rhyme ; 

ŁeaTe,  tasre,  for  shame  your  trulls  at  Sb— er  hall, 

And  many  in  good  tamę  or  not  at  alL 

Of  all  the  monsters  Smitbfield  e»er  could  show, 

There'8  nonę  w  hideous  as  a  batter'd  beau. 

Trust  not  the  noon  of  life,  bot  take.  the  morn  j 

Will  Honeycomb  is  every  female's  scorn. 

Let  him  be  rich,  high-born,  book-learn'd,  and  wise, 

Beliere  me,  friends,  in  eray  woman'8  eyes, 

lis  baek,  and  brawa,  and  smew,  wint  the  prize* 

FABLE    XIV. 

THE  FORTOKE-HUNTM. 

Fortuna  sssvo  lata  negotio,  & 
Lodum  hosolentem  ludere  pertmsjc 
Transmutat  incertos  honores*  Hor. 

CANTO    L 

Somi  anthors,  morę  abstrnse  tban  wise, 
Friendship  confine  to  stricter  ties, 
Reąuiie  exact  conformity, 
In  person,  age,  and  qualfty  j 
Their  humours,  principles,  and  wit, 
Mnst»  łike  exchequer  tallies,  hit 
Others,  less  scrupulous,  opine 
That  hands  and  hearts  in  love  may  join, 
Though  different  inclinations  sway, 
For  Naturę  's  morę  in  fault  than  they. 
Wboe^er  would  sift  this  point  morę  rally, 
May  read  St.  Erremond  and  Tully ; 
With  me  the  doctrine  shall  prevail 
That  's  &  propos  to  form  my  tale. 

Two  brethren  (whether  twins  or  no 
Importsnot  Tery  mucb  to  know) 
Together  bred ;  as  nun'd  their  love 
As  Leda's  brats  begot  by  Jove : 
As  various  too  their  tempera  were  ; 
That  brisk,  and  frolick,  debonair  ; 
This  morę  considerate  and  severe. 
While  Bob,  with  diligence  would  porę 
And  cod  by  heart  his  battle-door 
Frank  play'd  at  romps  with  John  the  groom, 
Or  switch'd  his  hobby  round  the  room. 
The  striplings  now  too  bnlky  grown, 
To  make  dirt-pies,  and  lonnge  at  home, 
With  aching  bearts  to  school  are  tent, 
Their  humours  still  of  various  bent : 
The  talent,  serious,  solid  boy, 
Came  on  apace,  was  daddy's  joy, 
Oanstrned,  and  pars'd,  and  said  his  part. 
And  got  Sbue-gentu  all  by  heart. 
While  Franky,  that  unlucky  rogue, 
Feli  in  with  erery  whim  in  vogue, 
Yalned  not  Lilly  of  a  straw, 
A  rook  at  chuck,  a  dab  at  taw. 
His  bum  was  often  brush'd,  you'11  say, 
Tła  true,  now  twice,  then  thrice  a  day : 
So  leeches  at  the  breech  are  fed, 
To  cure  rertigos  in  the  head. 
Bot,  by  yonr  leave,  good  doctor  Freind, 
Łet  me  this  majdm  recommend ; 
*«  A  genins  can't  be  forc'd ;"  nor  ean 
You  make  an  ape  an  aldennan ; 
The  pateh-work  doublet  well  may  suit, 
But  how  would  forj  become  the  bruter 


In  short,  the  casefc  very  plam, 
When  maggots  once  are  in  the  bramy 
Whole  loads  of  birch  are  spent  m  vam» 

Now  to  pursue  this  hopeful  pair 
To  Oxford,  and  the  Lord  knows  where, 
Would  take  morę  ink  than  1  ean  spare* 
Nor  shall  1  here  minutely  score 
The  yolumes  Bob  tornd  o*er  and  o»er, 
The  laundresses  turn'd  up  by  Frank,  . 
With  many  a  ttrange  dhrerting  prank  ; 
Twould  jadę  my  Muse,  though  better  fed* 
And  kept  in  body-clothes  and  bread, 

When  bristles  on  each  chin  began 
To  sprout,  the  promise  of  a  maa, 
The  good  old  gentleman  ezpirM, 
And  deceniły  to  Heaven  retirtt : 
The  brethren,  at  their  country  seaty 
Enjoy'd  a  pleasant,  snug  retreat ; 
Their  celłars  and  their  barn*  well  storM, 
And  plenty  smoaking  on  their  board : 
Ale  and  tobaćco  for  the  vicar, 
For  gentry  sometimes  better  liąnor* 
Judicious  Bob  had  read  all  o^er 
Each  weighty  stay'd  philosopher, 
And  therefore  rightly  understood 
The  real  from  th'  apparent  good  ; 
Substantial  Miss,  intrinńc  joys, 
From  bustle,  vanity,  and  ndse; 
Could  his  own  happiness  create, 
And  bring  bis  mind  to  his  estate  ; 
Lfr'd  in  the  same  calm,  easy  round, 
His  judgment  elear,  his  body  sound  ; 
Good  humour,  probity,  and  sense, 
Repaid  with  peace  and  indolence ; 
While  rakish  Frank,  wbose  active  sonl 
No  bounds,  no  principle  contro!, 
Fhes  ołer  the  world  where  pleasure  calls, 
To  races,  masąuerades,  and  baUs  ; 
At  random  roves,  now  here,  now  there, 
Drinks  with  the  gay,  and  toasts  the  fair* 
As  when  the  full-fed  resty  steed 
Breaks  from  his  groom,  he  flies  with  speed; 
His  high-arch'd  neck  he  proodly  rears, 
Upon  his  back  his  taił  he  bears, 
His  main  upon  his  shoulders  curts, 
Cer  erery  precipice  be  whirls, 
He  plunges  in  the  coolmg  tides, 
He  laves  his  shining  pampered  sides, 
He  snufiś  the  females  on  the  plain, 
And  to  his  joy  he  springs  amain, 
To  this,  to  that,  impetnous  flies, 
Nor  ean  the  stud  his  lust  suffice  ; 
Till  naturę  flags,  his  vigour  spent, 
With  drooping  taił,  and  nerves  unbent, 
The  humble  beast  returns  content, 
Waits  tamely  at  the  stable  door, 
As  tractable  as  e'er  before. 
This  was  ezactly  Franky' s  case  ; 
When  blood  ran  high  he  liv  d  apace  ; 
Bnt  pockets  drain'd,  and  every  vein, 
Look'd  silły,  and  came  home  again. 
At  length  extravagance  and  Yice^ 
Whoring  and  drinking,  box  and  dice, 
Sunk  his  exchequer ;  cares  intrude, 
And  duiw  grow  troublesome  and  rude. 
Whatmeasures  sball  poor  Franky  take 
To  manage  wisely  the  last  stake, 
With  some  few  pieces  in  his  purse, 
And  haif  a  dozen  tamte  at  nnrse  t 
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Pensfre  he  walk'd,  lay  long  a-bed, 

Kow  bit  bis  nails,  then  scratch'd  his  head, 
At  iast  resoWd:  "  R*solVd  !  od  what? 

There  >s  not  a  penoy  to  be  got ; 

The  question  riow  remains  alone, 
Whether  'tis  best  to  hang  or  drown." 

**  Thank  you  for  that,  good  friendly  Detil  l 

You  're  very  cóurteous,  veiy  civil  j 

Other  expedients  may  be  try'd, 

The  man  is  young,  the  worki  is  widc, 

And,  as  jndicious  authors  say, 

*  Every  dog  shall  have  bis  day ;' 

What  if  we  ramble  for  a  while  ? 

Seek  Fortune  out,  and  oourt  ber  smile, 

Act  every  part  in  life  to  win  ber, 

Krat  try  the  saint,  and  then  the  sinner  ; 

Press  boldly  on;  slighted,  porsue  ; 

Repuls'd,  again  the  charge  renew : 

Gire  ber  no  rest,  attend,  entreat, 

And  stick  at  nothing  to  be  greaŁ.1' 

Pir'd  with  these  thoughts,  the  youth  grew  vain, 

LookM  on  the  country  with  disdain ; 

Where  Virtue,s  fbols  her  laws  obey, 

And  dream  a  lazy  life  away  ; 

Thinks  poverty  the  greatest  sin, 

And  wąlks  on  tborns  tili  he  begin : 

But  first  betbre  his  brother  laid 

The  hopeful  scheme,  and  begg'd  his  aidL 

Kind  Bob  was  much  abash'd,  to  see 

His  brother  in  extremity, 

ReducM  to  rags  for  want  of  thought, 

A  beggar,  and  not  worth  a  groat. 

He  griev'd  fuli  sore,  gave  good  advice, 

Quoted  his  authors  grave  and  wise, 

AU  who  with  wholesome  morals  treat.os, 

Old  Seneca  and  Epictetus. 

*'  What  's  my  unhappy  brother  doing  ł 

Whither  rambling  ?  whom  pursuing  ? 

An  kile,  tricking,  giddy  jadę, 

A  phantom,  and  a  fleeting  shade ; 

Grasp'd  in  this  cojccomb^s  arms  a  while, ' 

The  false  jilt  fawns,  then  a  fond  smile  $ 
On  that  she  leers,  he,  like  the  rest, 

Is  soon  a  bubble  and  a  jest ; 
But  live  with  me,  just  to  thyself, 
And  scorn  the  bitch,  and  al  i  her  pelf ; 
Fortune  's  adorM  by  fbols  alone, 
The  wise  man  always  makes  his  own." 
But  tis,  alas  !  in  vain  V  apply 
Fine  sayings  and  philosopby, 
Where  a  poor  youth's  o'erheated  brain, 
Is  sold  to  interest  and  gain, 
And  pride  and  Serce  ambition  reign. 
Bob  found  it  so,  nor  did  he  strive 
To  work  the  nail  that  would  not  drive ; 
Content  to  do  the  best  he  could, 
And  as  became  his  brotherhood, 
Gave  him  what  money  he  could  spare, 
And  kindly  patd  his  old  arrear, 
Bought  him  his  eąuipage  and  clotbeg, 
So  thus  supply'd  away  he  goes, 
For  London  town  he  mounts,  as  gay 
As  tailors  on  their  wedding-day. 

Not  many  miles  upon  the  road, 
A  widow's  stately  mansion  stood • 
<*  Whftt  if  damę  Fortune  should  be  there  ?" 
(Sakł  Frank)  "  'tis  ten  to  one,  1  swear : 
I  'II 'try  to  find  her  in  the  crowd, 
She  lores  the  wealtby  and  the  proud," 


Awajr  be  spurs,  and  at  t&.door 
Stood  gallant  gentry  many  a  soore> 
Penelope  had  nerer  morę. 
Herę  torturM  cats-gnt  squeals  amaio, 
Gułttars  m  softer  notes  compiam, 
And  lutes  rereal  the  lorert  pain. 
Frank,  with  a  careless,  easy  mień, 
Sung  her  a  song,  and  was  let  in. 
The  rest  with  envy  burst,  to  see 
The  strangert  odd  felicity. 
Iow  bow'd  the  footman  at  the  stairs, 
The  gentleman  at  top  appears : 
"  And  is  yonr  lady,  sir,  at  home  ?" 
"  Pray  walk  into  the  drawing  room." 
But  berę  my  Muse  is  too  well  bred, 
To  prattle  what  was  done  or  said ; 
She  lik'd  the  yontb,  his  dress,  his  face, 
His  calves,  his  back,  and  every  grace : 
Supper  was  serv\ł,  and  down.  they  sit. 
Much  meat,  good  winę,  some  litlie  wit 
The  grace-cup  drunk,  or  dance  or  play  j  ' 
Frank  chose  the  łast,  was  very  gay, 
Had  the  good  łuck  the  board  to  strip, 
And  punted  to  her  ladyship. 
The  clock  strikes  one,  the  gentry  bow^J, 
Each  to  his  own  apartment  show'd  ; 
But  Franky  was  in  piteous  mood, 
Slept  not  a  wink ;  he  raves,  he  dies, 
Smit  with  her  jointure  and  her  eyes, 
Restless  as  in  a  lion's  den, 
He  sprawPd  and  kick'd  about  tali  ten  t 
But,  as  he  dreamt  of  futurę  joys, 
His  ear  was  startled  with  a  noise, 
Sue  trumpets  and  a  kettle-drum  ; 
Up  in  a  hurry  mes  the  groom, 
"  Lord,  sir !  get  dress'd,  the  colonel  's  come: 
Yonr  horse  is  ready  at  the  door, 
You  may  reach  Uxbridge,  sir,1>y  fbur.w 
Poor  Franky  must  in  hastę  remove, 
With  disappointment>vex'd,  and  love; 
To  dirt  abandon'd  and  despair, 
For  lace  and  featber  won  the  mir. 
Now  for  the  town  he  jogs  apace, 
With  leaky  boots  and  sun-burat  foce; 
And,  leaving  Acton  in  his  rear, 
Began  to  breatbe  sulphureous  air. 

Arriv'd  atfength,  the  table  spread, 

Three  bottles  drunk,  he  reels  to  bed. 

Next  morn  his  busy  thoughts  begun, 

To  rise  and  travel  with  the  Sun ; 

Whims  heap'd  on  whims  his  head  turn'd  round* 

But  how  damę  Fortune  might  be  found, 

Was  the  momentous  grand  aflair, 

His  secret  wish,  his  only  care. 

"  Darninę,"  thought  Franky  to  himself, 

"  I'11'find  this  giddy  wandering  elf  j 

PU  bunt  her  out  in  every  quarter, 

Till  she  bestow  the  staff  or  garter ; 

I  'U  visit  good  lord  Sunderland, 

Who  keeps  the  jilt  at  his  command ; 

Or  else  some  courteous  dtitchess  may 

Take  pity  on  a  runaway." 

Dress'd  to  a  pink  to  court  he  flies, 

At  this  levee,  and  that,  he  plies  ; 

Bows  in  his  rank,  an  humble  slave, 

And  meanly  fewns  on  every  knave ; 

Witb  maids  of  honour  learns  to  chat, 

Fights  for  this  lord,  and  pimps  for  that< 
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Fortune  he  fonght  from  plac*  te  place, 

She  led  him  stoli  a  wild-goose  chatę  $ 

Always  preparM  with  some  ezcuse, 

The  hopeful  younker  to  amuse  ; 

Was  busy,  mdispos'd,  was  gone 

To  Hampton-court,  or  Kensington ; 

Andy  after  all  ber  wiles  and  dodgings, 

She  stippM  elear  off,  and  bilk'd  her  lodgings. 

Jaded,  and  almost  in  despair, 

A  gamester  whisperM  in  his  ear; 

*'  Who  would  seek  Fortune,  sir,  at  court  ? 

At  H — l's  is  her  chief  resort ; 

Tis  there  ber  midnight  hours  she  spends, 

Is  very  graciousto  her  friends , 

Shows  honest  men  the  means  of  thrmng, 

The  best,  good-natur'd  goddess  living.Q 

Away  he  trudges  with  his  rook, 

Throws  many  a  main,  is  bit,  is  broke; 

With  dirty  knuckles,  achmg  head, 

Dsconsolate  he  sneaksto  bed. 

CANTO  II.     - 

How  humble,  and  how  complaisant, 

Is  a  proud  man  reduc'd  to  want  t 

With  what  a  silly,  hanging  face, 

He  bears  his  unforeseen  disgrace ! 

His  spirits  flag,  his  pulse  beata  Iow, 

The  gods,  and  all  the  world  his  &e ; 

To  thrmng  knaves  a  ridicule, 

A  butt  to  every  weatthy  fboL 

Tor  where  is  courage,  wit,  or  sense, 

When  a  poor  rake  has  lost  his  pence  ? 

Let  all  the  learn'd  say  what  they  can, 

Tis  ready  money  makes  the  man ; 

Commands  respect  wheree'er  we  go, 

And  gnres  a  grace  to  all  we  da 

With  such  reflections  Frank  distressM, 

The  borronrs  of  his  soul  express'd, 

Gontempt,  the  basket,  and  a  jail, 

By  turns  his  restless  mind  assail  ; 

Aghast  the  dismal  scenę  he  flies, 

And  Death  grows  pleasing  in  his  eyes : 

For  sińce  his  rhino  was  all  flown, 

To  the  last  solitary  crown, 

Who  would  not,  like  a  Roman,  dare 

To  leave  that  world  he  could  not  share  ? 

The  pistol  on  his  table  lay, 

And  Death  fled  hovering  o'er  his  prey ; 

There  wanted  nothing  now  to  do, 

But  touch  the  trigger,  and  adieu. 

As  he  waa  saying  some  short  prayers, 

*He  heard  a  wheezing  on  the  stairs, 

And  lookjng  out,  his  aunt  appears ; 

Who  from  Moorfields,  breathless  and  lamę, 

To  see  ner  graceless  godson  came  : 

The  salutations  being  past, 

Conghing,  and  out  of  wind,  at  last 

In  his  great  chair  she  took  her  place, 

"  How  does  your  brother  ?  is  my  niecę 

Weil  marry'd  ?  when  will  Robin  settle  ?* 

He  answer'd  all  things  to  a  tittle; 

Gave  such  content  in  every  part, 

He  gain'd  the  good  old  beldam's  beart 

"  Godson,'1  said  she,  "  alas  !  I  know 

Matters  with  you  are  but  so-so  : 

Yott  ^'come  to  town,  I  understand, 

To  make  your  fortunę  out  of  hand  ; 


Your  time  and  patrimony  lost, 

To  beg  a.place,  or  buy  a  post. 

Beliere  me,  godson,  I  'm  your  friend; 

Of  this  great  town,  this  wicked  end 

Is  ripe  for  judament,  Satan's  seat, 

The  sink  of  Sin,  and  Heli  compleat. 

In  erery  street  of  trulls  a  troop, 

And  every  cook-wench  wears  a  hoop  ; 

Sodom  was  less  deform'd  with  vice, 

Łewdness  of  all  kinds,  cards  and  dice." 

Frank  blush'd  (which,  by  the  way,  was  mora 

Than  ever  he  had  done  before) ; 

And  own*d  it  was  a  wretched  place, 

(Jnfit  for  any  child  of  grace. 

The  good  old  aunt  ó'erjoy'd  to  see  x 

Tbese  glimmerings  of  sanctity ; 

"  My  dear,"  said  she,  '*  this  purse  is  yours> 

It  cost  me  many  painful  hours ; 

Take  it,  improve  it,  and  become 

By  art  and  industry  a  plumb. 

But  leave,  for  shame,  this  impious  Street^ 

All  over  mark'd  with  cloven  feet; 

In  our  morę  holy  quarter  live, 

Where  both  your  soul  and  stock  may  thrhre; 

Where  righteous  citizens  repair, 

And  Heayen  and  Earth  the  godly  share, 

Gain  this  by  jobbing,  that  by  prayer. 

At  Jonathan's  go  smoke  a  pipę,  . 

Look  very  serious,  dine  on  tripe  ; 

Get  early  up,  late  close  your  eyes, 

And  leave  no  stone  unturn'd  to  rise : 

Then  each  good  day  at  Salter^s-Hall 

Pray  for  a  blessing  upon  all." 

Ix>wly  the  nvrish'd  Franky  bows, 
While  joy  sat  smiling  on  his  browsj 
And  withoujt  scruple,  in  a  trice, 
He  took  ber  money  and  advice. 
Not  an  extravagant  young  heir, 
Beset  with  duns,  and  in  despair, 
When  joyful  tidings  reach  his  ear, 
And  dad  retires  by  Heaven's  commands, 
To  leave  his  chink  to  better  hands; 
Not  wandering  sailors' almost  lost, 
When  they  behold  the  wish'd-for  coast; 
Not  culprit  when  the  knot  is  plac'd> 
And  kind  repriere  arrires  in  hastę; 
E'er  felt  a  joy  in  such  excess, 
As  Frank  reliev'd  from  this  distresa, 
A  thousand  antic  tricks  he  play'd, 
The  purse  he  kisb'd,  swore,  curs'd,  and  pray'd, 
Counted  the  pieces  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  hugg'd  his  unexpected  storę  ; 
Built  stately  castles  in  the  air, 
Supp'd  with  the  great,  enjoyM  the  &irj 
Pick'd  out  his  title  and  his  place, 
Waa  scarce  contented  with  Your  Grace. 
Strange  visbns  working  in  his  head, 
Frantic,  half  mad,  he  stroles  to  bed ; 
Sleeps  little ;  if  he  sleeps,  he  dreams 
Of  sceptres,  and  of  diadems. 
"  Fortune,"  said  he,  "  shall  now  no  morę 
Trick  and  deceive  me  as  of  yore : 
This  passport  shall  admittance  gaia, 
In  spite  of  all  the  jilfs  disdain : 
Tis  this  the  tyranfs  pride  disarms, 
>   And  brings  her  blushing  to  my  arms ; 
This  golden  bough  my  wish  shall  speed, 
And  to  thł  Elysian  fields  shajl  lead." 
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The  mora  starce  peepM,  but  up  he  rote9 

Impatient  huddled  on  his  clotbes ; 

CalVd  the  next  coach,  gave  double  pay, 

And  to  'Cbange-Alley  whirlM  away. 

Tis  here  damę  Fortune  etery  day 

Opens  her  booth,  and  shows  her  play  j 

Here  laughing  sita  behind  the  scenę, , 

Dances  her  puppets  here  unseen. 

And  tums  ber  whimsical  machinę. 

Powel,  with  all  his  wire  and  wit. 

To  her  great  genras  must  submit: 

Esact  at  tweWe  the  goddess  shows, 

And  Famę  aload  ber  trumpet  blows ; 

Harrangues  the  mob  with  shams  and  lyes, 

And  bkis  tnehr  actions  fali,  or  riae. 

Old  Chaos  here  his  throne  regains  ; 

And  here  in  odd  confusion  reigns  ; 

All  order,  all  distinction  lost, 

Now  high,  now  Iow,  the  fools  are  tost, 

Here  lucky  cozcombs  vainly  rear 

Their  giddy  heads,  there  in  despair 

Sita  bumbled  Pride,  with  down-cast  look, 

Bankrupts  restorM,  and  misers  broke, 

Strange  figures  here  our  eyes  invade, 

And  the  whole  worki  in  masouerade  ; 

A  carman  in  a  hat  and  feather, 

A  lord  in  frjeze,  his  breaches  leather : 

Tom  Whiplash  in  his  coach  of  state, 

Drawn  by  the  tits  be  drove  of  late : 

A  colonel  of  the  bold  train-bands, 

Selling  his  equipage  and  landa. 

Hard-by  a  cobler,  bidding  fair 

For  the  gold-chain,  and  next  lord  mayor: 

A  butcber  blustering  in  the  crowd, 

Of  his  late  purchas'd  teutcheon  proud, 

Retains  his  ckaver  for  his  crest, 

His  motto  too  beneath  the  rest, 

"  Viitue  and  merit  is  a  jest." 

Two  toasts  with  all  their  trrakets  gone, 

Paddjng  the  streets  for  half-a-crown : 

Adaggled  eountess  and  her  maid, 

Her  hoose-rent  and  her  slaves  uspald, 

A  tailor'8  wife  m  ricb  brocade. 

AU  sects,  all  parties,  high  and  Iow, 

At  Fortunek  shrine  devoutly  bow  j 

Nought  can  their  ardent  zeal  restraio, 

Where  each  man's  godlineas  is  gain. 

From  tavems,  meeting-houses,  stews, 

Atheists  and  Quakers,  bawds  and  Jews, 

Statesmen  and  Adlera,  beawt  and  porters, 

Blae  aprons  here,  and  there  blue  garters. 

As  human  race  of  old  began 

From  Stones  and  clods,  transibrm'd  to  man, 

So  from  each  dunghill,  strange  surprise ! 

In  troops  the  recent  gentry  rise, 

Of  mnshroom  growth.  they  wildly  stare, 

And  ape  the  great  with  awkward  air : 

80  Pinkethman  upon  the  stage, 

Mounting  his  ass  in  warlike  ragę, 

With  simpering  Dicky  for  his  page, 

In  Lee'8  mad  rant,  with  monkey  face, 

Burlesaues  the  prinoe  of  Ammon'8  race. 

Industrious  Frank,  among  tbe  rest, 

Bought,  sold,  and  cavill  d,  bawPd  and  pre»'d  j 

LodgM  in  a  garret  on  the  spot, 

FollowM  mstroctions  to  a  jot, 

The  praying  part  alone  forgot 

Learnt  every  dealing  term  of  art, 

And  all  ta'  ingenkww  cant  by  beart; 


Nor  doubted  but  be  soon  tnould  tsA 

Damę  Fortune  complaisant  and  kind. 

After  her  oft  he  callM aload, 

But  still  she  Tanish'd  in  the  crowd  ; 

Now  with  smooth  looks  and  tempting  fmJkl 

The  faithless  hypocrite  beguiles  ; 

Then,  with  a  cool  and  scomful  air, 

Bids  the  deluded  wretch  despair  ; 

Takes  pet  without  the  least  pretence, 

And  wonders  at  his  insolence. 

Thus  with  her  fickle  humours  rex*d, 

And  between  hopes  and  fears  perplex'd  j 

His  patience  qurte  worn  out  at  last 

Reaolves  to  throw  one  desperate  cast. 

"  Tis  ▼ain,w  said  he,  "  to  whine  and  wooe, 

Tis  one  brisk  stroke  the  work  must  do. 

Fortune  is  like  a  widów  won, 

And  trockles  to  the  bold  alone ; 

I  '11  push  at  once  and  venture  all, 

At  least  I  shall  with  honour  fali." 

But,  curse  upon  the  treacherous  jadę, 

Who  thus  his  services  repaid  ; 

When  now  he  thought  tbe  world  his  OWBj 

He  bought  a  bear,  and  was  undone. 


CANTO    nŁ 

As  there  is  something  m  a  face, 

An  air,  and  a  peculiar  grace, 

Which  boidest  painters  cannut  tracę ; 

That  morę  than  features,  shape,  or  hair, 

Distinguishes  tbe  happy  fair ; 

Strikes  every  eye,  and  makes  her  known 

A  ruling  toast  through  all  the  town : 

So  in  each  action  'tis  success 

That  gives  it  all  ita  oomeliness ; 

Guards  it  from  censure  and  from  blame, 

Brightens  and  burniahes  our  famę. 

For  what  is  virtue,  courage,  wit, 

In  all  men,  but  a  kicky  hit  ? 

But,  vice  vertaf  where  this  fatfs, 

Tbe  wisest  conduct  nooght  avaUs  ; 

The  man  of  merit  soon  shall  und 

The  world  to  prosperous  knaves  inclin'4, 

Himself  the  last  of  all  mankind. 

Too  true  poor  Frank  this  thesis  fbund, 

Bankrupt,  despoifd,  and  run  aground, 

In  durance  wile  dctain'd  and  lost, 

And  all  his  mighty  projects  crost : 

With  grief  and  shame  at  once  opprest, 

Teare  swell  his  eyes,  and  sighs  his  breast; 

A  poor,  forlorn,  abańdon'd  rake, 

Where  shall  he  {urn  ?  what  measures  take  ł 

Betray'd,  deceiv'd,  and  niin'dquite, 

By  his  own  greedy  appettte ; 

He  mourns  his  fatal  lust  of  pelf, 

And  curses  Fortune  and  himself: 

In  limbo  pent,  would  fain  get  free, 

Importunate  for  liberty. 

So  when  the  watchful  hungry  monie, 

At  midnight  prowling  round  the  house, 

Winds  in  a  corner  toasted  cheese, 

Glad  the  lumirious  prey  to  seiae ; 

With  whiskers  currd,  and  round  black  eyeą, 

He  meditates  the  luscious  prize, 

Till  caught,  trepann'd,  laments  too  kto 

Tbe  rigorous  decrees  of  Fate ; 
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He  biftes  the  wire,  and  dhnbs  m 
The  wretched  captfoe  tbus  dJatressM, 
Kg  busy  thoughts  aflowno  rat: 
Food  oo  each  projeot  to  depend, 
Kind  Hope  his  onły  fiutfafol  firiend  ; 
Odd  whimsies  floating  inhis  bram, 
He  ploto,  contrtas,  but  all  in  vain, 
Appiorae,  rejects,  and  thinks  agam. 
As  wben  tite  shipwreck'd  wretchis  tost 
From  wave  to  wa*e,  ąnd  almoet  lott, 
Beat  by  the  billows  from  the  ahore, 
Betnrns  half  drowrfd,  and  hugs  onoe  nos* 
The  frieadły  plank  be  graspM  befere: 
So  Frank,  wben  aU  ezpedients  fiu!, 
Tosare  hiscarcawrrom  a  gaol, 
Bat  up  with  Termin  and  with  care, 
Andalmcntsmkmgmdeipair, 
Besohree  onee  moce  to  make  bis  court 
To  his  old  aunt,  his  last  resort: 
Takes  pen  in  band,  now  writes,  now  tonie, 
Tben  blots  bis  paper  witb  his  teart, 
Bansacks  bis  troobled  soul,  to  raise 
Each  tender  aentiment  and  phrasa  $ 
And  erery  lamę  eacuse  sopplies 
With  artrul  cołouring  and  disgnise  ; 
Bud  to  faftnself ,  lays  aU  the  Mama 
On  Fortune,  thatcapricious  damę  : 
lnsbort,  informs  ber  all  was  lott, 
And  sends  it  by  the  penny-post. 
Soonastbe  ancient  nympb  bad  read 
The  feta!  scroU,  sbetook  ber  bed, 
Cold  palsies  sene  ber  trembłmg  head ; 
flhe  groans,  sbe  ńghs,  she  sobs,  sbe  smeara 
Her  spaatacles  and  beard  with  tears; 
Her  nose,  tbat  wont  to  sympatbuse 
WHb  all  th»  tferflowmgt  of  ber  eyes, 
Adown  in  pearly  drops  distils, 
Tb'  nnited  streem  each  obasm  fills. 
Genem  now,  nor  Nants  will  do, 
Ber  toothlessgumstheir  hołd  let  goj 
And  on  the  giound,  O  fatal  stroke ! 
Tbe  short  eoevnl  pipę  ]s  broke : 
With  rapom*  choaktt,  entrancM  she  lica, 
Belches,  and  prays,and  f—Cs,  and  diea. 
Bot  aieep,  tbat  kind  restorathre, 
fiecalPd  ber  soul,  and  bid  ber  lirę; 
With  cooler  thougths  tbe  case  she  weigh'd, 
Andbrought  ber  reason  to  ber  aid. 
Awaw  sbe  bobblei,  and  with  speed 
Resolres  to  see  the  captive  freed; 
Wipe  off  this  stain  and  fbul  disgrace, 
And  yindicate  ber  ancient  race, 
With  ber  a  sagę  dnector  eomes, 
Morę  weighty  tban  a  brace  of  plomba, 
A  good  man  in  tbe  city  cant, 
Where  csflb,  not  morals,  makes  tbe  saiut, 
T  improre  a  genios  so  potite, 
The  chanaty  Uńng  was  dubbM  a  knighti 
Bortune's  chief  conftdent  and  friene\ 
Grown  fiat  by  many  a  drńdend  ; 
And  stul  ber  firomr  be  retains, 
By  want  of  merit  and  of  brams  t 
On  ber  top  spoke  sublime  be  snn, 
The  jest  and  theme  of  sneering  wini  s 
*or  Ibcla,  in  Fortune*  ptllory  pbfd, 
Are  motmted  to  be  morę  dtsgrac*o» 
Tbis  ricb  old  hunks,  as  Woodcock  wisa, 
Wa§  caiitt  the  younker  to  advise  s 
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Young  man,"taid  be,  "  reftma  fromtearą, 
While  joyful  tidmgs  tyess  tbine  ears  ; 
Up  and  be  doing,  boy,  and  try 
To  cononer  Fate  by  industry  ; 
For  know  Uiatall  of  mortal  race, 
Are  born  to  losses  and  disgraoe : 
Bv'n  I  broke  twice,  I,  heretofore 
A  tailor  despicably  poor, 
In  erery  hole  lor  shełter  crcpt, 
On  the  same  bulk,  botcb/d,  lon^d*  and  tlept, 
With  scarce  one  peany  to  prepara 
A  friendry  balter  in  despajr; 
My  credit  like  my  garoent  tom, 
Thread-bare,  and  ragged,  over-worng 
But  soon  I  patcbM  it  up  agaio, 
Tbese  basy  hands,  this  working  brain, 
Ne'er  ceas'd  from  labour,  pain,  and  swea* 
Till  Fortune  smil'd9  and  I  was  greaL 
Now  at  each  pompoos  city  feast, 
WhobutsirTristram^  £veryguest 
Respectfbi  bows.     In  each  debatę, 
My  nod  must  gita  tbe  sentonoa  weignt  i 
On  me  prime  ministers  attend,     ' 
And— Aialabie '»  my  firiend  s 
In  embryo  each  boid  projectlies, 
1111  my  consenting  pnrse  supplies. 
This  band— nay  do  not  tbink  me  vain, 
Soften'd  the  Swede,  and  humbled  Spam, 
To  me  the  fair,  wbom  all  adom, 
AddresB  theirprayers,  and  own  my  power  ; 
Wben  tbe  poor  toast  by  break  of  day 
Has  panted  all  ber  goW  away, 
Undres8'd,  and  in  ber  natrfa  cbarmt, 
She  flies  to  tbese  indolgent  arms  ; 
She  curls  each  dknpU  m  ber  moa 
To  win  tbe  good  sir  Tristram's  grace  | 
Offers  her  brilliants  with  a  smile, 
Tbat  migbt  an  anchoret  begnile  | 
And  when  my  potent  aid  is  lent, 
Away  the  dear-ooe  wheels  contenU 
He  tbat  can  money  get,  my  boy, 
Shall  every  other  good  enjoy ; 
Be  ricb,  and  erery  baon  receive, 
Tbat  man  can  wijb,  or  Heaven  can- gita, 
Now  to  tbe  means,  dear  yonth,  attend, 
By  wbich  thy  wirowa  soon  shall  end : 
Thy  good  old  aont  rcsolve8  to  bail 
Her  bopeful  godson  out  of  gaolj 
But  what  is  freedom  to  tbe  poor  r 
The  man  who  begs  from  door  to  door 
Isfree;  in  lazy  wiwtchedness 
He  liyes,  till  Heaven  bis  substanoe  bless  $ 
But,  łiaving  learnt  to  cog  and  chouse, 
To  cut  a  pursa,  or  break  a  bouse, 
Tben  soon  be  mends  his  own  apparel, 
EatsboilM  and  roast,  and  taps  bis  barrel; 
Drinks  double  bub,  with  all  his  migbt, 
And  hugs  his  doxy  evtry  nigtt: 
Thy  sprightly  genius  ne*er  shall  li« 
Deprea^d  by  want  and  pennry  5 
Oo,  with  a  prosperons  meny  gale. 
To  the  Soutb  Sens  ad*erturou*  sail ; 
,  Fat  Plenty  dweDs  on  thosa  ricb  shoret, 
Adundance  opens  aU  ber  storet  $ 
Ingots  and  pearls  lor  beade  are  sold, 
And  rirers  glide  on  sands  of  gold; 
Profit  and  Pleasure*  band  in  band; 
Smito  on  tha  AakU,  and  Wesj  tbs  land  $ 


224 


Secure  of  Fortowi  fraee,  he  nL., 

And  flattering  Hope  tbe  wreteh  beguUeg, 

Thoogfa  naturę  cali*  for  sleep  and  food, 

Yet  stronger  avarice  subdued ; 

Ev'n  snameful  nakfrinnss  and  pain, 

And  thirst  and  hunger,  plead  in  vain : 

No  rest  he  gives  his  weary  feet, 

Fortune  heseeks  from  street  to  itreet; 

Carefal  in  erery  cocner  pries, 

Now  here,  now  there,  impatient  flies, 

Where  ever  buty  crowds  resort, 

The  change,  the  market,  and  the  port| 

In  vain  he  turns  his  eye-balls  round, 

Fortune  was  no  where  to  be  found  ; 

Tbe  jilt,  not  many  hours  before, 

With  the  Plate-fleet  had  left  the  shore, 

Langta  at  the  creduknis  fbol  behind, 

And  joyful  skuds  before  the  wind. 

Poor  Frank  fbrsaken  on  the  coast, 

AU  his  fbnd  hopes  at  once  are  lost* „ 

Agfaast  the  sweUing  sails  he  view8, 

And  with  his  eye  the  fleet  pursues, 

Till,  lessentt  to  his  wearied  sigbt, 

It  leaves  him  to  despairand  night 

So  when  the  faithless  Theseus  fled 

The  Cretan  nymph'sdeserted  bed, 

Awak'd,  at  distance  on  the  mało, 

fihe  view'd  the  prasperous  perjur'd  swam, 

And  calPd  th'  avenging  Gods  in  Tain. 

jProstrate  on  earth  till  break  of  day, 

Semeless  and  motłonless  he  lay, 

Till  tears  at  last  find  out  their  way  | 

Gush  like  a  torrent  from  his  eye*, 

In  bitterness  of  soul  he  cries, 

*'  O,  Fortune !  now  too  late  I  see, 

Too  late,  alas  !  thy  treacbery. 

Wreteh  that  I  am,  abandonU,  lost, 

About  the.worid  at  random  tosty 

Whither,  oh  whtther  shall  I  run  ? 

Sore  pmch'd  with  hunger,  and  undone* 

In  the  dark  mines  go  hidethy  head 

Accurs'd,  ezchahge  thy  sweat  for  bread, 

Skulk  tmder  ground,  in  £arth*s  dark  wośab 

Go  shwe,  and  dig  thyself  a  tomb : 

There^s  gold  enough  $  pernicious  gold ; 

To  whkh  long  sińce  thy  peaoe  was  sold  5 

Vain  helpless  idol !  canst  thou  savc 

This  shatterM  carcaae  from  the  grare  ? 

Restless  disturber  of  mankind, 

Canst  thou  give  healtb,  or  peace  of  mmd  ? 

Ah  no,  deceiv'd  tbe  fool  shall  be 

Who  puts  his  confldenee  in  thee. 

Fatally  blind,  my  natfre  hame 

I  left,  m  this  rude  world  to  roam; 

O,  brother !  shall  I  view  no  morę 

Thy  peaceful  bowersr  mir  Albkm^s  sbore  ? 

Yes,(if  kind  Heaven  my  Ufo  shall  spare) 

Some  happy  moment*  yet  PU  share, 

In  thy  delightful  blest  retreat, 

With  thee  contemn  the  rich  and  great; 

Kedeem  my  time  miapent,  and  wałt 

Till  death  reliere  th'  unfortunate." 

Adver»ty,  sagę  useful  goest, 
Serere  instructor,  but  the  best  j 
It  is  from  thee  alone  we  know 
i  Justly  to  value  things  below  ; 
Bight  Reason's  erer  faithfal  friend, 
To  thee  our  haughty  pasaions  band; 
Tam'd  by  thy  rod,  poor  Frank  at  last 
Repents  of  aU  his  foUiet  past ; 


SOMERYILFS  POEMS. 


Resign'd,  and  patient  to  andura 
Thoee  illi,  which  Heaven  alone  can  care* 
With  vain  pursuits  and  labours  wora, 
He  meditates  a  quick  return, 
Longs  to  rerisit  yet  once  mora, 
Poor  prodigaj !  his  natwe  shore. 
In  the  nest  ship  for  Briftain  bound, 
Glad  Frank  a  ready  passage  found; 
Nor  Tessel  now,  nor  freight  his  own, 
He  fears  no  longer  Fortune's  frown; 
No  property  but  life  his  share, 
Life,  a  frail  good  not  worth  his  care  j 
Actire  and  willing  to  obey, 
A  merry  mariner  and  gay, 
He  hands  the  sails,  and  jokes  aU  day. 
At  night  no  dreams  disturb  his  rest, 
No  passions  riot  in  his  breast ; 
For,  having  nothing  left  to  lose, 
Sweet  and  unbroken  his  repose ; 
And  now  fair  Albiop's  clifis  are  seea, 
And  hills  with  fruitful  herbage  green : 
His  heart  beats  quick»  the  joy  that  tiea 
His  fahering  tongue  bursts  from  his  eyeg* 
At  length,  thus  |iail'd  the  weU-known  land, 
And  kneeling  kiss'd  the  happy  strand* 
"  And  do  I  then  draw  native  air, 
After  an  age  of  toil  and  care  ? 
O  welcome  parent  isle  !  no  moro 
The  vagrant  shall  desert  thy  shore, 
But,  flying  to  thy  kind  embrace, 
■  Herę  end  his  life1  s  laborious  race." 
So  when  the  stag,  intent  to  rove, 
Quits  the  safe  park  and  sheltering  greve, 
Tops  the  high  pale,  strolls  unconfin^ 
Aud  leares  the  lazy  herd  behiod, 
Blest  in  his  happy  change  a  while, 
Corn  fields  and  flowery  meadows  smile, 
The  pamperM  beast  enjoys  the  spoil  | 
Till  on  the  nezt  returnmg  noro, 
AlarraM,  he  heąrs  the  fotal  boru ; 
Before  the  stanch,  blood  thirsty  hounds, 
Panting,  o'er  hills  unknown  he  bounda, 
With  clamour  every  wood  resotmds : 
He  creeps  the  thorny  brakes  with  pain, 
He  seeks  the  distant  stream  in  Tain, 
And  now,  by  sad  eaperienoe  wiae, 
To  his  dear  home  tbe  rambler  flies; 
His  old  enclosure  gains  once  morę, 
And  joins  the  herd  he  scomtt  before. 

Nor  are  his  labours  fiiróhM  yet, 
Hunger  and  thirst,  and  pain  and  swea^ 
And  many  a  tedious  mile  remains, 
Before  his  brother^s  house  be  gama. 
Without  one  doit  his  purse  to  bless, 
Nor  very  elegant  his  dress  ; 
With  a  tarrM  jump,  a  crooked  bat, 
Scarce  one  whole  shoe,  and  half  a  bat ; 
From  door  to  door  the  stroił  er  skippM, 
Some  times  relie^d,  but  oftener  whippfd  ; 
Sun-burnt  and  ragged,  on  he  fares, 
At  last  the  manaion-house  appears, 
Timely  relief  for  all  Us  cares. 
Around  he  gaz'd,  his  greedy  sight 
Devours  each  object  with  delight ; 
Through  each  lmown  haust  tranaported  rotes, 
Gay  smiling  fields,  and  shady  groves, 
Once  conscious  of  his  youthful  loves« 
About  the  hospHable  gale 
Crowds  of  dejectei  wretches  wait ; 
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Each  day  kind  Bobta  diffusfre  band, 
Cbear'd  and  refreshM  the  tatterM  band, 
Proud  the  most  god-like  joy  to  shąre, 
He  fed  the  hungry,  cloath'd  the  bare. 
Frank  amcmgst  these  his  station  chose, 
With  looka  revealing  inward  woes : 
When,  lo !  with  wonder  and  surprizc, 
He  saw  damę  Fortune  in  disguise ; 
He  saw,  but  scarce  believ'd  his  eyes. 
Her  fawning  smiles,  her  tricking  air, 
Th*  egregious  hypocrite  declare ; 
A  gypsy's  mantJe  round  her  spread, 
Of  various  dye,  wbite,  yellow,  red  ! 
Strange  feats  she  promisM,  clamour'd  loud, 
And  with  her  cant  amus'd  the  crowd : 
There  every  day  impatient  ply'd, 
PoshM  to  get  ki,  but  still  deny'd ; 
For  Bob,  who  knew  the  subtle  whore, 
Thrusfcthe  false  vagrant  from  his.door. 
Bat,  when  the  strange^s  face  he  view*d, 
With  no  deceitful  tears  bedewM, 
His  boding  heart  began  to  melt, 
And  morę  than  usuał  pity  felt : 
He  trac'd  his  features  o'er  and  o'er, 
That  spoke  him  better  bora,  though  poor, 
Though  clotnM  in  rags,  genteel  his  mień, 
That  face  he  somewherc  must  have  seen : 
Naturę  at  last  rereals  the  truth, 
He  knows,  and  owns  the  hapless  youth. 
SurprisM,  and  speechless,  both  embrace, 
And  mingting  tears  o,erflow  each  face ; 
Till  Bob  thus  eas'd  his  labouring  thought, 
And  this  instructire  morał  taught. 
*'  Wekome,  my  brother,  to  my  longmg  arms, 
Herę  on  my  bosom  rest  secure  frora  harms  ; 
See  Fortune  there,  that  false  delushre  jadę, 
To  whom  thy  prayera  and  ardent  vows  were  paid : 
She  (like  her  sex)  the  fbdd  pursuer  flies ; 
But  slight  the  jilt,  and  at  thy  feet  she  dies. 
Now  saife  in  port,  indulge  thyself  on  shore, 
Oh,  tempt  the  faithless  wmds  and  seas  no  morę  ; 
Łet  unavailing  toils,  and  dangers  past, 
Though  latc,  this  useful  letson  teach  at  last, 
True  happiness  is  only  to  be  found 
In  a  contented  mind,  a  body  sound, 
Ali  else  is  dream,  a  dance  on  fairy  ground : 
While  restless  fbols  each  idle  whim  pursue, 
And still  one  wish  obtain  d  creates  a  new, 
Like  froward  babes,  the  toys  they  bave,  detest, 
While  still  the  newest  trifle  pleaaes  best: 
Let  us,  my  brother,  rich  in  wisdom's  storę, 
What  Hearen  nas  lent,  enjoy,  nor  covet  morę  $ 
Subdue  our  passions,  curb  their  saucy  ragę, 
And  to  oureelves  restore  the  golden  age. 


THE  DEVIL  OUTJTITTED : 

A  TALK. 

A  ticas  IrrM  oo  this  side  Trent, 
Religious,  learn'd,  benevołent, 
Pure  was  his  life,  in  deed,  woni,  thought, 
A  comment  on  the  truths  he  taught  2 
Ba  pariah  largef  his  income  smaLL 
Yet  seMom  wanted  wherewithal  ; 
For  against  every  merry  tide 
Madam  would  careruUy  prawdę. 
A  painful  pastor ;  but  his  sheep, 
Abs  !  witbin  oo  bonnd*  wo«J4  Imso  : 
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A  scabby  flock,  that  every  day 

Run  not,  and  would  go  astray. 

He  thump'd  his  cushion,  fretted,  vext, 

Thurap'd  o 'er  again  each  useful  text ; 

Rebuk'd,  exhorted,  all  in  vain, 

His  parish  was_the  morę  profane : 

The  scrubs  would  have  their  wicked  will, 

And  cnnning  Satan  triumphtt  still. 

At  last,  when  each  erpedient  fail'd, 

And  serious  measures  nought  avaii'd, 

It  came  into  his  head,  to  try 

The  force  of  wit  and  raillery. 

The  good  man  was  by  naturę  gay, 

Could  gibe  and  joke,  as  well  as  pray  ; 

Not  like  some  hide-bound  folk,  who  chasa 

Each  merry  smile  from  their  duli  face, 

And  think  pridc  zeal,  ijl -naturę  grace. 

At  christenings  and  each  jovial  fcast, 

He  singled  out  the  sinful  beast : 

Let  his  ali -point ed  arrows  fly, 

Told  this  and  that,  look'd  very  sly, 

And  left  my  masters  to  apply. 

His  tales  were  humorous,  often  true, 

And  now  and  then  set  off  to  view 

With  lucky  netkras  and  shęer  wit, 

That  pierc'd,  where  truth  could  never  hit, 

The  laugh  was  always  on  his  side, 

While  passWe  fbols  by  turns  deride  ; 

And,  giggling  thus  at  one  another, 

Eachjeering  lout  refbrm'd  his  brother  ^ 

Till  the  whole  parish  was  with  ease 

Sham'd  into  virtue  by  degrees  : 

Then  be  advis'd,  and  try  a  tale, 

When  Chrysostom  and  Austin  faiL 


THE 

OFHCIOUS  MESSENGER 

A  TALE. 

Mak,  of  precarious  science  Tam, 
Treats  other  creatures  with  disdain ; 
Nor  Pug  nor  Shock  have  common  seose. 
Nor  even  Pol  the  least  pretence, 
Though  she  prate  better  than  us  all, 
To  be  accounted  rational. 
Thebrute  creation  here  below, 
It  seems,  is  Natnre's  puppet-show ! 
But  clock-work  all,  and  merę  machinę, 
What  can  these  idle  gimeraeks  mcan ; 
Ye  world-makers  of  Gresham-hall, 
Dog  Rover  shall  confute  you  all ; 
Shall  dtotc  that  every  reasoning  bruta 
Like  Ben  or  Bancor  can  diepute  ; 
Cąn  apprehend,  judge,  syilogize,, 
Or  like  proud  Bentley  criticize;  . 
At  a  moot  point,  or  (idd  disaster, 
Is  often  wiser  than  his  master. 
He  may  mistake  sometimes,  tis  true. 
Nonę  are  infallible  but  you. 
The  dog  whom  nothing  can  mislead 
Must  be  a  dog  of  parts  indeed : 
But  to  my  tale ;  hear  me,  my  friend, 
And  with  due  gravity  attend. 

Rover,  as  heralds  are  agreed, 
Well-born,  and  of  the  setting  breed ; 
Rang^d  high,  was  stout,  of  ooee  acute, 
A  very  learD*d  and  courtsous  brutt. 

!    a 
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In  parallel  lines  hisground  he  beat, 
Not  such  as  in  one  centrę  meet, 
In  thuse  let  blundering  doctors  deal, 
His  were  exactly  parallel. 
When  taintedgales'the  gamę  betray, 
Down  close  he  sinks,  and  eyes-  his  prey. 
Tbough  different  passions  tempt  his  soul, 
True  as  the  needle  to  the  pole, 
He  keeps  his  point,  and  panting  lies 
The  floating  net  above  him  flies, 
Then,  dropping,  sweep  the  fluttering  prize. 
Nor  this  his  only  excellence : 
When  surly  farmers  took  offence, 
And  the  rank  corn  the  sport  deny'd, 
Still  faithral  to  his  mastcr's  side, 
A  thousand  pretty  pranks  he  play'd, 
And  chearful  each  command  obey'd  : 
Humblc  his  mind,  though  great  his  wit, 
Would  lug  a  pig,  or  turn  the  spit  j 
Would  fetch  and  carry,  łeap  o'er  sticks, 
And  forty  such  diverting  tricks. 
Nor  Partridge,  nor  wise  Gadbnry, 
Could  find  lost  good§  so  soon  as  hej 
Bid  him  go  back  a  mile  or  morę, 
And  seek  the  glove  you  hid  beibre, 
Still  his  unerring  nose  would  wind  it, 
If  above  ground,  was  surę  to  find  it; 
Whimpering  for  joy  his  master  greet, 
And  humbly  lay  it  at  his  feet. 

But  hołd — it  cannot  be  deny'dt 
That  useful  talents  misappły'd, 
May  make  wild  work.     It  hapt  one  day, 
Squire  Lobb,  his  master,  took  his  way, 
New  sbavM,  and  smug,  and  Tery  tight. 
To  compłiment  a  neighbouring  knight; 
In  his  best  trowsers  fre  appears 
(A  comeły  person  for. his  years) ; 
And  clean  wbite  drawers,  that  many  a  day 
In  larcnder  and  rose-cakes  lay. 
Across  his  brawny  shoulders  strong, 
On  his  left  side  his  dagger  htfng ; 
I)ead-doing  blade  !  a  dreadful  guest, 
Or  in  the  field,  or  at  thefeasU 
No  franklin  canring  of  a  chine 
At  Christide,  ever  look'd  so  fine. 
With  him  obsęouious  Rover  trudg'd, 
Nor  from  his  heels  one  moment  budg,d  : 
A  while  thcy  trayellM,  when  within 
Poor  Lobb  peruerv'd  a  rumbling  din: 
Then  warring  winds,  for  want  of  vent, 
Shook  alł  his  earthly  tenement. 
So  in  the  body  polrtic 

(For  states  sometimes,  like  men,  are  sick) . 
Dark  Faction  mutters  through  the  crowd, 
Ere  bare-facd  Treason  roars  aloud : 
Whether  crude  humours  undigested 
His  I  a  bo  u  ring  cntrails  had  infested, 
Or  last  nighfs  load  of  bottled  ale, 
Grown  mutinous,  was  breaking  gaol: 
The  cause  of  this  his  aukward  pain, 
Let  Johiiston  or-  let  II — th  explain ; 
Whose  leamed  noses  may  discover, 
Wby  nature's  stink-pot  thus  ran  over. 
My  province  is  th'  eftect  to  tracę, 
Aud  give  each  point  its  proper  grace, 
Th'  cffect,  O  lamentable  case  ! 
Long  had  he  strorgled,  but  in  vain, 
The  factious  tumult  to  restrain : 


What  should  he  do?  Th*  unrnly  rotrf 

PressM  on,  and  it  was  time,  no  doubt, 

T'  unbuttou,  and  to  let  all  out. 

The  trowsers  soon  bis  will  obey ! 

Not  so  his  stubborn  drawers,  for  they, 

Beneath  his  hanging  paunch  close  ty'd, 

His  utmost  art  and  pains  defy'd : 

He  drew  his  dagger  on  the  spot, 

ResoWd  to  cut  the  Gordian  knot. 

In  the  same  road  just  then  pass'd  by 

(Such  was  the  will  of  Destiny) 

The  courteous  curatc  of  the  place, 

Good-nature  shone  o'cr  all  his  face  ; 

Surpris'd  the  flaming  blade  to  riew, 

And  dccming  slaughter  must  ensue, 

Off  from  his  hack  himself  he  threw, 

Then  without  ceremony  seiz'd 

The  squirc,  impatient  to  be  eas'd. 

"  Lord  !  master  Lobb,  who,  would  have  thought 

The  fiend  had  e'er  so  strongly  wrought  ? 

Is  suicide  so  slight  a  fault  ? 

Rip  up  thy  guts,  man !  What — go  quick 

To  Heli ?  Outrageous  lunatic  ! 

But,  by  the  blessing,  I  '11  prerent 

With  this  right  hand,  thy  foul  intent.1 

Then  gripp'd  the  dagger  fastt  the  squire, 

Like  Peleus'  son,  look'd  pale  with  ire  ; 

While  the  sood  man  like  Pallas  stood, 

And  check'd  his  eager  tbirst  for  blood. 

At  last,  when  both  a  while  had  strain'd, 

Strength,  join'd  with  zeal,  the  conąuest  gara'd. 

The  curate  in  all  points  obey'd, 

Into  the  sheath  returns  the  blade: 

But  fint  th'  unhappy  squire  he  swore, 

T'  attempt  upon  his  life  no  morę. 

With  sagę  advice  his  speech  he  clos'd, 

And  left  him  (a-s  he  thought)  compos^d. 

But  was  it  so,  friend  Lobb*  I  own, 

Misforttuie  seldom  comes  alone ; 

Satan  supplies  the  swelling  tide, 

And  ills  on  ills  are  multiplyM. 

Subdued  and  all  his  measures  broke, 

His  purpose  and  intent  mistook ; 

Within  his  drawers,  alas !  he  found 

His  guts  let  out  without  a  wound : 

For,  in  the  conflict,  straining  bard, 

He  left  his  postern-gate  unbarrM; 

Most  woefully  bedawbtt,  he  moans 

His  piteous  case,  he  sigbs,  he  groans. 

To  lose  his  dinner,  and  return, 

Was  very  hard,  not  to  be  borne: 

Hunger,  they  say,  parent  of  arts, 

Will  make  a  fbol  a  man  of  parts. 

The  sharp-set  squ!re  resohes  at  last, 

Whate'er  befel  him  not  to  fest; 

He  mus'd  a  while,  chafd,  strain'd  bis  wita, 

At  last  on  this  expedient  hits ; 

To  the  next  brook  with  sober  pace 

He  teuds,  preparing  to  uncase, 

Straddłing  and  rnuttering  all  the  way, 

CunTd  inwardly  th'  unludty  day/ 

The  coastnow  elear,  no  soul  in  view, 

Off  in  a  tnce  his  trowsers  drew; 

Morę  leisurely  his  drawers,  for  care 

And  caution  was  convenient  there : 

So  fast  the  plaisterM  birdlime  stuck, 

The  skin  came  off  at  erery  pluck, 

Sorely  he  gaulM  each  brawny  nami 


FABLES,  f  ALEŚ,  &c. 


227 


Kor  other  parta  escap'd,  which  shame 
Forbids  a  bashful  Muse  to  name. 
Kot  withont  pam  the  work  achiev»d, 
He  Bcrubb'd  and  washtt  the  parts  aggriev'd 
Tben,  with  nice  band  and  look  sedate, 
FoWb  upfcis  drawers,  with  thcir  rich  freigbt, 
And  hides  them  ia  a  bush,  at  leisurc 
Resor?'d  to  fetch  his  hidden  treasure : 
Tbe  trusty  Rover  lay  bard  by, 
Obserring  all  with  curious  eye. 

Now  riggM  agam,  once  morę  a  beau, 
And  mattert  fix'd  in  statu  quo, 
Brisk  as  a  make  in  metry  May, 
That  just  bas  cast  his  slougb  away, 
Oladsome  he  caper'd  o'er  the  green, 
Ab  he  presum'd  both  sweet  and  clean ; 
For,  oh  !  amongst  us  mortal  elves, 
How  few  tbere  are  sinell  out  themselves ! 
With  a  mole'9  ear,  and  eagle's  eye, 
And  with  a  Mood-nound's  nose,  we  fly 
Od  others*  faults  implacably. 
But  where  >s  that  ear,  that  eye,  that  nose, 
Against  its  "master  will  depose  > 
Buddy  miss  Pnie,  with  golden  hair, 
Stioks  like  a  połe-cat  or  a  bear, 
Yet  romps  about  me  every  day, 
Sweetcr,  sbe  thinks,  than  new-made  hay, 
Lord  Plausible,  at  Tom's  and  Willi, 
Whose  poisonous  breath  in  whispers  kille, 
Still  buzzes  in  my  ear,  nor  knows 
What  fatal  secrets  he  bestows : 
Let  him  destroy  each  day  a  score, 
Tii  merę  chance-medley,  and  no  morę. 
In  fine,  self-)ove  bribes  every  sense, 
And  all  at  homc  is  excellenoe. 

The  squirc  arrrv'd  in  decent  pligbt, 
With  rerefence  due  salutes  the  knight ; 
Cotńplintents  past,  tbe  dinner-bell 
Rung  quick  and  loud,  harmonioos  knell 
To  greedy  Lobb  !  Th*  Orphćan  lyre 
Did  nełer  such  rapturous  joy  inspire ; 
Thoagh  tbis  the  sava-rc  throng  obey, 
That  hnnger  tames  morę  nerce  than  they. 
In  comely  order  now  appear, 
The  footraen  loaded  with  good  cheer, 
Herladyship  brougbt  up  the  rear. 
Smpering  she  iisps,  "  Your  seirant,  sir— 
The  ways  are  bad,  one  can't  well  stir 
Abroad--or  twere  indeed  unkind 
To Icare  good  Mn.  Lobb  behind— 
She  's  well,  I  hope — Master,  they  say, 
Comet  on  apace— How  »s  miss,  I  pray  }n 
Lobb  bow'd,  and  cringM ;  and,  mnttering  Iow, 
Madę  for  his  cbair,  would  fain  fall-to. 
Tbese  weighty  points  adjustcd,  soon 
My  lady  brandishes  ber  spoon. 
Unbappy  Lobb,  pleasM  with  his  treat, 
And  nunding  nothing  but  his  meat, 
Toooear  the  fire  had  chose  his  seat: 
When,  ob  !  th*  effluvia  of  bis  bum 
Began  amain  to  scent  tbe  room, 
Amfanskl  sweets,  and  rich  perrame. 
The  ftckeróg  footman  stopt  his  nose 5 
The  chaplain  too,  under  the  rosę, 
Madę  aukward  mouths ;  the  knight  took  maS ; 
Her  ladysbip  began  to  huff; 
"  Indeed,  sir  John— pray,  good  my  dear— 
Tm  wrong  to*  make  your  kennel  here— 
Bogs  in  their  place  are  good,  lown— 
But  in  the  parlour— foh !— be  gone." 


Now  Rockwood  leares  tV  unfinish'd  bonę, 
BanishM  for  failings  not  his  own  ; 
No  grace  ev'n  Fidler  could  obtain, 
And  favourite  Virgin  fawn'd  in  vain. 
The  senrants,  to  the  stranger  kind, 
Leave  trusty  Rorer  still  behind ; 
But  Lobb,  wbo  would  not  seem  to  be 
Defective  in  cmlity, 
And,  for  remoring  of  all  doubt, 
Knitting  bis  brows,  bid*  him  get  out: 
By  signs  eapresses  his  command, 
And  to  the  door  points  with  his  band. 
The  dog,  or  through  mistake  or  spight 
(Grave  authors  have  not  set  us  right), 
Fled  back  the  very  way  be  came, 
And  in  the  bosh  soon  found  his  gamę ; 
Brought  in  his  mouth  the  savoury  load, 
And  at  his  master's  elbow  stood. 
O  Lobb,  what  idioms  can  expsess 
Thy  strange  confusion  and  distress, 
When  on  the  floor  the  drawers  displayM 
'Fhe  fulsome  secret  had  bewrayM  ? 
No  traitor,  when  his  hand  and  seal 
Produc'd  bis  dark  designs  rereal, 
K'er  look'd  with  such  a  hanging  face, 
As  Lobb  half-dead  at  this  disgrace. 
Wild-staring,  tbunder-struck,  and  dumb, 
"Wliilc  peals  of  laughter  shake  the  room ; 
Each  sash  thrown  up  to  let  iu  air, 
The  knight  fell  backward  m  his  chair, 
Laugh'd  till  his  heart-strings  almost  break, 
The  chaplain  giggłed  for  a  week  ; 
Her  ladyship*began  to  cali, 
For  hartshorn,  and  ber  Abigail ; 
The  servants  chuckled  at  the  door, 
And  all  was  olamour  and  uproar. 
Rorer,  wbo  now  began  to  quake, 
As  conscious  of  his  foul  mistake, 
Trusts  to  his  heels  to  save  his  life  ; 
The  sąuire  sneaks  nonie,  and  beats  his  wife. 
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Frank  Plome,  a  spark  about  the  town, 
Now  weary  of  intriguing  grown,j£ 
Thought  it  adraeable  to  wed, 
And  chuse  a  partner  of  his  bed,     * 
Virtuous  and  chaste — Aye,  right— but  whera 
Is  there  a  nymph  thafs  chaste  as  fair  ; 
A  blessing  to  be  priz'd,  but  rare. 
For  continence  penurious  Heaven 
Witb  a  too  sparing  hand  has  gńren; 
A  plant  but  soldom  to  be  found, 
And  tbrives  but  ill  on  Ęritish  ground. 
Should  our  adventurer  hastę  on  board, 
And  see  what  fbreign  soils  afford  ? 
Where  watchłul  dragona  guard  the  prize, 
And  jealous  dons  bave  Argusf  eyes, 
Where  tbe  rich  casket,  close  immurM, 
Is  under  lock  and  key  secur^d  ? 
No — Frank,  by  longexpcrience  wise, 
Had  known  tbese  forts  took  by  surprise. 
Naturę  in  spite  of  art  prevail'd. 
And  all  their  vigilance  bad  fail'd. 
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Tbe  youth  was  puzzled— «hould  he  go 
And  scalę  a  coiwent  ?  would  tbat  do  ? 
Is  nuns-flesh  always  good  and  sweet  ? 
Fly-blown  sometimes,  not  tkt  to  eat. 
Weil— he  resoWes  to  do  his  best, 
And  prudently  contrives  this  test ;    - 
If  the  last  favour  1  ob  tai  n, 
And  the  nymph  yield,  tbe  case  is  plain: 
MarryM,  she'H  play  the  same  odd  prank 
With  others — she  's  no  wife  for  Frank. 
But,  could  I  find  a  female  heart 
Impregnable  to  force  or  art, 
That  all  my  batteries  could  withstandf 
The  sap,  and  even  sword  in  hand  ; 
Ye  gods  !  how  happy  should  I  be, 
From  each  perplesing  thought  set  free> 
From  cuckoldoui,  and  jealousy  ! 
The  project  pleas'd.  He  now  appeaiSj 
And  shines  in  all  his  killing  airs, 
And  every  useful  toy  prepares, 
New  opera  tunes,  and  billet-doux, 
The  clouded  cane,  and  red-hecPd  shoes  ; 
Kor  the  clock-stocking  was  forgot, 
Tli'  embroider'd  coat,  and  sboulder-knot: 
All  that  a  woman's  heart  might  move, 
The  potent  trumpery  of  love, 
Herę  importunity  prerails,  > 

There  tears  in  noods,  or  sighs  in  galef. 
Now,  in  the  lucky  moment  try'd» 
Low  at  his  feet  the  fair  one  dyM, 
For  Strephon  would  not  be  deny'd« 
Then,  if  no  motivcs  could  persuade, 
A  golden  shower  debauch'd  the  maidj 
The  mistress  truckled,  and  obey'd. 
To  modesty  a  sham  pretence 
Gain'd  some,  others  impertineuce; 
But  most,  plain  downright  impuuence* 
like  Caesar,  now  he  conquer'd  all, 
The  va»al  sex  before  him  fali; 
Where'er  he  march'd,  slaughter  ensued, 
He  came,  he  saw,  and  he  subdued. 
At  length  a  stubborn  nymph  he  fbund, 
For  bold  Camilla  stood  her  grdund  ; 
Parry'd  his  thrusts  with  equal  art, 
And  had  him  both  in  tierce  and  quart& 
J5he  kept  the  nero  still  in  play, 
'  And  still  maintain'd  the  doubtful  day. 
Herę  he  resoWes  to  make  a  stand, 
Take  her,  and  marry  out  of  hand. 
The  jolly  pricst  soon  ty'd  the  knot, 
The  luscious  tale  was  not  forgot, ' 
Then  empty'd  both  his  pipę  and  pot 
The  posset  drunk,  the  stocking  thrown> 
"DThe  candles  out,  the  curtains  drawn, 
And  sir  and  madam  all  alone ; 
•«  My  dear,"  said  he,  "  I  stroje,  you  know, 
To  taste  the  joys  you  now  bestow, 
All  my  persuasive  arts  I  try'd, 
fcut  still  relentiess  you  deny'd  ; 
Tell  me,  inexorable  fair, 
How  could  you,  thus  attack'd,  forbcar  ?'* 
•*  Swear  to  łorgive  whafs  past,"  she  cry'd  ; 
*«  The  nakcd  truth  shan't  be  denyM." 
He  did  ;  the  baggage  thus  rcply'd : 
Deceiv'd  so  many  times  before 
By  your  ialse  sex,  1  ras  hi y  swore, 
Te  trutt  decejtfiil  man  no  mora. 
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For  shame,"  said  Ebony,  "  for  shamer 
Tom  Ruby,  trotb,  you  're  much  to  blame. 
To  drink  at  this  coufounded  ratę, 
To  guzzle  thus,  early  and  tatę  !" 

Poor  Tom,  who  just  had  took  his  wbet* 
And  at  the  door  his  uncle  met, 
Surpris'd  and  thunder-struck,  would  fant 
Make  his  escape,  but,  oh  !  in  vain. 
Each  blush,  that  glow'd  with  an  dl 
Lighted  the  flambcaux  in  his  face  ; 
No  loop-hole  left,  no  slight  pretence 
To  paliiate  the  foul  offencc. 
"  I  own,"  said  he,  "  I  łm  very  bad— 
A  sot— tncorrigibiy  mad — 
But,  sir — 1  thank  you  for  your  lorę. 
And  by  your  lectures  would  improve ; 
Yet,  give  me  leave  to  say,  the  street 
For  conference  U  not  so-  uieet. 
Herę  in  this  roora — nay,  sir,  come  ii 
Expose,  chastisc  me  for  my  sin  ; 
Exert  each  trope,  your  utmost  art, 
To  touch  this  senseless,  flinty  heart. 
I  'm  conscious  of  my  guilt,  >tis  true. 
But  yet  1  know  my  frailty  too  ; 
A  slight  rcfmke  will  never  do. 
Urge  home  my  faults— come  in,  I  pray— 
Let  not  my  soul  be  cast  away." 

Wise  Ebony,  who  deem'd  it  good 
T  encourage  by  all  means  be  could 
These  first  appearances  of  grace, 
Follow'd  up  stairs,  and  took  his  place* 
The  bottle  and  the  crustappear'd, 

And  wiły  Tom  demurely  sneer'd 
My  duty,  sir  !»— «  Thank  yoa,  land  Tom  !w 
Again,an't  please  you!"—"  Thank  you!  Come—* 
Sorrow  is  dry — I  must  ooce  moro — •■ 
<(  Nay  Tom,  I  told  you  at  the  door 

I  would  not  drink — what !  before  dinner  ?— » 
Not  one  glass  morę,  as  I  >m  a  sinner— 
Come,  to  the  point  in  hand ;  is  *t  fit 

A  man  of  your  good  sense  and  wit 

Tbose  parts  which  Heaven  bestow'd  should  drów* 

A  butt  to  all  the  sots  in  town  ? 

Why  tell  me,  Tom— What  fort  esa  stand 

(Though  regular,  and  bravely  mann'd) 

If  night  and  day  the  nerce  foe  pltes 

With  nevcr-ceasing  batteries  ; 

Will  there  not  be  a  breach  at  last  ?"— 

"  Uncle,  *tis  true— ftrgive  what  's  past," 

"  But  if  nor  interest,  nor  famę, 

Nor  bealth,  can  your  duli  soul  reclaim, 

Hast  not  a  conscience,  man  ?  no  thought 

Of  an  hereafter  ?  dear  are  bought 

These  sensu  al  pleastunes."— "  I  relent, 

Kind  sir — but  give  your  zeal  a  Tent—" 

Then,  pouting,  hung  his  head ;  yet  stitt 

Took  care  his  uncle^s  glass  to  fili, 

Which  as  his  hurry'd  spirits  sunk, 

Unwittingly,  good  man  !  he  drunk. 

Each  pint,  alas  !  drew  on  the  nest, 

Old  Ebony  stuck  to  his  tex±, 

Crown  warm,  like  any  angel  spoke*. 

Till  inteirening  uickups  broke 

The  weil-strung  argument.  Poor  Ton 

Was  now  too  forward  tą  ceel  home. 
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łlal  pftaching  still,  this  still  repenting, 
Itoth  eaually  to  drink  consenting, 
Till  bach  brimfull  could  swill  do  inore, 
Jfcad  fell  dead  drunk  upon  tbe  ftoor. 
Baecbus,  tbe  jolly  god,  who  sale 
Wide  straddliag  o'er  bis  tun  m  state, 
Ckm  by  tbe  wtndow  side,  from  whcnoe 
He  heard  tbis  weighty  conference  ; 
Joy  kindUng  in  his  ruddy  cheeks, 
Thus  tbe  indulgent  godhcad  spcaks : 
•ł  Frail.mortals  know,  Reason  in  vaiu 
Bebels,  and  would  disturb  my  reiga. 
See  tbere  the  sophister  o'erthrown, 
"Wrthstronger  arguments  koock'd  down 
Than  e^er  in  wrangling  schools  were  known  ! 
Tbe  winę  tbat  sparldes  in  this  glass 
Smooths  erery  brow,  gilds  every  face : 
Al  Tapours  wben  the  Sun  appears, 
Far  bence  amcieties  and  fears : 
Grare  ermine  smiles,  lawn  sleeves  grow  gayt 
Eacb  baugbty  monarch  owns  my  sway, 
And  cardinals  and  popes  ebey : 
Ev'n  Cato  drank  his  glass,  'twas  I 
Taught  the  b*rave  palriot  how  to  di« 
For  injurM  Romę  and  Liberty ; 
Twas  I  who  with  immortal  lays 
Inspirtt  the  bard  that  sung  his  praise, 
Łet  duil  ansociable  fools 
Lol!  in  their  cells,  and  lirę  by  rules  ; 
My  Yotaries,  in  gay  delight 
And  mirth,  sball  revel  all  the  nigbt ; 
Act  well  their  parts  on  life's  duli  stage, 
And  make  each  moment  worth  an  age." 
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lit  those  blest  days  of  jubilee, 

Whenpkws  Charles  set  Eugland  fres) 

From  canting  and  hypocrisy; 

Most  graciously  to  all  restoring 

Their  anciont  privilege  of  whoring ; 

Tbere  hVd,  but  'tis  no  matter  wbere, 

Tbe  son  of  an  old  cavalier  ; 

Of  ancient  lineage  was  tbe  souirc, 

A  man  of  mettle  and  of  fire j 

Cleao-shap'd,  well-liinb'd,  black-ey'd,  and  tali, 

Madę  a  good  figurę  at  a  bali, 

And  ody  wanted  wberewithal. 

"His  pension  was  ill-paid  and  strait, 

Fuli  many  a  loyal  hero's  fate : 

Often  hałf  starv'd,  and  often  out 

At elbows,  an  hard  case,no  doubt. 

Sometimes  perhaps  a  lucky  main 

Prudently  raanag'd  in  Long-Lane 

Repairtl  the  thread-bare  bcau  again ; 

And  now  and  then  some  secret  favours, 

The  kmd  retnrns  of  pious  labours, 

EorichM  the  strong  and  vigorous  lover, 

Bis  hononr  lhr*d  a  while  in  clovcr. 

For  (to  say  trnth)  it  is  but  jnst, 

Wbere  all  things  are  decay'd  but  lust, 

That  ladies  of  maturer  ages 

Gro  citron-water  and  good  wages. 

ThiM  far  Tom  Wild  had  madę  a  shtft, 
ind  got  good  bclps  at  a  dead  lift  i 


But  John,  his  hnmble  meagre  slave, 
One  fbotalready  in  the  grave, 
Hide-bound  as  one  of  Pharaoh's  lejne, 
With  good  duke  Numps  was  forcM  to  dine : 
Yet  still  the  thoughtful  serious  elf 
Would  not  be  wantingto  himself ;  « 
Borę  up  against  both  tide  and  wind, 
Turn%d  erery  project  in  his  mind, 
And' each  erpedient  wcigh'd,  to  find 
A  osmedy  in  this  distress. 
Some  god— (nay,  sir,  suppose  no  less, 
For  in  tbis  hard  and  knotty  pasę, 
V  employ  a  god  is  no  disgrace  ; 
Though  Merćury  be  sent  from  Jove, 
Or  Iris  wing  it  from  above) 
Some  God,  I  say,  inspir'd  the  knave, 
His  master  and  himself  to  savc 

As  both  went  supperless  to  bed 
One  night  (first  scratchjng  of  his  head) 
"  Alas  !"  quoth  John,  "  sir,  'tis  hard  farę 
To  suck  one*s  thumb,  and  live  on  airj 
To  reelfrom  pi  I  lar  unto  post, 
An  empty  shade,  a  waJking  ghost; 
To  hcar  one  's  guts  make  piteous  moan, 
Those  worst  of  duns,  and  yet  not  one, 
One  mouldy  scrap  to  satisfy 
Their'craving  importunity. 
Nay — Good  your  honour  please  to  bear" 
(And  then  the  varlet  dropt  a  tearl 
"  A  project  formM  in  tbis  duli  brain, 
Shall  set  us  all  adrift  again; 
A  project,  sir,  nay,  let  me  tell  ye, 
Sball  fili  your  pockets,  and  my  belly. 
Know  then,  old  Gripe  is  dead  of  late, 
Who  purchas'd  at  an  easy  ratę, 
Your  manor-house  aud  fine  estate. 
Nay,  stare  not  sir :  by  G —  'tis  true 
The  de  vii  for  once  bas  got  his  due  : 
The  rascał  has  left  etery  penny, 
To  his  old  maiden  sister  Jenny : 
Go,  clasp  the  dowdy  in  your  arms, 
Nor  want  you  bread,  though  she  want  cbarmst 
Cajole  the  dirty  drab,  and  then 
The  man  shall  have  his  marę  again ; 
Clod-Hall  is  yours,  your  house,  your  renta, 
And  all  your  lands,  and  tenements." 

"Faitb,  John,"  said  hc,  (then  JickM  his  chops) 
"  This  project  gives  indced  some  hopes : 
But  curscd  hard  the  terms,  to  many, 
To  stick  to  one  and  never  vary ; 
And  that  one  old  and  ugly  too : 
Frail  mortals,  tell  me  what  to  do  ?" 

'*  For  that,"  said  John, "  trust  me  ;   my  treat 
Sban't  be  one  ill-dress'd  dish  of  meat  ; 
Let  but  your  honour  be  my  guest, 
Variety  shall  crown  the  feast." 

"  Tisdone,"  replyMTom  WiM,  c<  'tisdoncu 
The  flag  bangs  out,  the  fort  is  won  ; 
Ne'er  doubt  my  vigorous  attacks, 
Come  to  my  arms,  my  Sycorax  l  ; 
Bold  in  thy  right  we  mount  our  throne, 
And  all  tbe  island  is  onr  own." 

Welt — forth  they  rode,  both  squire  and  John 
Herę  might  a  florid  bard  make  known, 
His  horse^s  virtues,  and  his  own  i 
A  thousandprodigies  advance, 
Retailing  every  circumstance. 

1  See  Drydea'0  Tempest,  altered  fiom  Sbakes- 
peara, 
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But  I,  who  am  not  orer-ntce , 
And  always  love  to  be  concise, 
Shall  let  the  courteous  rcader  guess 
The  8quire's  accoutrements  and  dress. 

Suppose  we  then  the  gentle  youth 
Laid  at  her  feet,  all  love,  all  truth ; 
Haranguing  it  in  verse  and  prose, 
A  mount  her  forehead  white  with  snows, 
Her  cheeks  the  lily  and  the  rosę ; 
Her  ivory  teeth,  her  coral  lips, 
HeY  well-turn'd  ears,  whose  niby  tips 
Aflord  a  tbousand  compliments, 
Which  he,  fbnd  youth,  profusely  vents : 
The  pretty  dimple  in  her  chin, 
The  den  of  Love,  who  lurks  within. 
But,  oh  !  the  lustreof  her  eyes, 
Nor  stan,  nor  Moon,  nor  Sun  suffice, 
He  vows,  protest*,  raves,  sinks,  and  dies. 
Much  of  her  breasts  he  spoke,  and  hair, 
In  terma  most  elegant  and  rare ; 
CalPd  her  the  goddcss  he  ador'd, 
And  in  heroic  fustian  soar'd. 
Por,  though  the  youth  could  well  explain 
His  mind  in  a  morę  humble  strain  ; 
Yet  Ovid  and  the  wits  agree, 
That  a  true  lovcr's  speech  should  be 
In  rapture  and  in  simile. 
Imagine  now,  all  pomts  put  right, 
The  fiddies  and  the  wedding-night ; 
Bach  noisy  steeple  rock'd  with  glee, 
And  every  bard  sung  merrily : 
Gay  pleasure  wanton'd  unconfhTd, 
The  men  all  drunk,  the  womcn  kind  : 
CIod  -Hall  did  ne'er  so  fine  appear, 
Ploating  in  posset  and  strong  beer. 

Como,  Muse,  thou  slattern  house-wife,  tell, 
Where  '«  our  friend  John !  I  hope  he  .*s  well ; 
Well  !  Ay,  as  any  man  can  be, 
With  Susan  m  the  gallery. 
Sue  was  a  lass  buxom  and  tight, 
The  chamber  maid  and  favourite ; 
Juicy  and  young,  just  fit  for  man, 
Thus  the  sweet  dialogue  began. 

"  Lard,  sir,"  quoth  Sue,  "  tow  brisk,  how  gay, 
How  spruce  our  master  look'd  to-day  ! 
I'm  surę  no  king  was  e'er  so  fine, 
Ko  sun  morę  gloriously  can  shine." 

"  Alas,  my  dear,  all  is  not  gold 
That  glisters,  as  I  }ve  read  of  old, 
And  all  the  wise  and  learned  say, 
The  bcst  is  not  without  allay." 

"  Well,  master  John,  name  if  you  can 
A  morę  accomptish'd  gentlemau. 
Beside  (else  may  I  never  thrive) 
The  best  good-natur'd  squire  alive." 
(John  shrugg'd,  and  shook  his  head.)     "  Nay  gure 
You  by  your  looking  so  demure 
Have  learnt  some  secret  fault ;  if  so, 
Tell  me,  good  John,  nay  pr'ythee  do. 
Tell  me,  I  say,  I  long  to  know. 
Safe  as  thy  gold  in  thy  strong  box, 
This  breast  the  dark  deposit  locks, 
These  lips  no  secrcts  shall  reveal." 

4i  wen — fet  me  first  aflix  my  seal :» 
Then  kiss'd  the  soft  obliging  fair. 
"  But  hołd — now  I  must  hear  you  swear, 
By  all  your  virgin  charms  below, 
No  mortal  e'er  this  tale  shall  know." 

She  swore,  then  thus  the  cunning  knare, 
With  look  most  po!itic  and  grave, 


Procceds :  «*  Why— faith  and  troth,  dear  Sto, 

This  jcwel  has  a  flaw,  'tis  tnie ; 

My  master  's  cenprotu,  and  all  that, 

Not  faulty  but  unfortunat^^,, 

"  Why  will  you  kecp  one  in  suspence  ? 

Why  teaze  one  thus  ?"— €ł  Have  patience. 

Tlie  youth  has  failings,  there  łs  no  doubt, 

And  who,  my  Suky,  is  without  ? 

But  should  you  tell — nay  that  I  dread"-— 

"By  Heaven,  and  by  my  maidenhead~— 

Now  speak,  speak  quick." — "  He  who  denie* 

Those  pouting  lips,  those  roguish  eyes, 

Must  surę  be  morę  than  man — then  know, 

My  dearest,  sińce  you  Ml  have  it  so  ; 

My  master  Wild  not  only  talks 

Much  in.his  sleep,  but  also  walks-; 

Walks  many  a  winter  night  alone, 

This  way  and  that,  up  stairs  and  down : 

Now,  if  disturbM,  if  by  surprise 

He  's  roos'd,  and  slumbers  quit  his  eyes  i 

Lord,  how  I  tremble  !  how  1  dread , 

To  speak  it !  Thrice  beneath  the  bed^ 

Alas !  to  savc  my  ltfe  I  fled  : 

And  twice  behind  the  door  I  crept, 

And  once  out  of  the  window  leapt. 

No  ranging  bedlam  just  got  loose 

ls  half  so  mad  ;  about  the  house 

Frantic  he  runs ;  each  eye-bnll  glares, 

He  raves,  he  foams,  hc  wildly  stares  ; 

The  famiły  befure  him  flies, 

Whoe'er  is  ovcrtaken  dies. 

Opiates,  and  breathng  of  a  Tein, 

Scarce  settle  his  distempcr'd  brain, 

And  bring  him  to  himself  again. 

But,  if  not  cross'd,  if  let  alone 

To  take  his  frolio,  and  be  gone  ; 

Soon  he  returns  from  whencc  he  came, 

No  lamb  morę  Innocent  and  tamę." 

Thus  having  gain'd  her  point,  to  bed 
In  hastę  the  flickering  gtpsy  fled; 
The  pungent  secret  iu  her  breast 
Gave  such  sharp  pangs,  she  could  not  rest : 
PrimM,  charg'd,  and  cork'd,  her  next  desirt 
Was  to  present,  and  to  givc  fire. 
Sleeplesi  the  torturM  Susan  lay, 
Tossing  and  tumbling  evcry  way, 
Itnpaticnt  tor  the  dawn  of  day. 
So  labours  in  the  saored  shade, 
Fuli  of  the  god,  the  Delphic  maid : 
So  wind,  in  hypocondrics  pent, 
Struggles  and  heaves  to  lind  a  vcnt ; 
In  labyrinths  intricate  it  roars, 
Now  downward  sinks,  then  upward  soars; 
Th*  uneasy  patient  groans  in  vain, 
No  cordials  can  relieve  his  pain ; 
Ti  U  at  the  posteru  gate,  enlarg'd, 
The  bursting  thunder  is  dischargM. 
At  l&>t  the  happy  hour  was  come, 
When  caird  into  her  lady's  room ; 
Scarce  three  pins  stuck  into  her  gown, 
But  out  it  bolts,  and  all  is  known. 
Nor  idle  long  the  secret  lies, 
From  mouth  to  mouth  iinproyM  it  flies, 
And  grows  amain  in  strength  and  size  : 
For  Famę,  at  first  of  pigmy  birth, 
Walks  cautiuusly  on  mother  Earth  ; 
But  soon  (as  ancient  bards  have  said) 
In  clouds  the  giant  hides  her  head. 
To  council  now  the  gossips  went, 
Madam  herself  was  president ; 
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Th'  a/Fair  is  bandied  pro  and  om, 
Mach  breath  is  spent,  frw  conąuests  won* 
At  length  danie  Hobb,  to  end  thc  strife, 
And  madam  Blouse  the  parson'6  wife, 
In  this  with  one  conseot  agree, 
That,  sińce  th1  effect  was  lunacy 
If  wak'd,  it  were  by  much  thc  best, 
Kot  to  disturb  bim  id  the  least : 
Ev'n  let  hini  ramble  if  he  please  ; 
Troth,  tis  a  comical  disease ; 
The  worst  is  to  himself :  when  cold 
And  shireńng  he  returns,  then  fold 
The  TOgrant  in  yoar  arms :  he  '11  rest 
With  pleasure  011  your  glowing  breast. 
Madam  approrM  of  this  advice, 
lasued  her  orders  in  a  trice  ; 
"  That  nonę  henceforth  prcsome  to  stir, 
Or  thwart  th'  unhappy  wandercr." 

John,  when  his  master's  knock  he  heard, 
Soon  in  the  dressing-rooin  appear'd, 
Archly  he  look'd,  and  slily  leerM. 
"  What  gamę  ?"  says  Wild.     "  Oh  !  neyer  morę, 
Pheasants  and  partndge  in  great  store  > 
I  wish  your  ammunition  last !" 
And  then  reveal'd  how  all  had  past 
Neit  thougbt  it  proper  to  expłain 
His  plot,  and  how  he  laid  his  train  : 
"  The  coast  is  elear,  sir,  go  in  peace, 
Ko  dragon  gnanie  the  gołden  fleece." 

Herę,  Muse,  let  sable  Night  advance, 
Dcscribe  her  state  with  elegance ; 
Around  her  dark  pavilion  spread 
The  cłouds  ;  with  poppies  crown  her  head  ', 
Kobe  well  her  owls,  and  bats  obscene ; 
Cali  her  an  iEthiopian  queen ; 
Or,  if  you  think  'twill  mend  my  tale, 
Cali  her  a  widów  with  a  veil 5 
Of  epectres  and  hobgoblins  tell, 
Or  say  twae  midnight,  'tis  as  well. 
Weil  then — 'twas  midnight,  as  was  said, 
When  Wild  starts  uprigbt  in  his  bed, 
Łeaps  out,  and,  without  morę  ado, 
Takes  in  his  room  a  turn  or  two; 
Openmg  the  door,  soon  out  he  stalks, 
And  to  the  next  apartment  walks ; 
Whcre  on  her  back  there  lay  poor  Sue, 
Alas  !  friend  John,  she  dreamt  of  you. 
\Vak'd  wtih  the  noise,  her  master  known, 
By  moon-light  and  his  brocade  gown, 
Frighted  she  dares  not  scream,  in  bed 
She  sinks,  and  down  she  pops  her  head  ; 
The  cnrtaius  gently  drawn,  he  springs 
fietween  the  sheets,  then  closely  clings. 
Now,  Muse,  relate  what  there  hc  did ; 
Hołd,  Impudence  ! — it  must  be  hid  !— 
He  did— as  any  mao  would  do 
In  roch  a  ease— Did  he  not,  Sue  ? 
Then  up  into  the  garret  flies. 
Where  Joan,  and  Doi,  and  Betty  lie» ; 
A  leash  of  lasses  all  together, 
And  in  the  dog-days — in  hot  weather ; 
Why,  faith,  'twas  hard— lie  did  his  best, 
And  left  to  Providence  the  rest. 
Cbntent  the  passive  creatures  lie, 
For  who  m  duty  could  deny  ? 
Was  non-resistance  ever  thought 
By  modern  casuists  a  fault  ? 
Were  not  her  orders  strict  and  plain  ? 
AJJ  rtmęglmg  damjerous  and  vaio } 


Well,  down  our  younker  trips  again ; 
Much  wisbing,  as  he  reePd  along, 
For  some  rich  cordial  warm  and  strong. 
In  bed  he  quickly  turabled  then, 
Nor  wak'd  next  morn  till  after  ten. 
Thus  night  by  night  he  led  his  life, 
Blessing  all  females  bat  his  wife ; 
Much  work  upon  his  hands  there  lay, 
Morę  bills  were  drawn  than  he  could  payj 
No  lawyer  drudgM  <*o  hard  as  he, 
In  Easter  Term,  or  Hillary ; 
But  lawyers  Iabour  for  their  fee : 
Herę  no  sclf-interest  or  gain, 
The  pleasure  balances  the  pain* 
So  the  great  sułtan  walks  among 
His  troop  of  lasses  fair  and  young : 
So  the  town-bull  in  Opentide, 
His  lowing  lorers  by  his  side, 
Revels  at  large  in  nature's  right, 
Curb'd  by  no  law,  bat  appetite : 
Frisking  his  taił,  he  roves  at  pleasure, 
And  knows  no  stint,  and  keepe  no  measure. 

But  now  the  ninth  revolving  Moon 
(Alas  !  it  came  an  age  too  soon; 
Curse  on  each  hasty  fleeting  night ') 
Some  odd  discoveries  brooght  to  light. 
Strange  tympanies  the  women  seize, 
An  epidemical  disease; 
Madam  berself  with  these  might  pass 
For  a  clean-shap'd  and  taper  lass. 
Twas  vain  to  hide  th'  apparent  load, 
For  hoops  were  not  then  aila-mode; 
Sue,  being  qnestion'oj,  and  hard  pressM, 
Blubbenng  thc  naked  truth  confess'd : 
*'  Were  not  yoar  orders  most  severe, 
That  nonę  should  stop  his  night-career  ? 
And  who  durst  wake  him  ?  Troth,  not  I ; 
I  was  not  then  prcpar'd  todie." 

"  Well  Sue,  "  said  she,"  thou  shalt  have  grac*, 
But  then  this  night  I  take  thy  place, 
Thou  minę,  my  night-cloafhs  on  thy  head, 
Soon  shall  he  lcave  thee  safe  in  bed : 
Lie  stil],  and  stir  not  on  thy  life, 
But  do  the  penance  of  a  wife ; 
Much  pleasure  hast  thou  had ;  at  last 
Tis  proper  for  thy  sins  to  fast.2ł 

This  point  agreefł,  to  bed  she  went, 
And  Sue  crept  in,  but  ill-content ; 
Soon  as  th'  accustom'd  hour  was  come, 
The  younker  sally'd  from  his  room, 
To  Sue's  apartment  whipt  away, 
And  like  a  lion  seizM  his  prey ; 
She  clasp'd  him  m  her  longingarms, 
Sharp-set,  she  feasted  on  his  charms. 
He  did  whate'er  he  could ;  but  morę 
Was  yet  to  do,  encore,  enctre  ! 
Fain  would  he  now  elope,  she  claspt 
Him  still,  no  burr  e'er  stuck  so  fest. 
At  length  the  morn  with  enyious  light 
DisowerM  all :  in  wbat  sad  plight 
Poorman,  helay!  abash'd,  for  shame 
He  could  not  speak,  not  ev»n  one  lamę 
Excuse  was  left.     She,  with  a  grace 
That  gave  new  beauties  to  her  face, 
And  with  a  kind  obliging  air,  %. 

(Always  successful  in  the  fair) 
Thus  soon  relieVd  him  from  despair. 
<c  Ah  !  generous  youth,  pardon  a  fault, 
No  foottsh  jealousy  has  taugbt ; 
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*Tis  your  own  came,  open  as  day, 
To  your  conviction  paves  thą  way. 
Oh  !  might  this  stratagem  regain 
Your  love  t  let  me  not  plead  in  vain  ; 
Something  to  gratitude  is  due, 
Have  1  not  given  all  to  you  ?" 

Tom  star'd,  look'd  pale,  then  in  great  hasta 
SlippM  on  his  gown j  yet  thus  at  last 
Spoke  faintły,  as  amaz'd  he  stood, 
u'  i  will,  my  dear,  be  Tery  good." 


THE 

HAPPY  DISAPPOINTMENT: 

A  TALE. 

In  days  of  yore,  when  belles  and  beatu 

Jx?ft  masquerades  and  puppet-shows, 

Deserted  ombre  and  basset, 

At  Jonathan'*  to  squeeze  and  sweat ; 

When  sprightly  rakes  forsook  champaign, 

The  play-house,  and  the  merry  main, 

Good  mother  Wyburn  and  the  stews, 

To  smoke  with  brokers,  stink  with  Jews: 

In  fine,  when  all  the  world  run  mad 

(A  story  not  lew  true  than  sad) ; 

Ned  Smart,  a  rirtuous  youth,  well  known 

To  all  thig  chaste  and  sober  town, 

Got  every  penny  he  could  rally, 

To  try  his  fortunę  in  Change-Alley : 

In  hastę  to  loll  in  coach  andsbc, 

Bought  bulls  and  bears,  play'd  twenty  tricks, 

Amońgst  his  brother  lunatics. 

Transported  at  his  first  saccess, 

A  thousand  whims  his  fancy  bless, 

With  sceoes  of  futurę  happiness. 

How  frail  are  all  oar  joys  below  ! 

^Mcre  dazzling  meteors,  flash  and  show  * 

Oh,  Fortune  '  false  deceitful  whore  ! 

Oiught  in  thy  trap  with  thousands  morę, 

He  found  his  rhino  sunk  and  gone, 

Himself  a  bankrupt,  and  undone. 

Ned  could  not  well  digest  this  change. 

Forc'd  in  the  world  at  large  to  rangę ; 

With  Babel'8  monarch  turn'd  to  grass, 

Would  it  not  break  an  heart  of  braas  i 

Tis  vain  to  sob  and  hang  the  lip  ; 

One  penny  left,  he  buys  a  slip, 

At  once  his  life  and  cares  to  lose, 

X'nder  his  ear  he  fits  the  noose. 

An  hook  in  an  old  wali  he  spies, 

To  that  the  iatal  ropę  he  ties : 

Like  Curtius  now,  at  one  bold  leap, 

He  plungłd  into  the  gaping  deep; 

Kor  did  he  doubt  iii  Heli  to  und, 

Dealimrs  morę  j  ust,  and  friends  morę  kind, 

As  he  began  to  twist  and  sprawi, 

The  loosen  d  stones  break  from  the  wali  j 

Down  drops  the  rake  upon  the  spot. 

And  after  him  an  earthen  pot  : 

Recling  he  rosę,  and  gaz'd  around, 

And  saw  the  crock  lie  on  the  ground  ; 

SurprizM,  amazM,  at  this  odd  sight, 

Trembling,  he  broke  it  in  a  fright: 

When,  lo  !  at  once  cameponring  fbrth 

Ingots,  and  pearls,  and  gemsof  wortW 


0'erjoy'd  with  Fortunek  kind  beqnestj 

He  took  tbc  birds,  but  left  the  nest ; 

And  then,  to  spy  what  might  ensue, 

Into  a  neighbouringwood  witbdrew  ; 

Nor  waited  Iong.     For  soon  he  sees 

A  tali  black  raan  skulk  through  the 

He  knew  him  by  his  shuffling  pace, 

His  thread-bare  coat  and  hatchetfaces 

And  who  the  devil  should  it  be, 

But  sanctify*d  sir  Timothy  ! 

His  uncle  by  his  mother'»  side, 

His  guardian,  and  his  faithful  guide. 

This  driveling  knight,  with  pockets  fuli*, 

And  proud  as  any  great  Mogul, 

For  his  wise  eon  duet  had  been  madę 

Director  of  the  jobbing  trade : 

And  had  most  piously  drawn  in  / 

Poor  Ned  and  all  his  nearesfc  kin> 

The  greedy  fools  laid  out  their  gold, 

And  bought  the  very  stock  he  sold ; 

Thus  the  kind  knave  convey'd  their  pe]fft 

By  hocus  pocusy  to  himself ; 

And,  to  secure  the  spoils  he  got, 

FornTd  this  contmance  of  the  pot.. 

Herę  every  night,  and  every  niorn, 

Devout  as  any  monk  new  shorn, 

The  prostrate  hypocrite  implores 

Just  Heaven  to  bless  his  hidden  stores  ; 

But,  when  he  saw  dear  mammon  flown, 

The  plunder'd  hive,  the  honey  gone, 

No  jilted  bully,  no  btlk'd  hack, 

No  thief  when  beadles  flay  his  back, 

No  losing  rook,  no  carted  whore, 

No  sailór  when  the  biliows  roar, 

With  such  a  grace  e'er  curs'd  and  swore. 

Then,  as  he  porM  upon  the  ground, 

And  turn'd  his  haggard  eyes  around, 

The  haltef  at  his  fcet  he  spyM, 

"  And  is  this  all  that  'a  left  ?"  he  cry'd : 

"  Am  I  thus  paid  for  all  my  cares, 

My  Icctures,  repetitions,  prayers } 

Tis  well — there  *s  something  sav'd  at  least, 

Welcome,  thou  faithful,  friendly  guest  j 

If  I  must  hang,  now  all  is  lost, 

.'Tis  cheaper  at  anothe»'s  cost ; 

To  do  it  at  my  own  expense, 

Would  be  downright  extravagancc«" 

Thus  comforted,  without  a  tear, 

He  fix'd  the  noose  beneath  his  ear, 

To  the  next  bough  the  ropę  he  tyłd, 

And  most  heroicalIydy\l. 

Ned,  who  be h ind  a  spreading  tree, 

Beheld  this  tragi-comedy, 

With  hearty  curses  ruug  his  knell, 

/.nd  bid  him  thus  his  labt  farewell. 

"Was  it  not,  uncle,  very  kind, 

Iu  me,  to  leave  the  ropę  behind  r 

A  legacy  so  well  bestow'd, 

For  all  the  gratitude  I  ow'd. 

Adieu,  sir  Tim ;  by  Heaven's  decree, 

Soon  may  thy  brethren  follow  thee, 

In  the  same  glorious  manner  swing, 

Without  one  friend  to  cut  the  string  ; 

That  hence  rapaciou*  knaves  may  know> 

Justico  is  always  surę,  thou^h  slow." 
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A  PJDLOCK  FOR  THE  MOUTH: 

A  TALE. 

Jack  Dra  plb  was  a  meny  blade, 

Young,  amorous,  witty,  and  well-made ; 

•*  Discreet  ?"—- Hołd,  sir— »nay,  as  I  live 

My  Mend,  you  łre  too  inquisitive  .* 

Discretłoo,  all  men  must  agree, 

Is  a  most  shining  quality, 

Which  like  leaf-gold  makes  a  great  show, 

Andthinly  spread  sets-off  a  beau. 

But,  sir,  to  put  you  out  of  pain, 

Our  yoanker  bad  not  half  a  grainy 

A  leaky  blab,  rash,  faitbless,  vain. 

The  victories  his  eyes  bad  von, 

As  won  as  e'er  obtainM,  were  known : 

For  tropbies  rearM,  the  deed  proclaim, 

Spoils  hung  on  high  expose  the  damę, 

And  love  is  sacrinc'd  to  famę. 

Soch  insolence  the  sex  alarms, 

The  female  world  is  up  in  arms; 

Th'  outrageous  Bacchanals  combine, 

And  brandish'd  tongues  in  concert  join. 

Unhappy  youth !  where  wilt  thou  go 

T  escape  so  terrible  a  foe  ? 

Seek  shelter  on  the  Libyan  stare, 

Where  tigers  and  where  lkrns  roar? 

Steep  on  the  borders  ot  the  Nile, 

And  trust  the  wiły  crocodjle  ? 

Tb  vain  to  shun  a  woman*s  hate, 

Heavy  the  blow,  and  surę  as  fetę. 

Phylhs  appearM  among  the  crow'd, 

But  not  so  talkative  and  loud, 

With  silence  and  with  care  suppresl 

The  glowing  vengeance  in  ner  breast, 

Resolv'd,  by  stratagem  and  art, 

To  make  the  saucy  villain  smark 

The  cunning  baggage  had  prepar^d 

Pomatnm,  of  the  finest  Iard, 

With  strong  astringents  mu'd  the  mess, 

Alom,  and  vitriol,  2.  S. 

Arsenie,  and  bole.    But  I  want  time 

To  turn  all  Quincy  into  rhyme, 

Twould  make  my  diction  too  sublime. 

Her  grandame  this  receipt  had  taught, 

Which  Bendo  from  Orand  Cairo  brought, 

An  able  styptic  (as  'tis  said) 

To  soder  a  crack'd  maidenbead. 

TTiis  ointtnent  being  duły  madę, 

The  jUt  npon  ner  toilet  laid : 

The  sauntering  cully  soon  appears, 

As  osual,  yows,  protests,  and  swcars  $ 

C&rełeas  an  opera  tune  he  hums, 

Pranders  her  patch-box,  breaks  ber  couibs. 

As  up  and  down  the  monkey  play'd, 

His  band  upon  the  box  he  laid, 

The  mtal  box.    pleas'd  with  her  wiles, 

The  treacherous  Pandora  smiles. 

"Whafs this ?"cries Jack.  "Thatbox!"saidshe 

"  Pomatum ;  what  else  should  it  be  ?" 

Bot  here  'tis  fit  my  reader  knows 

Twas  Marca,  when  blustering  Boreas  blows, 

Stern  enemy  to  belles  and  beaua 

His  lipc  were  sore ;  rough,  pointed,  torn, 

The  coral  bristled  like  a  thom, 

Pleas'd  with  a  cureso  a-propot, 

ftp-  jeąlous  of  so  fair  a  foe. 


The  healing  oiotment  thtek  he  spread. 
And  every  gaping  cranny  ted. 
His  chops  begin  to  glow  and  shoot 
He  stawę  to  speak,  but,  oh !  wasmute, 
Mute  as  a  fish,  all  he  could  strain, 
Were  some  horse  gutturals  forc'd  with  pain* 
He  stamps,  he  raves,  be  sobs,  he  sighs, 
The  tears  ran  trickling  from  his  eyes ; 
He  thought  but  coold  not  speak  a  curse, 
His  lips  were  drawn  into  a  purse. 
Madam  no  longer  could  eontain, 
Triumphant  joy  bursts  out  amain  j 
She  laughs,  she  screams,  the  honse  israis^d* 
Throngh  all  the  street  th'  affiur  is  bla2'd  : 
In  shoals  now  all  the  neighbours  eonie, 
Laugh  out,  and  nress  into  the  room. 
Sir  Harry  Taudry  and  his  bride, 
Miss  Tulip  deck'd  in  all  her  prtde; 
Wise  Madam  Froth,  and  widów  Babble, 
Coąuettes  and  prudes,  a  mighty  rabble. 
So  great  a  concoorse  ne*er  was  known 
At  Smith  field,  when  a  monster  >s  sbown; 
When  bears  (lance  jiggs  with  comely  mie% 
When  witty  Puncb  adorns  the  scenę, 
Or  frolic  Pug  plays  Hariequin. 
In  vain  he  strires  to  hide  his  head, 
In  vaiu  be  creeps  behind  the  bed, 
Ferreted  thence,  expos'd  to  riew, 
The  crowd  their  clamorous  shouts  renew  r 
A  thousand  taunts,  a  tbousand  jeers, 
Stark  dumb,  the  passhre  creatnre  heaia. 
No  perjurM  viUain  nail'd  on  high, 
And  pelted  in  the  pillory, 
His  face  besmearM,  his  eyes,  his  chops, 
Witb  rotten  eggs  and  turnip-tops, 
Was  e'er  so  maul'd.     Phyllis,  at  last, 
To  pay  him  for  oflences  past, 
With  sneering  malice  in  her  face, 
Thus  spoke,  and  gave  the  antp  de  gract ; 
"  Lard !  how  demure,  and  now  precise 
He  looks  !  silence  becomes  the  wise. 
Vile  tongue !  its  master  to  betray, 
But  now  the  prisoner  must  obey, 
I>ve  lock'd  the  door,  and  keep  the  key. 
Learn  bence,  what  angry  woman  can, 
When  wrong'd  by  that  false  traitor  man ; 
Who  boasts  our  fiwours,  soon  orlate, 
The  treacherous  blab  shall  feel  our  hate** 


THB 

WISE  BUILDER : 


A  TALE. 

Wise  Socrates  had  built  a  farm, 
Little,  convenient,  snug,  and  warm, 

Secur'd  from  rain  and  wind : 
A  gallant  whisperM  in  his  ear, 
Shall  the  great  Socrates  live  here, 

To  this  mean  celi  confinM ?" 
The  furniture  »s  my  chiefest  care," 
Reply'd  the  sagę ;  "  here  's  roomtospare, 

"  Sweet  sir,  for  I  and  you  j 
When  this  witb  faithful  friends  is  wTd, 
An  ampler  palące  I  shall  build  ; 
"  Till  then»thii  cot  must  do." 
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SOMERYIŁES  POEMS. 


Tńl  TRUE  UW 

OF  THE  LOOKING-GLASS. 

A  TALK, 

Tom  Cabsfuł  had  a  son  and  heir, 

Esact  his  shape,  genteel  his  air, 

Adonis  was  not  half  so  fair. 

But  then,  alas !  bis  daugbter  Jana 

Was  but  80-80,  a  lHtle  plain. 

In  mam's  apartment,  as  one  day 

Tbe  little  romp  and  hoyden  płay, 

Their  faces  in  tbe  glass  tbey  Tiew*d# 

Which  then  upon  ber  toikt  stood  ; 

Where,  as  Narcissus  vara,  tbe  boy 

Behcld  eacb  rising  charm  with  joy ; 

With  partial  eyes  surreyM  himself, 

But  for  his  sister,  poor  brown  elf, 

On  ber  tbe  8ełf-enamour'd  chit 

Was  very  hmsh  of  his  wit. . 

She  borę,  alas !  whate'er  she  could, 

But  'twas  too  much  for  flesh  and  blood  ; 

What  femałe  ever  bad  the  grace 

To  pardon  scandal  on  herface  ? 

Bisconsolate  away  she  flies, 

And  at  her  daddy^feet  she  lics; 

Sighs,  sobs,  And  groans,  calls  to  her  aid, 

And  tears,  that  readily  obey'd ; 

Then  aggrarates  the  vile  offence, 

Ezerting  all  her  eloouence : 

The  cause  ih'  indulgent  father  beard, 

And  culprit  summon'd  soon  appearM  j 

Some  tokens  of  remorse  he  show'd, 

And  promis'd  largely  to  be  good. 

As  botb  the  tender  father  press*d 

With  equal  ardaur  to  his  breast, 

And  smilmg  kiss'd,  V  Let  therc  be  peace,*' 

Saitl  he;  "  let  broils  and discord  cease : 

"  Eacb  day,  my  children,  thus  employ 

The  faithful  mirror ;  you,  my  boy, 

Remember  that  no  yicedisgrace 

The  gift  of  Heaven,  that  beauteons  face  ; 

And  you,  my  girl,  take  special  care 

Your  want  of  beauty  to  repair 

By  virtue,  which  alone  is  fair." 


MAHOMET  AU  BEG : 

.    OK,   THE   FAITHFUL  MINISTER  07  STATE. 

A  łong  descent,  and  noble  blood, 
Is  but  a  vain  fantastic  good, 
Unless  with  inbred  ▼irtues  join'd, 
An  bonest,  brave,  and  generous  mind.    , 
All  that  our  ancestors  have  done, 
Nations  relieWd,  and  battles  won  ; 
The  trophies  of  each  bloody  field, 
Can  only  then  true  honour  yłeld, 
When,  like  Argyll,  we  scorn  to  owe, 
And  pay  that  lustrethey  bestow; 
But,  if,  a  mean  degenerate  race, 
Slothful  we  faint,  and  slack  our  pace, 
Lag  in  the  glorious  course  of  famę, 
Their  great  acbievements  we  disclaim. 
Some  bold  plebeian  soon  shall  rise, 
Stretch  to  the  goal,  and  win  the  prize. 
For,  sińce  the  forming  hand  of  old, 
Cast  all  mankind  in  the  tamę  mołd; 


Since  no  distinguish'd  elan  is  West 

With  finer  porcehun  than  the  restj  .    \ 

And  sińce  in  all  the  ruling  mind 

Is  of  the  same  celestial  kind; 

*Tis  education  shows  the  way 

Each  latent  beauty  to  display ; 

Each  happy  genius  brings  to  łight, 

ConceaTd  before  in  shadee  of  nigbt : 

So  diamondsfrom  the  gloomy  minę, 

Taught  by  the  workman's  hand  toshine, 

On  Cłoe^s  ivory  bosom  blaze, 

Or  grace  the  crown  with  brilliant  rays. 

Merit  obscure  shall  raise  its  head, 

Thougb  dark  obstructing  clonds  o^erspread;     - 

Herocs,  as  yet  un&ung,  shall  fight 

For  slares  oppress'd,  and  injurM  ńght  j 

And  able  statesmen  prop  the  throne, 

To  Battle-Abbey-Roil  *  unknown. 

Sha  Abbas,  with  supremę  command, 
In  Persia  reign'd,  and  bless'd  the  land  2 
A  jntghty  prince,  valiant,  and  wise, 
Expert,  with  sharp  disoeroing  eyes, 
1  o  find  true  virtue  in  disguise. 
Hnnting-(it  scems)  was  hisdelight, 
His  joy  by  day,  his  dream  by  night  r 
The  sport  of  all  the  brave  and  boki, 
From  Nimrod,  who,  in  daysof  old, 
Madę  men  as  well  as  beasts  his  prey, 
To  mightier  George,  whose  miłderswaw 
Glad  happy  crowds  with  prideobey. 
In  qucst  of  bis  fierce  savage  foes, 
Before  the  Sun  the  monarch  rosę, 
Tbe  grizlylion  to  engage, 
By  baying  dogs  provok'd  to  ragę  ; 
In  the  close  thicket  to  explore, 
And  push  from  thence  the  bristled  boar: 
Or  to  pursue  the  flying  deer, 
While  deep-mouth'd  hounds  the  rallies  ebeer; 
And  Echo  from  repeating  hills 
His  heart  with  joy  redoubled  fills. 

Under  a  rock  s  projecting  shade, 
A  shepherd  boy  his  seat  had  madę, 
Happy  as  Crrcsus  on  his  throne, 
The  riches  of  the  world  his  own. 
Content  on  mortals  here  below, 
Is  all  tbat  Heaven  can  bestow. 
His  crook  and  scrip  were  by  him  łaid, 
Upon  his  oaten  pipę  he  play'd>; 
His  flocks  securely  couch'd  aroond, 
And  seem'd  to  listen  to  the  somtd. 
Returning  from  the  chase  one  day, 
The  king  by  chancc  bad  tost  his  way : 
Nor  guhrds,  nor  nobles,  now  attend ; 
But  one  young  lord,  his  bosom  friend. 
yow  tirM  with  labom*,  spent  with  heat, 
Thcy  sought  this  pleasantcool  retreat^ 
The  boy  leap'd  active  from  his  seat, 
And,  with  a  kindobliging  grace, 
Offer'd  the  king  unknown  his  place. 
The  Pereian  monarch,  who  so  late, 
Lord  of  the  world,  rul'd  all  in  state  ; 
On  cloth  of  gold  and  tissuc  trod, 
Whole  nations  trembling  at  bis  nod ; 
With  diatnonds  and  with  rubies  crown'd. 
And  girt  with  fiiwning  slaves  around ; 


1  A  record  which  contained  the  names  of  the  chief 
men  that  came  over  with  the  Couqaeror, 
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łtehold  him  now :  his  canopy 

Th*  impending  rock,  each  shruh,  each  tree, 

That  grew  tipon  Hs  shaggy  hrow, 

To  their  great  prince  observmnt  bow ; 

Yield,  as  in  duty  bound,  their  aid, 

And  biesa  him  with  a  rriendly  shade, 

On  the  bare  flint,  he  stts  alone, 

And,  oh  !  would  kingą  this  truth  bot  own, 

The  safer  and  the  nobler  throne ! 

But  where  do  I  digress  ?  'tis  time 

To  check  this  arrogance  of  rbyme. 

As  the  jadioious  monarch  view'd 

The  stripling*8  air,  nor  boki  nor  rade, 

With  native  modesty  subdued ; 

The  blush  that  glowM  in  all  its  pride 

Then  trembled  on  his  cheeks  and  dy'd. 

He  grew  inquisitive  to  tracę 

What  sout  dwelt  in  that  lovely  case : 

To  every  question,  serious,  gay, 

The  yonth  reply'd  without  delay ; 

His  answers  for  the  most  part  right, 

And  taking,  if  not  appostte : 

Unstudy'd,  unaffected  sense, 

Mbc*d  with  his  natwe  diffidence. 

The  king  was  charm'd  with  suoh  a  prize, 

And  stood  with  wonder  in  his  eyes ; 

Commits  his  treasure  to  the  care 

Of  the  young  lord :  bids  him  not  spare 

For  oost,  or  pains,  f  enrich  his  breast 

With  all  the  learning  of  the  East. 

He  bow'd;  obey'd,  well-cloath'd,  well-fed, 

And  with  his  patron's  children  bred ; 

Still  every  day  the  youth  improYM, 

By  all  adinir'd,  by  all  belov'd. 

Now  the  Ant  curling  down  began 
To  give  the  promtse  of  a  man ; 
To  court  he  's  calfd,  employ'd,  and  train'd, 
In  lower  posts,  yet  still  hc  gain'd 
By  candour,  courtesy,  and  skill, 
The  tmbjecU'  \ovet  the  king's  good-wilL 
EmpIoy'd  in  greater  matters  now, 
No  flatteries,  no  bribes,  could  bow 
^iis  stubbom  soul ;  tnie  to  his  trust, 
Firm,  and  inocorably  j  nst, 
In  judgment  ripe,  he  soon  became 
A  Walpole,  or  a  Walskigham ; 
And,  wakeml  lor  the  public  neace, 
No  dragon  guards  the  golden  fleece 
With  hall*  that  vigiiance  and  care. 
His  busy  eyes  kenn'd  every  where, 
In  each  dark  scheme  knew  how  to  dive, 
Thoogh.  cunning  Denrises  contrive 
Their  plots,  disgtnVd  with  shams  and  lics, 
And  cloak'd  with  real  perjuries. 
Now  high  in  rank  the  peer  is  plac'd, 
And  Ali  Beg  with  titles  grac'd ; 
No  bounds  his  mastert  bounties  know, 
His  swelling  coffers  orerflow, 
And  he  is  puzzled  to  bestow ; 
Perplex'd  and  studious  to  contrive 
To  whom,  and  how,  not  what  to  give ; 
His  pious  frauds  conceal  the  name, 
And  skreen  the  modest  man  from  shamc. 
Wbo  e'er  would  heavenły  treasures  raise, 
Must  grant  the  boon,  escape.the  pralce. 
But  his  innnense  and  endless  gain 
No  prirate  eh arities  could  drain : 
On  public  works  he  fbtM  his  miód, 
Tb*  zealous  friend  of  haman  kind. 


Convenient  inns  on  each  great  road 
At  his  own  proper  costs  endow'd. 
To  weary  cararans  aftbrd 
Refreshment,  both  at  bed  and  board. 
From  Thames,  the  Tiber,  and  the  Rhine, 
Nations  remote  with  Ali  dine ; 
In  yarious  tongues  his  bounty  'sblest» 
While  with  surprise  the  stranger  guest 
Does  herc  on  unbought  dainties  feast: 
See  stately  palaces  arise, 
And  gilded  domes  invade  the  skies. 
Say,  Muse,  what  lordsuihabit  here? 
Nor  favourite  eunuch,  prince,  nor  peer: 
The  poor,  the  lamę,  the  blind,  the  sick, 
The  ideot,  and  the  lunatic 
He  curb'd  each  rirer's  swelling  pride, 
0'er  the  reluctant  oiurmuring  tide 
From  bank  to  bank  his  bridges  stride. 
A  thousand  gracious  doeds  were  done, 
Bury'd  in  silence  and  unknown. 

At  length,  worn  out  with  years  and  care, 
Sha  Abbas  dy'd ;  lcft  his  young  heir 
Sha  Sefi,  unexperienc'd,  raw, 
By  his  stera  father  kept  in  awe  j 
To  the  seraglio's  walls  confin'd, 
Barr'd  from  tbe  converse  of  twmlnml. 
Strange  jealousy  !  a  certain  nile, 
To  breed  a  tyrant  and  a  fooL 

-Still  Ali  was  prime  minister, 
But  had  not  much  his  master*sear; 
Walk'd  on  unfaithful  slippery  ground, 
Till  an  occasion  could  be  found 
To  pick  a  quarrel ;  tben,  no  doubt, 
As  is  the  modę  at  court-— turn  out. 
Sha  Sefi,  among  eunuchs  bred, 
With  them  conversM,  by  them  was  led  ; 
Beardless,  half-men  !  in  wbose  false  breasts, 
Norjoy,  nor  lovc,  nor  friendship,  rests. 

Their  spite  and  pining  envy  dweil, 
And  rajrc  as  <in  their  native  Heli ; 
F^)r,  couscious  of  their  own  disgrace 
Each  CKccllcnce  they  would  debase, 
And  rent  their  spleen  on  human  raie. 

This  Ali  found.     Strange  senseless  lies 

And  inconsisWnt  calumnies 

They  buz  into  the  monarch'*  ears, 

And  he  bcli^es  all  that  he  hear&r 

"Great  prince,"  said  they,  "  Ali,  yourslave— 

Whum  we  acknowledge  wise  and  brav6— 

Yet  pai-don  us — we  can*t  but  see 

His  bmmdless  pride  and  vaaity:      k 

His  briJges  triumph  o'er  each  tide, 
'  In  their  own  chaimels  taught  to  glide. 

Jilach  beprjar,  and  each  lazy  drone, 

His  subject,  morę  than  yours,  is  grown : 

And  for  a  palące  leares  his  celi, 

A^licre  Xerxes  might  be  proud  to  dwelL 

His  inns  for  travellers  providć\  * 

Straugers  are  listed  on  his  side : 

In  hisr  own  hous*  how  grand  the,  scenę ! 

Tissues  and  velrets  are  too  mean, 

Gold,  jewels,  pearls,  unheard  expense ! 

Suspected,  bold,  magnificence ! 

Whence  can  this  flood  of  riches  flow !     , 

£xamine  his  acounts  you  Ml  know  : 

Your  eye  on  your  exchequer  cast, 

The  secret  will  comc  out  at  last.!' 
Ali  next  morn  (for  'twas  hisway 

To  rise  before  the  dawn  of  day) 
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Wentearly  to  the  «ranciI-board» 
Prostrate  od  earth,  his  king  ador'd. 
The  king  with  countenance  severe, 
look'd  sternly  on  his  minister : 
"  Ali,"  said  he,  "  I  have  been  told, 
Great  treasures,  both  in  gems  and  gold» 
Werę  taft,  and  trusted  to  yoor  care  ;  % 
'Mong  these,  one  gem  eiceeding  rare, 
Ilong  to  view;  which  was  (tney  said) 
A  present  from  the  sułtan  madę, 
The  finest  that  the  world  e'er  saw, 
White,  large,  and  fair,  without  a  naw.* 
*Ttf  unblemishM  Ali  thus  reply'd, 
**  Great  sir !  it  cannot  be  deny'd, 
Tfe  brilliant,  beautiful  and  elear, 
The  great  Mogul  has  not  its  peer. 
"Please  it  your  majesty,  to  go 
Into  the  treasury  below, 
You  Ml  wonder  at  its  piercing  ray, 
The  Sun  gives  not  a  nobler  day." 

Together  now  they  all  descend  j 
Poor  Ali  had  no  other  friend, 
But  a  soul  faithful  to  its  trust, 
The  surę  asylum  of  the  just. 
In  proper  classes  now  are  seen 
The  diamonds  bright,  and  emeralds  green  ; 
Pearls,  rubies,  sapphires,  next  appear, 
Dispos'd  in  rows  with  nicest  care. 
The  king  views  all  with  purious  eyes, 
Appłauds  with  wonder  and  sarprise^ 
Their  order  and  peculiar  grace, 
Each  thing  adapted  to  its  place ; 
The  rest  with  envious  leer  bebold. 
And  stumWe  upon  bars  of  goid. 
Next  in  an  amber  box,  is  shown 
The  noblest  jewel  of  the  crowji : 
••  "Hus,  sir,"  said  he,  "  believe  yonr  slare, 
Is  the  fine^em  the  sułtan  gave ; 
Around  it  darts  its  beams  of  lighr, 
No  comet  e'er  was  half  so  bright." 
The  king  with  joy  the  gem  admires, 
Well-pleas'd,  and  half-conrincM,  retirea, 
••  Ali,"  said  he,  "  with  you  I  dine  ; 
Your  furniture,  I  'mtold,  is  fine." 
Wise  Ali,  for  this  favour  show'd, 
Humbly  with  lowest  reverence  bowł<Ł 

At  Aliłs  house  now  every  band 
Is  busy  at  their  lord*s  command ; 
Where  at  th*  appointed  hour  resort 
The  king  and  all  his  splendid  cours. 
Ali  came  forth  his  prince  to  meet, 
And,  lowly  bowing,  kissM  his  feet. 
On  all  his  compliments  bestows, 
Cml  alike  to  friends  and  foes. 
The  king,  irapatient  to  behold 
His  furniture  of  gems  and  gold, 
From  room  to  room  the  cha*e  pursued, 
With  curious  eyes  each  corner  viewłd, 
Ransack'd  th»  apartments  o>er  and  ołer, 
Each  closet  search'd,  unlockM  each  door; 
But  all  he  found  was  pkiin  and  coarse, 
The  meanest  Persian  scarce  had  worse; 
These  Ali  for  conrenience  booght, 
Nor  for  expensive  trifles  sought. 
One  door  a  prying  eonuch  spyłd, 
With  bars  and  loeks  well  fbrtifyd. 
And  now,  secure  to  find  the  prize, 
Showtt  it  the  king  with  joyfnl  eye* 


« 


Ali,"  saidhe,  "  that  citadet, 
Is  strong,  and  baricadoed  well, 
What  have  you  there  ?"  Ali  replytf, 
"  Oh,  sir,  there  >s  lodg'd  my  greatest  pridef 
There  are  the' gems  I  value  most, 
And  all  the  treasuret  I  can  boast," 

All  now  comincM  of  his  disgrace, 
Triumph  appearti  in  erery  face* 
The  monarch  doubted  now  no  morę; 
The  keys  are  brought,  tmłock'd  the  door* 
Wben,  lo !  upon  the  waU  appear 
His  shepherd's  weeds  hung  up  with  care. 
Nor  crook  nor  scrip  was  wanting  there  ; 
Nor  pipę  that  tun'd  bis  humble  lays, 
Sweet  solące  of  his  better  days  J 
Then,  bowing  Iow,  hetouchM  bis  breast, 
And  thus  the  wondermg  king  addrett : 
"  Great  Prince  !  yonr  Ali  is  yonr  slare, 
To  you  belong  whateJer  1  hare  ; 
Goods,  house,  are  yours,  nay  yours  this  bess] 
For  speak  the  word,  and  1  an  dead : 
These  moveabłes,  and  these  ałooe, 
1  may  with  justice  cali  my  own. 
Your  royal  sire,  Abbas  the  Great, 
Wbom  natioos  prostrate  at  his  feet 
On  Earth  adorM ;  whose  soul  at  rest* 
In  Paradise  a  welcome  guest, 
Enjoys  its  fuli,  and  fragrant  bowers, 
Or  wantons  upon  beds  of  flowers, 
While  the  pure  stream,  in  lfring  ńlla, 
From  rocks  of  adamant  distib, 
And  black-ey'd  nymphs  attend  his  nod, 
Fair  daughters  of  that  blcst  abode  :l 
By  his  command,  1  left  the  plain, 
An  humble,  but  oontented  swain. 
Nor  sought  I  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  place  ; 
All  these  were  owing  to  his  grace ! 
Twas  his  merę  bouuty  madę  me  great. 
And  fut'd  me  here,  in  this  high  seaty 
The  mark  of  envy.     Much  be  gare, 
But  yet  of  nought  deprir'd  his  slave : 
He  touch'd  not  these.    Alas'  whose  spite, 
Whose  avarice,  would  these  excite  r 
My  old,  hereditary  right !  - 
Grant  me  but  these,  great  prince,  once  morę, 
Grant  me  the  pleasure  to  be  poor, 
This  scrip,  these  homely  weeds,  1  '11  wear, 
The  bleating  flocka  shall  be  my  care; 
Th'  employ  that  did  my  youth  engage, 
Shall  be  the  comfbrt  of  my  age." 

The  king,  amaz'd  at  s%ich  a  scorn 
Of  riches,  in  a  shepherd  born  ; 
"  How  suars  that  soul,"  said  he,"  abowe 
The  courtiers  hate,  or  monarch's  love ! 
No  power  such  virtue  can  efface, 
No  jealotis  malice  shall  disgrace. 
Wealth,  grandeur,  pomp,  are  a  merę  cheat, 
But  this  is  to  be  truły  great." 
While  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  face, 
He  ciasp'd  him  in  a  close  embrace  ; 
Tben  caus'd  hunself  to  be  undrest, 
And  cloathM  him  in  his  royal  Test: 
The  greatest  bonour  be  could  givef 
Or  Persian  subjects  can  receire. 


i  Suchis  the  Paradise  the  Turka expeot 


FABŁES,  TALES,  *c. 


25? 


THE  SFr&ET-SCEirrED  MISEIL 

Trll  me,  my  noble  generous  frieod, 

WHh  wbat  d«tfgn,  and  to  what  end, 

Do  greedy  fools  heap  up  with  care 

That  pcłf,  which  they  want  heart  to  share  ? 

What  other  pleasnre  can  they  know, 

Bat  to  cajoy,  or  to  bestowł 

Acts  of  benevolence  and  lorę 

Gire  us  a  tuste  of  Heaven  abore ; 

We  imitate  th»  immortal  powers, 

Whose  sun-shine,  and  whose  kindly  shower*) 

Befresh  the  poor  and  barren  ground, 

And  plant  a  Paradi$e  around : 

Bot  this  mean,  sneaking  avarice, 

Js  a  colleetkra  of  all  vice. 

Where  this  foul  weed  but  tafnts  the  place, 

Nor  Tiftue  grows,  nor  worth,  nor  grace; 

The  soal  a  desert  wastc  remains, 

And  ghastly  desolation  reigns. 

Hat  where  will  theae  grave  morals  tend?  • 

Pardon  my  zeal,  dear  courteous  friend  j 

The  prowince  of  my  humbler  vein, 

Ii  not  to  preach,  but  entertain. 

Gripe,  from  the  cradle  to  the  grare. 
Was  good  for  nothing,  but  to  save; 
Itammon  his  god,  to  him  alone 
He  bow'd,  and  his  short  creed  was  known: 
,  On  hb  thumb  nail  it  might  be  wrote, 
"  A  penny  sav*d  '«  a  penny  got." 
The  rich  poor  man  was  jogging  down, 
Once  on  a  time,  from  London  town} 
With  him  his  son,  a  handy  lad, 
To  dres*  his  daddy — or  his  pad :   < 
Among  his  dealers  he  nad  been, 
And  all  their  ready  cash  swept  clean. 
Gripe,  to  save  cbargeson  the  road, 
At  each  good  house  crammM  in  a  loadj 
With  Wild  and  roast  his  belly  fillU, 
And  greedily  each  tankard  swlli'd : 
How  savoury,  how  sweet  the  meat ! 
How  good  the  drink  when  others  treat  ? 

Now  on  the  road  Gripe  trote  behind. 
For  weighty  reasons  (as  you  'U  find)  & 
The  boy  soon  long'd  to  take  a  wnet. 
His  horoe  at  each  sign  madę  a  set, 
And  he  spnrril  on  with  grcat  rcgreL 
This  the  old  man  observ'd  with  pain, 
««  Ab !  son,"  said  he, «'  the  way  to  gain 
Wealth  (onr  chief  good)  is  to  abstain; 
Cbeck  each  expcnsive  appetite, 
And  make  the  most  of  every  mite  j 
Consider  well,  my  child,  O  think 
What  onmbers  are  undone  by  drink ! 
Hopełul  young  men !  wbo  might  be  greał, 
Die  well,  and  leave  a  large  estatej 
But,  by  lewd  comrades  led  astray, 
GazzBng,  throw  all  their  means  away. 
Tom  Dash,  of  parts  acute  and  raje. 
Can  aplit  a  fraction  to  a  hair  ; 
Knows  Wingate  better  than  bis  creed, 
Can  draw  strong  ale,  or  a  weak  deed  j 
By  precedents  a  hond  can  write, 
Or  an  indenture  tripartite  ; 
Can  meaaure  land,  pasture,  or  wood, 
Tet  never  purchas'd  half  ą  roocL 
Whom  all  these  liberał  arts  adom, 
Ęb  ha  aot  ikb  ?  m fhtep nem  skora! 


The  reason  need  not  hi  be  sought, 

For  three  pence  gainM  he  spends  a  groat. 

There  's  Billy  Blouse,  that  metry  fellow, 

So  wondrous  witty  when  he  's  mellow; 

Ale  and  mundungus,  in  despite 

Of  naturę,  make  the  clown  poiite. 

When  those  rich  streams  chafe  his  dulf  head, 

Wbat  flowers  shoot  up  in  that  hot-bed ! 

His  jests,  when  fogs  his  temples  shrowd, 

Like  the  Sun  bursting  through  a  cloud : 

Blaze  out,  and  dazzle  all  the  crowd : 

They  laugh,  each  wag  's  exceeding  gay, 

While  he,  poor  ninny !  jokes  away 

By  night,  whate'er  he  gets  by  day« 

To  these  eicamples  I  might  add 

A  aquire  or  two,  trothfull  as  bad ; 

Wbo,  doom'd  by  Hearen  for  their  sins, 

Mind  nothing  but  their  nipperkins : 

But  these,  at  this  time,  shall  sumce; 

Be  saving,  boy,  that  u,  be  wise." 

Now,  Muse,  come  hołd  thy  nose,  and  tell 
What  dolcful  accident  befel  ; 
His  horee  set  hard,  an  ancient  hack, 
That  twice  ten  yearscarryM  a  paek. 
But  such  a  cargo  ne'er  before ; 
He  nad  him  cheap,  and  kept  him  poor; 
His  bowels  stuft  with  too  much  meat, 
He  sat  uneasy  in  his  seat, 
And  rigglcd  often  to  and  f ro, 
With  painful  gripiogs  gnaw'd  belom. 
His  dretance  yet  in  hope  to  gain, 
For  the  next  inn  he  spurs  amain; 
In  hastę  alights,  and  skuds  away, 
But  time  and  tide  for  no  man  stay. 
No  means  can  save  whom  Hearen  hascur*M# 
For  out  th'  impetuous  torrent  burst 
Struck  dumb,  aghast  at  first  he  stood, 
And  scratchM  his  head  in  pensive  moóds 
But,  wisely  judging  twas  in  vain 
To  make  an  outery,  and  complain, 
Of  a  bad  bargain  madę  thebest, 
And  lulfd  his  troubled  soul  to  rest. 
Back  he  returnM  with  rueful  face, 
And  shuffled  through  the  house  apace  ; 
My  landlady  screams  out  in  hastę, 
"  Old  gentleman,  ho ! — where  so  fest  ? 
Before  you  go,  pray  pay  your  shot, 
This  young  man  here  has  drunk  a  pot ." 

"  A  pot ;"  said  Gripe;  "  oh,  the  young  rogów  1 
Ah,  ruinous,  expensive  dog !" 
And,  muttering  curses  in  his  ear, 
LookM  like  a  witch  with  hellish  leer  j 
But,  finding  'twas  in  vain  to  f ret, 
PulPd  out  his  catskin,  paid  the  debt, 
This  point  adjusted,  on  they  farę, 
Ambrosia!  sweet*  pernime  tlie  air : 
The  younker,  by  tlie  f  ragrant  scent, 
PerceWing  now  how  matters  went, 
Laugh'd  inwardly,  could  scarce  contain, 
And  kept  his  countenance  with  pain. 
At  last  he  cries, "  Now,  sir,  an't  please, 
I  hope  youTre  better  and  at  ease." 
Better ;  you  booby !—  'tis  all  out"— 
«  What  's  out!"  said  he,  u  You  dninken  lont( 
All  in  my  trowsers — well — no  matter— 
Not  great — th'  expense  of  soap  and  water  ; 
This  charge — if  times  are  not  too  bard, 
By  managemeat  maj  be  repai^d : 
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But  ob  !  that  daranM  confounded  pot ! 
£xtravagant,  audacious  sot ; 
This,  tbit  indeed,  my  soul  does  grieve, 
There  's  two-penee  lost  without  retrieve !" 


THE 

INCURIOUS  BENCHER. 

At  Jeiray  Mann^,  whcre  heroes  meet, 
And  lay  their  laurels  ai  her  feet; 
The  modern  Pallas,  at  whose  shrine 
They  bow,  and  by  whose  aid  they  dine : 
Co!onel  Brocade  among  the  rest 
Was  every  day  a  wclcome  guest. 
One  -night  as  carelessly  be  stood, 

Chearing  his  reins  before  the  flre, 
(So  evecy  true-born  Briton  should) 

Like  tbat,  he  chafd,  and  fum'd,  with  ire. 
*'  Jenny,"  said  he,  "  'tis  rcry  hard, 
That  no  man's  honour  can  be  spartl ; 
If  I  but  sup  with  lady  dutchess, 
Or  play  a  gamę  at  ombre,  such  is 
The  malice  of  the  world,  'tis  said, 
Although  his  grace  lay  drunk  in  bed, 
Twas  I  tbat  caus'd  his  aching  head. 
If  madam  Doodle  would  be  witty, 
And  I  ant  summortd  to  the  city, 
To  play  at  blind-man's-buff,  or  so, 
What  won't  such  hellish  malice  do  ? 
If  I  but  catch  her  in  a  corner, 
Hump— 'tis,  '  Your  senrant,  colonel  Horner  :* 
But  rot  the  sneering  fops,  if  e'er 
I  prove  it,  it  shall  cost  them  dear; 
I  swear  by  this  dead-domg  blade, 
Dreadful  examples  shall  be  madę : 
What— can't  they  drink  bbhea  and  cream, 
But  (d — n  them)  I  nrast  be  their  theme  ? 
Other  mens  business  let  alone, 
Why  should  not  coxcombs  mind  their  o wn ?M 

And  thus  he  rav'd  with  ałl  h'19  might 
(How  insecure  from  Fortune's  spite 
Alas !  is  erery  mtrtal  wight !) 
To  show  his  antient  spleen  to  Mars, 
Fierce  Vulcan  caught  him  by  the  a—, 
Stuck  to  his  skirts,  insatiate  varlet ! 
And  fed  with  pleasure  on  the  scarlet. 
Hard  by,  and  in  the  corner,  sate 
A  Bencher  grave,  with  look  sedate, 
fSmoaking  his  pipę,  warm  as  a  toast. 
And  reading  over  last  week's  post; 
He  saw  the  foe  the  fort  invade, 
And  soon  smelt  out  the  breach  he  madę? 
But  not  a  word — a  little  sly 
He  look'd,  'tis  true,  and  from  each  eye 
A  side-long  glance  sometimes  he  sent, 
To  bring  him  news,  and  watch  th'  event. 
At  length,  upon  that  tender  part 

Where  Honour  lodges  (as  of  old 

Authentic  Hudibras  has  told) 
The  blustering  colonel  felt  a  smart, 
Sore  griev*d  for  his  afironted  bum, 
Frisk'd,  skip'd,  and  bounc'd  about  the  room ; 
Then  turning  short,  "  Zounds,  sir !  n  he  cries— 
"  Pox  on  him,  had  the  fbol  no  eyes  ? 
What !  let  a  man  be  burnt  alive  !" 

"  I  am  not,  sir,  inquisitiTe" 
(Reply'd  sirGravity)  "  toknow 
Whate^er  your  honour  's  pleas'd  to  do; 


If  yon  will  bura  your  taił  to  tmdW| 
Pray  what  have  I  to  do  to  hinder  ? 
Other  mens  business  let  alone, 
Why  should  not  coxcombs  mind  their  own  ?" 

Then,  knockiag  out  his  pipę  with  care, 
Laid  down  his  penny  at  the  bar; 
And,  wrapping  round  his  frieze  surtout, 
Took  up  bis  crab-tree,  and  walk'd  out. 


tub 
BUSY  INDOLEST: 

A  TAŁB. 

Jack  Careless  was  a  man  of  parts, 

Weil  skill'd  in  the  politer  arts, 

With  judgment  read,  with  humour  writ : 

Among  his  friends  past  for  a  wit : 

But  lov'd  bis  ease  morę  than  his  meat, 

And  wonder'd  knaves  coukl  toil  and  cheat, 

•p  expose  themsches  by  being  great. 

At  no  levees  the  suppliant  bow'd, 

Nor  courted  for  tbeir  votcs  the  crowM : 

Nor  riches  nor  preferment  sought, 

Did  what  he  pleas'd,  spoke  what  he  thought* 

Content  within  due  bounds  to  lirę, 

And  what  he  could  not  spend,  to  give : 

Would  whiff  his  pipę  o'er  nappy  ale, 

And  joke,  and  pun,  and  tell  his  tale; 

Reform  the  state,  Jay  down  the  law, 

And  talk  of  lords  he  never  saw ; 

Fight  Marlboroagh's  battles  ołer  again, 

And  push  the  French  on  BIenheim's  plain  ; 

Discourse  of  Paris,  Naples,  Romę, 

Though  he  had  never  stirrM  from  home : 

'Tb  tnie  he  travell'd  with  great  care, 

The  tour  of  Europę — in  his  chair. 

Was  loth  to  part  without  his  load, 

Or  morę  till  morning  peep'd  abroad. 

One  day  this  honest,  idle  rake, 
Nor  quite  asleep,  nor  well  awake, 
Was  lolling  in  his  elbow-chair, 
And  building  castles  in  the  air, 
His  nipperkin  (the  port  was  good) 
Half  empty  at  his  elbow  stood, 
When  a  strange  noise  offeods  his  ear, 
The  din  increas'd  as  it  came  near, 
And  in  his  yard  at  last  he  view'd 
Of  farmers  a  great  multitode; 
Who  that  day,  walking  of  their  rouuds, 
Had  disagreed  about  their  bounds ; 
And  surę  the  difference  must  be  wide, 
Where  each  does,  for  hunself  decide. 
Vollies  of  oaths  in  rain  they  swear, 
Which  burst  like  guiltless  bombs  in  air ; 
And,  "Thotfrt  a  knave !"  and,  "  ThouYtan  oaf  \n 
Is  banded  round  with  truth  enough. 
At  length  they  mutually  agree, 
His  worship  should  be  referee, 
Which  courteous  Jack  consents  to  be: 
Tbough  for  himself  he  would  not  budge, 
Yet  for  his  friends  an  arrant  drudge  ; 
A  conscience  of  this  point  he  madę, 
With  pleasure  readily  obey'd, 
And  shot  like  Ughtning  to  their  aid. 
The  farmers,  summoird  to  his  room, 
Bowing  with  aukward  reverence  came. 
In  his  great  chahr  his  worship  sate, 
A  grave  and  able  magistrate: 
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SHcnce  procbumM,  each  claek  was  lald, 
And  flippant  tongues  with  puin  obeyM. 
In  a  short  speech,  he  first  computes 
The  vast  expense  of  law-disputes, 
And  everiastiDg  chaocery-suits. 
With  zeal  and  warmth  he  rallyM  then 
Pack'd  juries,  sherifiś,  tales-nien  ; 
And  reconimcndcd  iti  the  close, 
Good-neighbourbood,  pcace,  and  repose. 
Next  weigh'd  with  care  each  man's  pretence, 
PcrosM  records,  heard  evidencef 
Obaerv'df  repłyM,  hit  erery  bloi, 
fnraYelPd  erery  Gordian  knot; 
With  great  aćtivky  and  paits, 
Infbrm'd  their  judgments,  won  their  hcarts : 
And,  withont  fees,  or  tiuie  mispent, 
By  strcngth  of  ale  and  argument, 
DispatchM  them-home,  friends  and  content. 

Trusty,  who  at  his  elhow  sate, 
And  with  surprise  heard  the  debatę, 
Astonish'd,  could  not  but  admire 
His  strange  detterity  and  fire ; 
His  wise  discerument  and  good  sense, 
His  ąuickness,  easc,  and  eloąuence. 
*'  Lord  !  sir,"  said  he,  "  I  can't  bat  chide : 
What  nseful  talents  do  you  hide ! 
In  half  an  hour  you  have  done  morę 
Than  Puzzle  can  m  half  a  score, 
With  all  the  practice  of  the  courts, 
His  casea,  precedents,  reports." 

Jack  with  a  smile  replyM,  "  Tis  trne, 
Th»  may  seem  odd,  my  friend,  to  yoa 
But  gire  me  not  morę  than  my  due. 
Ko  hungry  judge  nods  o'er  tbe  laws, 
But  hastens  to  decide  the  cause : 
Who  hands  the  oar,  and  drags  the  chato, 
Will  atraggle  to  be  free  again. 
So  lazy  men  and  indolent, 
With  cares  oppress'd,  and  business  spent, 
Exert  their  utmoet  powers  and  skill, 
Work  hard :  for  what  ?  Why,  to  sit  still. 
They  totl,  they  sweat,  they  want  no  fee, ' 
For  ev'n  sloth  prompts  to  industry. 
Therefore,  my  friend,  I  freely  own 
All  this  address  I  now  bave  shown, 
Is  merę  impatience,  and  no  morę, 
To  lounge  and  loiter  as  before  : 
life  is  a  span,  the  world  an  inn— 
Herę,  sirrah,  tfother  nipperkm." 


THE    TEOMAS    OF    KENT: 

A  TALE. 

A  y  eoman  bold  (snppose  of  Kent) 
JLiv'd  on  his  own,  and  paki  no  rent  j 
ManurM  his  own  pateinal  land, 
Had  always  money  at  command, 
To  pnrehase  bargains,  or  to  lend, 
T*  improre  łiis  stock,  or  help  a  friend : 
At  Creasy  and  Poictiers  of  oki, 
His  ancestors  were  bow-men  bold  ; 
Whose  good  yew-bows,  and  sinews  strong, 
Drew  arrows  of  a  cloth-yard  long ; 
For  EnglamTs  glory,  strew'd  the  plain 
With  barons,  connts,  and  princes  slain. 
BeJorM  by  all  the  neighbourhood, 
For  bis  delight  was  doing  good  : 


At  erery  mart  his  word  a  law, 

Kent  aU  the  shuffling  knares  in  awe. 

How  j  ust  is  Heaven,  and  how  tnie, 

To  give  to  such  desert  its  due ! 

Tis  in  authentie  legends  said, 

Two  twins  at  once  had  błessM  his  bed  ; 

Frank  was  the  eldest,  but  the  other 

Was  honest  Numps,  his  younger  brother  ; 

That,  with  a  face  efieminate, 

And  shape  too  fine  and  delicate, 

Took  after  his  fond  mother  Kate, 

A  franklin'!  daughter.    Numps  was  rough. 

No  heart  of  oak  was  half  so  tough, 

And  tnie  as  steel,  to  euff,  or  kick, 

Or  play  a  bout  at  double-stick, 

Who  but  friend  Numps  ?  While  Frank'*  delight 

Was  morę  (they  say)  to  dance,  than  fight; 

At  Whitson-ales  king  of  the  May, 

Among  the  maids,  brisk,  frolic,  gay, 

He  trint  it  on  each  bolyday. 

Their  genius  dhTerent,  Frank  would  roam 

To  town;  but  Numps,  he  staid  at  home. 

The  youth  was  forward,  apt  to  learn, 

Could  soon  an  honest  lńring  earn ; 

Good  company  would  always  keep, 

Was  knowu  to  FalstafF  in  East-cheap ; 

Threw  many  a  merry  main,  could  buHy, 

And  put  the  doctor  on  his  culiy ; 

Ply*d  hard  his  work,  and  learnt  the  way, 

To  watch  all  night,  and  sleep  all  day. 

FlushM  with  success,  new  riggM,  and  clean, 

Polite  his  air,  gonteel  his  mień: 

Accomplish'd  thus  in  erery  part, 

He  won  a  bucom  widow's  heart. 

Her  fortunę  narrow;  and  too  wide, 

Alas !  lay  ber  concerns,  her  pride : 

Great  as  a  dutchess,  she  would  scorn 

Mean  farę,  a  gentlewoman  born; 

Poor  and  expensive  on  my  life 

Twas  but  the  devil  of  a  wife. 

Yct  Frank,  with  what  he  won  by  night, 

A  while  liv'd  tolerably  tight  ? 

And  spouse,  who  some  times  sate  till  mora 

At  cribbage,  madę  a  good  return. 

While  thus  they  liv'd  from  hand  to  mouth, 

She  laid  a  bantling  to  the  youth ; 

But  whether  'twas  his  own  or  no, 

My  autbors  donft  pretend  to  know. 

His  charge  enhanc'd,  'tis  also  tnie 

A  lying-in  's  expensive  too, 

In  cradles,  whittles,  spice-bowls,  sack, 

Whate'erthe  wanton  gossips  łąck; 

While  scandal  thick  as  hail-shot  flies, 

Till  peaceful  bumpers  seal  their  eyes. 

Frank  deem'd  it  prudent  to  retire, 

And  visit  the  good  raan  his  sire ; 

In  the  stage-coach  he  seata  himself, 

TiOaded  with  madam  and  her  elf; 

In  her  right  hand  the  coral  plac'd, 

Her  lap  a  China  orange  gracM  : 

Pap  for  the  babę  was  not  forgot; 

And  lullaby's  melodious  notę, 

That  warbied  in  his  ears  all  day, 

ShortenM  the  rugged,  tedious  way. 

Frank  to  the  mansion-house  now  come, 
Rejoic?d  to  find  himself  at  home ; 
Neighbours  around,  and  cousins  went 
By  scores,  to  pay  their  compliment 
The  good  old  man  was  kind,  'tis  tnie, 
But  yet  a  little  shock'd  to  \  iew 
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A  squire  so  fine,  a  sight  sonew* 

But  above  all,  the  lady  fair 

Was  ptnk'd,  and  deck'd  bryond  compare; 

Scarce  a  shricve's  wife  at  an  assize  x 

WasdressM  so  fine,  so  roU'd  ner  eycs : 

And  master  too  in  all  his  pride, 

His  silver  rattle  by  bis  side, 

Would  sbake  it  oft,  then  shrilly  scream, 

Morę  noisy  than  the  yeoman's  team ; 

With  tassels  and  with  pluoies  madę  proud, 

While  jingling  bells  ring  out  aloud. 

The  good  old  damę,  ravish'd  out-right, 

Ev'n  doated  on  so  gay  a  sight; 

Her  Frank,  as  glorious  as  the  moro ; 

Poor  Nurops  was  look'd  upon  with  scorn. 

With  other  eyes  the  yeoman  sagę 
Bebeld  each  youth;  nought  could  engaga ' 
His  wary  and  discerning  heart, 
But  sterling  worth  and  tnie  desert. 
At  last,  he  could  no  longer  bear 
Such  strange  sophisticated  ware ; 
He  cries  (enrag'd  at  this  odd  scenę)    - 
"  Wbat  can  this  foolish  ccntcomb  mean, 
Who,  like  a  pedlar  with  his  pack, 
Carries  his  riches  on  liis  back  ? 
Soon  shail  this  blockhcad  sink  my  rento, 
And  alienate  my  tenements, 
Wbich  k>ng  have  stood  in  good  repair, 
Kor  sunk,  nor  rosę,  from  heir  to  heir  $ 
Stillthe  same  rent  without  advancey 
Since  the  Black  Prince  first  conquer'd  France  : 
But  now,  alas  !  all  must  be  lost, 
And  all  my  prudent  project*  crost*  , 

Brave  honest  race !  la  it  thus  then 
We  dwindle  into  gentlemen  ? 
But  1  Ul  prerent  this  foul  disgrace, 
This  butterfly  from  hence  1  '11  chase.* 

He  saddles  Bali  without  delay, 
To  London  town  directs  his  way  ; 
There  at  the  Herald 's  Office  he 
Took  out  his  coat  and  pay'd  his  fee, 
And  nad  it  cheap,  as  wits  agree. 
A  Kon  rampart,  stout  and  able, 
Argent  the  field,  the  border  sable  ; 
The  gay  escutcheon  look'd  as  fine, 
As  any  new  daub'd  country  sign. 
Thus  haring  done  what  he  decreed, 
Home  he  returns  with  all  his  speed : 
•*  Herę,  son,"  said  he,  "  sińce  you  will  ba 
A  gentleman  in  spite  of  me ; 
Herę,  sir,  this  gorgeous  baubłe  taka, 
How  wali  it  will  bacom*  a  rak* ! 


Be  what  you  seera :  this  is  your  shaiw  jr 
But  honest  Numps  shall  be  my  heir  ) 
To  nim  I  '11  leave  my  whole  estate* 
Lest  my  brave  race  degenerate. 


THE  HAPPY  LUNJITIC i 


TO  DOCTOR  M- 


A  TALE. 


When  saints  were  cheap  in  good  NoPs 

As  sinners  now  in  Drury-Lane; 

Wrapt  up  in  mysteries  profound, 

A  saint  pereeiv'd  his  head  turn  round : 

Whether  the  sweet  and  savoury  wind, 

That  should  have  been  discharg'd  behind, 

For  want  of  vent  had  upwards  fled, 

And  seizU  the  fortress  of  his  head  ; 

Ye  sact*  philosophers,  debatę : 

I  solve  no  problem*  i utricate. 

That  he  was  mad,  to  me  is  elear, 

Elsę  why  should  he,  whose  nicer  ear 

Could  never  bear  church-music  berę, 

Dream  that  he  beard  the  blest  above, 

Chanting  iu  hymns  of  joy  and  love  ł 

Organs  themselres,  which  were  of  yora 

The  musie  of  the  scarlet  whore, 

Are  now  with  transport  beard.     In  fine, 

Ravish'd  with  harmony  divine, 

All  earthly  blessings  he  defies, 

The  guest  and  favounte  of  the  skies. 

At  last,  his  too  officious  friends 

The  doctor  cali,  and  he  attends  ; 

The  patieut  cur'd,  demands  his  fee. 

"  Curse  on  thy  farting  pills  and  thec," 

ReplyM  the  saint:  "ab!  tomycost 

"  Im  curU;  but  where  'a  the  HeaTeo I  iostt 

Go,  vile  decei ver,  getthee  hence, 

Who  'd  barter  Paradise  for  sense  ?» 

Ev'n  so  bemufd  (that  is,  possest), 

With  raptures  fir'd,  and  morę  than  blest  | 

In  pompousepic,  towering  odes, 

I  strut  with  heroes,  feast  with  gods; 

Enjoy  by  turns  the  tunerul  ąuire, 

For  me  they  touch  each  golden  lyre. 

Happy  delusion !  kind  deceit ! 

Till  you,  my  ficiend,  reveal  the  cheat ; 

Youreye  serere,  traces  each  Janlt, 

Each  swelling  word,  each  tinsel  thonghfc 

CurM  of  my  frenzy,  I  despise 

Such  trifles,  stript  of  their  disguise, 

Convinc'd,  and  lnisarably  wist* 


THE 


POEMS 


OF 


RICHARD  SAVAGE. 


V0I.1L 


Hłfi 


LIFE  OF  SAYAGE  \ 


Bt  Dk.  JOHNSON. 


» 


Łt  bas  been  observed  io  all  ages,  that  theadrantages  of  naturę  or  of  fortunę  have 
contributed  very  iittle  to  the  promotion  of  bappiness ;  and  tiiat  those  whom  the  splen- 
dour  of  tbeir  rank,  ot  the  entent  of  their  capacity,  have  plaoed  upon  the  summits  of 
łiuinan  Jife,  have  not  often  gfoen  any  just  occasion  to  envy  w  those  who  look  up  to 
them  irom  a  lower  statton;  whether  tt  be  that  apparent  superiority  incttes  great 
•designs,  and  great  designs  are  naturally  liable  to  fatal  miscarriages;  or  that  the  gene- 
rał lot  of  mankind  is  misery,  and  the  mefortunes  of  those,  whose  eminence  drew  upon 
them  an  unhrersal  attention,  bave  been  morę  carefully  recorded,  because  they  were 
morę  generally  observed,  and  bave  in  reality  been  only  morę  conspicuous  than  those  of 
•others,  not  siore  frequent,  or  morę  severe. 

Tbat  affluence  and  power,  advaatages  eitrinsic  and  adventitious,  and  therefore 
eaaily  separable  from  those  by  whom  they  are  possessed*  t houid  very  often  flatter  the 
miad  with  ezpectations  of  felicity  which  tbey  eannot  give,  raises  no  astonishment ;  but 
H  seems  rational  to  hope^  that  inteliectual  greatness  should  produce  better  effects;  that 
minds  quatified  for  great  attainments  should  first  endeavour  their  own  benefit ;  and 
tbat  tbey,  wbo  are  most  able  to  teach  others  the  way  to  happiness,  should  with  most 
oeitainty  follow  it  themsefres. 

But  this  e&pectation*  however  plausible*  has  been  very  freąuently  disappointed. 
The  heroes  of  iiterary  as  well  as  civil  history  have  been  very  often  no  less  remarkable 
for  what  they  have  suffered,  than  for  what  they  have  achieved;  and  volumes  have 
been  written  only  to  enutoerate  tlie  miseries  of  the  learned,  and  relate  their  unhappy 
twes,  and  untimely  deaths* 

To  these  mournful  narratives  I  am  about  to  add  the  Life  of  Richard  Sa?age>  a  man 
whose  writhigs  entitle  him  to  an  eminent  rank  in  the  classes  of  learning,  and  whose 
■usfortnnes  elahn  a  degree  of  compassion,  not  always  due  to  the  unhappy,  as  they  were 
often  the  conseąuences  of  the  crimes  of  others,  rather  than  hia  own. 

In  the  year  1697,  Annę  countess  of  Macclesfield,  haviag  lived  some  time  upon  very 
mneasy  terms  with  her  husband,  thought  a  public  eonfession  of  adultery  the  most  obvi- 

1  The  fint  edition  tf  this  interestiag  narrative,  accoiding  to  Mr.  Boewełl,  was  poblished  in  1744,  by 
Boberts.    The  secood,  now  before  me,  bean  datę  1748,  and  wai  publnhed  by  Ctere.    Very  few  altara- 
werejni^by  theauthoT,  wheiiho«idedfttothej?re»e^  C. 
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ods  and  espeditious  metfaod  of  obtaining  ber  liberty ;  and  tlferefore  declared,  that  the 
cbild,  with  wbicb  she  was  then  great,  was  begotten  by  the  earl  Rivers.  This,  as  may 
be  imagined,  madę  ber  husband  no  less  desirous  of  a  separation  than  herself,  and  be 
|)rosecuted  his  design  in  the  most  effectual  manner ;  for  be  applied  not  to  the  eccle- 
ftiastical  courts  for  a  dworce,  but  to  the  parUament  for  an  act,  by  which  his  marriage 
migbt  be  dissolved,  the  nuptial  contract  totally  annnlled,  and  the  children  of  his  wife 
Mlegftimated.  This  act;  after  tłie  usual  deliberation,  he  obtained,  though  without  tht 
approbation  of  some,  who  considered  marriage  as  an  amur  only  cognizable  by  ecclesi* 
astical  jud  ges  *;  and  on  March  3d  was  separated  from  his  wife,  whose  fortunę,  whkh 
was  very  great,  was  repaid  her,  and  who  having,  as  well  as  ber  husband,  the  liberty  of 
making  anotber  choice,  was  in  a  short  time  married  to  colonel  Brett. 

While  the  earl  of  Macclesfield  was  prosecutlng  this  afiair,  his  wife  was,  on  the  lOth 
of  January,  1 697-8,  delivered  of  a  son:  and  the  earl  Rivers,.by  appearing  to  consider 
bim  as  his  own,  left  nonę  any  reason  to  doubt  of  the  sincerity  of  herdeclaration;  for  ha 
was  his  godfather,  and  gave  him  his  own  name,  whkh  was  by  his  direction  inserted  in 
the  register  of  St.  Andrews  parish  in  Holborn,  but  unfortunately  left  htm  to  the  care  of 
nis  rnother,  whom,  as  she  was  now  set  free  from  her  husband,  he  probably  imagined 
tikety  to  treat  witb  great  tenderness  the  child  that  had  contributed  to  so  pleasing  an 
event.  It  is  not  indeed  easy  to  discover  what  motives  could  be  found  to  over-bakmcte 
fhat  natural  affection  of  a  parent,  or  what  interest  could  be  promoted  by  neglect  of 
cruelty.  The  dread  of  shame  or  of  poverty,  by  whkh  some  wretches  have  been  incited 
to  abandon  or  to  imirder  their  children,  cahnot  be  supposed  to  have  aflected  a  wómah 
who  bid  proclaimed  ber  crimes  and  sólicited  reproacb,  and  oh  whom  the  clemedcy  cff 
the  leglslature  had  undeserredk  bestowed  a  fortunę,  whkh  would  have  been  Tery  tótle 
<diniinished  by  tbe  expenses  which  the  care  of  her  child  could  bave  brooght  ur>on  her* 
tt  was  tliercfore  not  likely  that  she  would  be  wicked  without  temptation ;  that  she  would 
look  upon  her  son  from  his  birth  with  a  kiud  of  resentment  and  abhorrence ;  and, 
Instead  of  supporting,  assisting,  and  defending  hiro,  delight  to  see  him  strugglmg  witb 
misery,  or  that  she  woiifd  take  every  opportunity  of  aggravating  his  misfortunea,  and 
obstructtng  his  resources,  and  with  an  implacable  and  restless  cruelty  continue  h4r 
persecution  from  the  first  hour  of  his  life  to  the  last, 

But  wbatever.  were  her  motires,  no  sooner  was  ber  son  bom,  than  sbe  discovered  a 
resolution  of  disowning  hinr;  and  in  a  very  short  time  removed  hhn  from  bersight,bj 
romniitting  him  to  tbe  care  of  a  poor  woman,  whom  she  directed  to  educate  him  as  hec 
own,  and  enjoined  never  to  raform  him  of  his  true  parents. 

Such  was  the  beginning  of  the  life  of  Richard  Savage.  Bora  with  a  legał  daim  tia 
iionour  and  to  affiuence,  he  was  iu  two  montbs  fllegHimated  by  the  parliameot,  and 

*This  year  was  madę  remarkable  by  tbe  dissolution  of  a  marriage  solemnized  in  the  face  of  tfee 
church.    SalmojTs  Rsrrew. 

The  fbllowing  protest  is  registered  in  the  books  of  the  house  of  lorda. 

Dissentient.  ' 

Because  we  conceive  tliat  this  is  the  first  bill  of  that  naturę  that  hath  passed,  wherc  there  was  not  a 
divurce  rtrst  obtaincd  in  the  spiritual  court  j  which  we  look  upon  as  an  Ul  preoedent,  and  may  be  of 
rfangerous  conseqaence  hi  the  futurę. 

Haupat.  Romma* 
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disowned  by  Ws  motfar*  doomed  to  poverty  and  obscuriry,  and  lanched  upon  thą 
ocean  of  life,  only  that  he  might  be  swallowed  by  its  ąuicksands,  or  dashed  upoą 
its  rocks. 

His  mother  could  not  indeed  infect  others  with  the  same  cruelty.  As  it  was  impos- 
tible  to  avóid  the  inąuiries  which  the  curiosity  or  tenderness  of  her  relations  madę  after 
ber  child,  she  was  obliged  to  give  some  account  of  the  measures  she  had  taken.;  and 
ber  mother,  the  lady  Mason,  whether  in  approbation  of  her  design,  or  to  prevent  morę 
eriminal  contrirances,  engaged  to  transact  with  the  nurse,  to  pay  her  for  ber  care>  and 
to  superintend  the  education  of  the  child. 

In  this  charhable  office  she  was  assisted  by  his  godmother  Mrs.  Lloyd,  who,  while  shą 
Bved,  always  looked  upon  him  with  that  tenderness  which  the  barbarity  of  his  mother 
madę  peculiarly  necessary ;  but  her  death,  which  happened  in  his  tenth  year,  was  another 
of  the  misfortunes  of  his  childhood ;  for  though  she  kindly  endearoured  to  alleviate  hit 
loss  by  a  legacy  of  three  hundred  pounds,  yet  as  he  had  nonę  to  prosecute  his  claim* 
to  shelter  him  from  oppressiou,  or  cali  in  law  to  the  assistance  of  justice,  her  will  was 
eluded  by  the  executors,  and  no  part  of  the  money  was  ever  paid. 

He  was,  however,  not  yet  wholly  abandoned.  The  lady  Mason  still  continued 
her  care,  and  directed  him  to  be  placed  at  a  smali  grammar-school  near  §t.  Alban's, 
where  he  was  called  by  the  name  of  his  nurse,  without  the  least  intimation  that  he  had 
p.  daim  to  any  other.  ' 

Herę  he  was  initiated  in  literaturę,  and  passed  through  several  of  the  classes,  with 
what  rapidity  or  with  what  applause  cannot  now  be  known.  As  he  always  spoke  with 
respect  of  his  master,  it  is  probable  that  the  mean  rank,  in  which  he  then  appeared, 
did  not  hinder  his  genias  from  being  distinguished,  or  his  industry  from  being  rewarded : 
and  if  in  so  Iow  a  state  he  obtained  distinction  and  rewards,  it  is  not  likely  that  they 
were  gained  but  by  genius  and  industry. 

It  is  Tery  reasonable  to  conjectnre,  that  his  application  was  equal  to  his  abilitieau 
because  his  improvement  was  morę  than  proportioned  to  the  opportunities  which  he 
enjoyed ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted,  that  if  his  earliest  productions  had  been  preserved 
like  those  of  happier  students,  we  might  in  some  have  found  Yigorotis  salliesof  that 
tprightly  humour  which  distinguishes  The  Author  to  be  Let,  and  in  others  strong  touches 
of  that  ardent  iniagination  which  painted  the  solenni  scenes  of  The  Wanderer. 

While  he  was  thus  cultivating  his  genius,  his  father  the  earl  Rivers  was  seized  with  a 
distemper,  which  in  a  short  time  put  an  end  to  his  life 3.  He  had  rrequently  inquired 
after  his  son,  and  had  always  been  amused  with  fallacious  aud  evasive  answers;  but, 
being  now  in  his  own  opinion  on  his  death-bed,  he  thought  it  his  dury  to  provide  for 
him  among  his  other  natural  children,  and  therefore  demanded  a  positive  account  of 
him,  with  an  importunity  not  to  be  diverted  or  denied.  His  mother,  who  could  no 
fonger  refuse  an  answer,  deterinined  at  least  to  give  such  as  should  cut  him  off  for  ever 
bom  that  happiness  which  competence  affords,  and  therefore  declared  that  he  was 
dead ;  which  is  perhaps  the  first  instance  of  a  lye  invented  by  a  mother  to  deprive  her 
son  ofaprovision  which  was  designed  himby  another,  and  which  she  could  note*peft 
^erself,  tfrough  he  should  lose  it. 
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This  was  therefore  an  act  of  wickedness  which  could  not  be  defeatcd,  because  ft  cookl 
not  be  suspected ;  thc  carl  did  not  iraagine  there  could  exist  in  a  hunian  form  a  raotber 
that  would  ruin  her  son  without  enriching  herself,  and  therefore  bestowed  upon  somc 
otber  person  six  thousand  pounds,  which  he  had  in  his  will  bequcathed  to  Savage. 

The  same  cruelty  which  incited  his  mother  to  intercept  this  provision  which  had 
been  intended  him,  prompted  her  in  a  short  time  to  another  project,  a  project  worthy 
of  such  a  disposition.  She  endeavoured  to  rid  herself  froni  the  danger  of  being  at  any 
time  madę  known  to  him,  by  sending  him  secretly  to  the  American  Plantanoris  «. 

By  whose  kindness  this  scheme  was  counteracted,  or  by  whose  interposition  she  wai 
induced  to  lay  aside  her  design,  I  know  not ;  it  is  not  improbable,  that  the  lady  Mason 
might  persuade  or  eompel  her  to  desist,  or  perhaps  she  could  not  easily  find  aocom- 
plices  wicked  enough  to  concur  in  so  cruel  an  action ;  for  ft  may  be  conceived,  that 
those  who  had  by  a  long  gradation  of  guilt  hardened  their  hearts  against  the  sense  of 
cominon  wickedness,  would  yet  be  shocked  at  tbe  design  of  a  mother  to  expose  ber  son 
to  slavery  and  want,  to  expose  him  without  interest,  and  without  provocation ;  and 
Savage  might  on  this  occasion  find  protectors  and  advocates  among  those  who  had  long 
traded  in  crimes,  and  whom  compassion  had  never  touched  before. 

Being  hindered,  by  wbatever  means,  from  banishmg  him  into  another  country,  she 
formed  soon  after  a  scheme  for  burying  him  in  poverty  and  obscurity  in  his  owd;  and 
that  his  station  of  life,  if  not  the  place  of  his  residenoe,  might  keep  him  for  ever  at  a 
distance  from  her,  she  ordered  him  to  be  placed  with  a  shoe-maker  in  Holborn,  that,  after 
the  usual  time  of  trial,  he  might  become  his  apprentice 4. 

It  is  generally  reported,  that  this  project  was  for  soine  time  successful,  and  that  Sa- 
wce was  employed  at  the  awl  longer  than  he  was  willing  to  confess;  nor  was  it  perhaps 
any  great  adf  antage  to  him,  that  an  unexpected  discovery  determined  him  to  quit  hk 

About  this  time  his  nurse,  who  had  always  treated  him  as  her  own  son,  died ;  and  it 
was  natural  for  him  to  take  care  of  those  effects  which  by  her  death  were,  as  he  ima- 
«ned  become  his  own;  he  therefore  went  to  her  house,  opened  her  boxes,  and 
namined  her  papers,  among  which  he  found  some  letters  written  to  her  by  the  lady 
Mason,  which  informed  him  of  his  birth,  and  the  reasons  for  which  it  was  conceakd. 

He  was  no  longer  satisfied  with  the  employnient  which  had  been  allotted  bim,  bat 
thought  he  had  a  right  to  share  the  aiBuence  of  his  mother;  and  therefore  without 
acruple  applied  to  her  as  her  son,  and  madę  use  of  every  art  to  awaken  her  tenderness, 
wid  attrąct  her  regard.  But  neither  his  letters,  nor  the  interposition  of  those  frieodt 
which  his  merit  or  bis  distress  procured  him,  madę  any  impression  upon  ber  mini 
She  stili  resoked  to  neglect,  thougb  she  could  no  longer  disown  him- 

It  was  to  no  purpose  that  he  freąuently  solieitedher  to  admithim  to  aeeher:  sht 
avoided  him  with  the  most  ^igilant  prećaution,  and  ordered  bim  to  be  esdnded  from 
her  house,  by  whomsoew  he  might  be  mtroduced,  and  what  reason  soew  he  might 

^Sayage  was  at  the  same  time  so  touched  with  the  discovery  of  hb  real  motheT,  that 
it  was  his  freąuent  practice  to  walk  in  the  dark  evenings 5  for  several  hours  before  her 

*  Smft's  Pre&ce  to  his  Mkcdhuwfc  »  Set  tfae  Phin  Deakr, 
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floor,  0  tapet  of  seeuig  ber  as  sta  migfat  come  by  accident  to  the  window,  or  cross 
ber  apartment  with  a  candle  in  tar  hand. 

But  aU  bk  assiduity  and  tenderness  were  without  effect,  for  ta  could  neitber  soften 
ber  heart  nor  open  ber  band,  and  was  reduced  to  tbe  utmost  miseries  of  want,  while 
be  was  endeavouring  to  awaken  tbe  affection  of  a  mottar.  He  was  therefore  obliged 
to  seek  same  other  means  of  support;  and*  hayjng  no  profession,  became  by  necessity 
aa  author. 

At  tbis  time  tbe  attention  of  all  the  literary  world  was  engrossed  by  the  Bangoriaa 
coutrover*y,  whicb  filled  the  press  with  pamphlets,  and  the  coflfee-bouses  with  diapu- 
tants.  Of  tbis  subject,  as  most  popular,  be  madę  choioe  for  his  first  attempt,  and, 
whhont  any  other.  knowledge  of  tbe  ąueation  than  be  had  casually  ccdlected  from  coo- 
▼enation,  published  a  poem  against  the  bishop  \ 

Wbat  was  the  sueoess  or  merit  of  tbis  performanoe,  I  know  not;,  it  waaprobably  lost 
amoog  tbe  iiraumerahle  pamphleta  to  whicb  thajt  dispute  gave  occasfra.  Mr.  Savage 
was  himself  ina  little  time  ashamed  of  h*  and  ęndeaYOjired  to  suppress  it,  hydestroy- 
ing  all  the  oopies  that  be  could  cołlect* 

Hethen  attempted  a  mora gaiuful  bind  of  writing7,  audio  hiseighjeentbyeąroffered 
to  tbe  stage  a  coinedy,  borrowed  from  a  Spanish  plot,  whicb  was  tefased  by  tbe  playera^ 
and  was  therefore  given  by  him  to  Mn  Bullock,  who,  having  morę  intereaft,  roade  some 
slightalterations,  and  brought  it  upon  tbe  stage,  under  the  titleof  WonunTs  a  Riddle8, 
but  allawed  the  uuhappy  author  no  part  of  jtta  profit 

Not  discouraged  however  at  his  repulse,  ta  wrate  two  years  afterwards  Love  in  a 
Veil,  anóther  comedy,  borrowed  likewise  from  the  Spanish,  but  with  little  better  stecęss 
than  befoae;  lor  though  it  was  recerred  and  acted,  yet  it  appeared  so  late  in  the  yeor, 
that  the  author  obtained  no  other  advantage  from  it,  than  the  acąuaintanoe  of  sir 
Richard  Steelc  and  Mr.  Wilks,  by  wbom  he  was  pitied,  careased*  and  relieved* 

Sir  Richard  Steele,  having  declared  in  his  favour  with  all  the  ardour  of  bęnevolęnce 
trhich  constituted  his  charaoter,  promoted  his  iuterest  with  the  utmost  aeal,  related  his 
nisfortunes,  applauded  his  merit,  took  aU  the  opportunities  of  ręcoramendjng  him,  and 
atserted,  that  "  the  inhumanity  of  his  mottar  had  given  hjm  a  rjgbt  to  find,  eyery  good 
manhisfattar'/' 

Nor  was  Mr.  Savage  admitted  to  his  acquaii|tance  opiyA  but  ta  his  confidenc*  of 
whicb  he  sometimes  related  an  histance  too  eitraordinary  to  he  omitted,  as  it  afibrds  a 
tery  just  idea  of  his  patron'*  character. 

He  was  once  desired  by  sir  Richard,  with  an  air  of  tbe  utmost  importance,  to  come 
Tery  early  to  his  house  tlie  nest  mornmg.  Mr.Sarage  cameastahadpromised,found 
the  chariot  at  the  door,  and  sit  Hicbard  waitjng  for  him,  and  ready  to  go  out.  Wbat 
was  intended,  and  wbither  they  were  to  go,  Sayage  could  not  conjecture,  and  was  not 
wUling  to  inąuire ;  but  immediately  seated  himself  wfth  sir  Richard.  The  coachmaa 
was  ordered  to  drive,  and  they  hunied  with  the  utmost  expedition  to  Hyde-Park  Coc- 


MtwatealledTheBaUletfthePmmphletŁ    JL  \ 
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ner,  where  they  stopped  ata  petty  tayern,  andretired  to  a  priyat*  room.  Sir  Richard 
theninformed  him,  that  he  intended  to  publish  a  pamphlet,  and  that  he  had  desired  him 
to  corae  thither  that  be  might  write  for  him*  They  soon  sat  down  to  the  work.  Sir 
Hichard  dictated,  and  Savage  wrote,  till  tbe  dinner  that  had  been  ordered  was  pot 
upon  the  table.  Sayage  was  surprised  at  the  meanness  of  the  entertainment,  and  after 
torae  hesitation  ventured  to  ask  for  winę,  which  sir  Richard,  not  wkhont  reluctance, 
ordered  to  be  brought  They  then  finished  their  dinner,  and  proceeded  in  their  pamph- 
let,  which  they  conduded  hi  the  afternoon* 

Mr.  Savage  then  itnagined  his  task  was  oyer,  and  expected  that  sir  Richard  would 
tali  for  the  reckoning,  and  return  home;  but  his  expectatk>ns  deceiyed  him,  for  sir 
Richard  told  him  that  he  was  without  money,  and  that  the  pamphlet  must  be  sold  be- 
fore  the  dinner  could  be  paid  for;  and  Savage  was  therefore  obhged  to  go  and  oflfer 
their  new  production  for  sale  for  two  guineas,  which  with  some  difficulty  he  obtamed. 
Sir  Richard  then  returned  home,  haying  retired  that  -day  onry  to  ayoid  his  creditorai 
and  coniposed  the  pamphlet  ooly  to  discharge  his  reckoning. 

v  Mr.  Savage  related  another  fact  equally  uncommon,  which,  though  it  has  no  relation 
to  his  life,  ought  to  be  preseryed.  Sir  Richard  Steele  haymg  one  day  invited  to  his 
ftouse  a  great  number  of  persons  of .  the  iirst  ąuatity,  they  were  surprised  at  the  num- 
ber  of  liyeries  which  surrounded  the  table ;  and  after  dinner,  when  winę  and  mirth  had 
set  thera  free  rrom  the  observation  of  rigid  ceremony,  one  of  them  inquired  of  sir  Richard, 
how  such  an  expensive  train  of  domestics  could  be  consistent  with  his  fortunę.  Sir 
Richard  yery  frankly  confessed,  that  they  were  fellows  of  whom  he  would  very  willingly 
be  rrd.  And  beuig  then  asked  why  he  did  not  discharge  them,  declared  that  they  were 
bailifis,  who  had  introduced  themsefres  with  an  execntk>n,  and  whom,  sińce  he  could 
not  send  them  away,  he  had  thought  it  coavenient  to  embellish  with  liyeries,  that  they 
might  do  him  credit  while  they  staid. 

His  friends  were  diyerted  with  the  espedient,  and  by  paying  the  debt  discharged 
their  attendance,  haymg  obliged  sir  Richard  to  promise  that  they  should  neyer  agam 
finń  him  graced  with  a  retinue  of  the  same  kincL 

Under  such  a  tutor  Mr.  Sayage  was  not  likely  to  learn  prudence  or  frugality; 
and  perhaps  many  of  the  misfortunes  which  the  want  of  those.yirtues  bronght  upon 
him  in  the  following  parts  of  his  life,  might  be  justly  imputed  to  so  unimproying  an 
example. 

Nor  did  the  kindness  of  sir  Richard  end  in  common  feyours.  He  proposed  to  hate 
estabłished  him  in  some  settled  scheme  of  life,  and  to  haye  contracted  a  kind  of  alliance 
with  him,  by  marrying  him  to  a  natural  daughtór,  on  whom  he  intended  to  bestow  a 
thousand  pounds.  But,  though  he  was  always  layish  of  futurę  bounties,  he  conducted 
bis  aflfairs  in  such  a  manner,  that  he  was  yery  seldom  able  to  keep  his  promises,  or  exe- 
'cntc  his  owaintentions;  and,  as  he  was  never  able  to  raise  tbe  sum  which  he  had 
ofiered,  the  marriage  was  delayed.  In  the  ifeean  time  he  was  offictously  mfonned,tfaat 
Mr.  Savage  bad  ridiculed  him;  by  which  he  was  so  much  exasperated,  that  he  with- 
drew  the  allpwance  which  he  had  paid  him;  and  never  afferwards  admitted  him  to 
his  house«  ' 

It  is  not  indeed  unlikely  that  Sayage  might  by  his  imprudence  expose  himself  to  the 
malice  of  a  tale-bearer;  for  his  patron  had  many  Jbllies,  whicb,  qs  his  discetament 
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fasHy  discwered,  h»  imagination  might  sametimes  incifte  him  to  mcntion  too  ludicronsly. 
A  littie  knowfedge  of  tfae  world  is  suffirient  to  diacover  that  such  weakness  is  very  com- 
mon,  and  that  there  are  few  who  do  not  sometimes,  in  the  waptonness  of  thoughtless 
mirth,  ortfae  hcat  of  transient  resentment,  speak  of  their  friends  and  beneftctors  with 
levity  and  contempt,  tfaough  in  their  cooler  moments  tbey  want  neither  sense  of  their  kind- 
uess,  nor  rererence  for  their  virtue ;  the  fault  therefore  of  Mr.  Savage  was  rather  neg- 
ligenee  than  ingratitude*  But  dr  Richard  must  likewise  be  acąuitted  of  severity,  for 
who  is  there  thatcan  pafientiy  bear  contempt  from  one  whom  he  has  relieved  and  sup- 
ported,  whose  establishment  be  has  Iabonred,  and  whose  interest  he  has  promoted  1 

Me  was  now  again  abandoned  to  fortunę  without  any  other  friend  than  Mr.  Wilks  ; 
a.  man,  who,  whatever  were  his  abilities  or  skill  as  an  actor,  deserves  at  least  to  xbe 
remembered  for  his  virtues ,0,  which  are  not  often  tobefonnd  in  the  world,  and  perhaps 
less  often  in  his  professkm  than  in  others.  To  be  humane,  generous,  and  candid,  is  a 
▼ery  high  degree  of  merit  in  any  case,  but  those  ąualities  desenre  still  greater  praise, 
when  tbey  are  found  in  that  condition  which  makes  ahnost  every  other  man,  for  what- 
erer  reason,  contemptąous,  insolent,  petulant,  selfish,  and  brutal. 

As  Mr.  Wilks  was  one  of  those  to  whom  calamity  aeldom  complained  without  relief, 
he  naturally  took  an  unfortunate  wit  into  his  protection,  and  not  only  assisted  him  iu 
any  casual  distresses,  but  continued  an  equal  and  steady  kindness  to  the  time  of  his  dęatłu 

By  his  interposhion  Mr.  Savage  once  obtained  from  his  mother  "  fifly  pounds,  and  a 
promise  of  one  hundred  and  fifty  morę ;  but  it  was  the  fate  of  this  unhappy  man, 
that  few  promises  of  any  adrantage  to  him  were  performed.  His  mother  was  infected, 
among  others,  with  the  generał  madness  of  the  South  Sea  traffic ;  and,  having  been 
cKsappointed  in  her  expectations,  refused  to  pay  what  perhaps  nothing  but  the  prospect 
of  sndden  affluence  prompted  her  tp  promise. 

Beingthus  obliged  to  depend  upon  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Wilks,  he  was  conseąuently 
an  assiduous  łreąuenter  of  the  theatres ;  and  in  a  short  time  the  amusements  of  the 
atage  took  such  posscssion  of  his  mind,  that  he  nerer  was  absent  from  a  play  in  several 
years. 

10  Ab  it  is  a  Iow  W>  mankmd  when  any  good  action  is  forgotten,  I  shall  insert  another  instance  of  Mr. 
Wtik&s  geuaaaky,  very  little  known.  Mr.  Smith,  a  gentleman  educated  at  Dublin,  being  hindered  by 
an  impediment  m  his  pronuncjation  from  engaging  in  oiders,  for  which  his  friends  designed  him,  left  his 
own  country,  and  came  to  London  in  quest  of  employment,  but  found  his  solicitations  fruitless,  and  his 
neoeasities  every  day  morę  pressing.  In  this  distress  he  wrote  a  tragedy,  and  offered  it  to  the  playera, 
by  whom  it  was  rejected.  Tbus  were  his  last  hopes  defeated,  and  he  had  no  other  prospect  than  of  the 
;  deplorable  porerty.  But  Mr.  WOks  thought  his  performance,  thoagh  not  perfect,  at  least  worthy  of 
roward,  and  therefore  ofTered  him  a  beneiit  This  fevour  he  improved  with  so  much  diligence, 
that  the  house  aflbrded  him  a  cpnsiderable  sum,  wjth  which  he  went  to  Leydeu,  applied  himself  to  the 
stody  of  physic,  and  prosecutad  his  design  with  so  mucbrdiligence  and  success,  that,  when  Dr.  Boerhaave 
was  desired  by  the  Cząrina  to  recommend  proper  persona  to  introduce  intoRossia  the  practice  and  study 
of  physic.  Dr.  Smith  was  one  of  those  whom  he  selected.  He  had  a  considerabłe  pension  settled  on  him 
at  hk  amraJ,  and  was  one  of  the  caief  physicians  at  the  Russjan  conrt    Dr.  J. 

A  Letter  fitom  Dr.  Smith  in  Russia  to  Mr.  Wilks  is  printed  in  Chetwood's  History  of  the  Stagc.    72. 

11 "  Tbis,"  says  Dr*  Johnson,  "  I  write  opon  the  credit  of  the  author  of  his  life,  which  was  published 

m  1727  j"  and  was  a  smali  pamphlet,  intended  to  plead  his  cause  with  the  public  while  undcr  sentence 

jd  death  "  for  the  Muider  of  Mr.  James  SncJaiij  at  Robinson^  Cojffee-bouse  at  Charing  Cross.    Price  6W. 
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This  conSUnt  attendance  naturally  procurcd  bim  the  acquatntance  of  the  plajcie 
and,  among  otbero,  of  Mrs.  Oldhełd,  wbo  was  so  much  pleased  with  his  convenatioa, 
and  touched  with  his  misfortunes,  that  she  allowed  him  a  settfed  pension  of  fifty  poundt 
a  year,  which  was  during  ber  łife  regulariy  paid. 

That  this  act  of  generosity  may  receive  tts  due  praise,  and  that  the  good  actions  of 
Mrs.Oldńeld  may  not  besullied  by  her  generał  character,  it  is  prepar  to  mention,  whsjt 
Mr.  Savage  often  declared,  in  the  strongest  terms,  that  be  new  saw  her  alone,  or  w 
any  other  place  tban  behind  the  scenes. 

At  her  death  be  endeavoured  to  show  his  gratitude  in  the  most  decent  maimer,  by 
wearing  mourning  as  for  a  mother ;  but  did  not  celebrate  her  in  elegies w,  beamsr  be 
knew  that  too  great  a  profuskm  of  praise  would  only  have  revived  those  raults  which 
his  natural  equhy  did  not  allow  bim  to  tbink  less,  because  they  were  committed  by  one 
who  ravoured  him :  but  of  which,  though  his  virtue  woułd  not  endeayour  to  palhate 
them,  his  gratitude  would  not  sufler  him  to  prolong  the  memory  or  diffiuse  the 
censure. 

In  his  Wanderef  he  has  indeed  taken  an  opportunity  of  mentionuig  her;  hut celc> 
brates  her  not  for  her  virtue9  but  ber  beauty,  an  excellence  which  nonę  erer  demed  her; 
this  is  the  only  encomium  with  which  be  has  rewarded  ber  liberality,  and  perhaps  he 
has  even  in  this  been  too  lavish  of  his  praise.  He  seems  to  have  thought,  that  never  to 
mention  his  beneJactress  would  have  an  appearance  of  ingratitude,  though  to  have 
dedicated  any  particular  performance  to  her  memory  would  only  have  betrayed  ao 
officious  partialhy,  that,  without  exalting  her  character,  would  have  depressed  hu 
own*. 

He  had  sonietimes,  by  tbe  kindness  of  Mr.  Wilks,  the  adrantage  of  a  benefit,  oa 
which  occasions  he  odeń  receiwd  uncommon  marks  of  regard  and  compassłon;  and 
was  once  told  by  the  duke  of  Dorset,  that  it  was  just  to  coasider  him  as  an  rajum!  no* 
błeman,  and  that  in  his  opinion  the  nobility  ougbt  to  think  themselyes  obliged,  without 
solichatioD,  to  takc  every  opportunity  of  supporting  him  by  their  countenance  and  patro* 
nage.  But  he  had  generally  the  mortification  to  hear  that  the  whole  interest  of  bis  mo- 
thejr  was  employed  to  frustrate  his  appiications,  and  that  she  never  left  any  eipedienft 
untried,  by  which  he  raight  be  cut  off  from  tbe  possibilHy  of  supporting  life.  The  same 
disposition  she  eńdeavoured  to  diftuse  among  all  those  overwhoni  naturę  or  fortunę  gaie 
ner  any  influence,  and  indeed  succeeded  too  well  in  her  design :  but  could  not  always 
propagate  her  effroutery  with  hercruelty;  for,  some  of  those,  whom  she  incited  agaimt 
him,  were  ashamed  of  their  own  conduct,  and  boasted  of  that  relief  which  they  new 
gave  him. 

In  this  censure  I  do  not  indutcriminately  inroWe  all  his  relations ;  for  he  has  mentioned 
with  gratitude  the  humanity  of  one  lady,  whose  name  I  am  now  unable  to  recoUect,  and 
to  whom  therefore  I  cannot  pay  the  praises  which  she  desenres  for  haring  acted  well  in 
oppoation  to  influence,  precept,  and  example. 

The  punishment  which  our  laws  inflkt  upon  those  parents  who  murder  their  infant* 
is  well  known,  nor  has  its  justice  ever  been  contested;  but,  if  they  deserze  death  who 
destroy  a  child  in  its  birtb,  what  pains  can  be  severe  enough  for  her  who  forbears  to 

i*Chetwood,  however,  has  printed  a  poem  on  her  death,  wkioh  he  ascrihei  to  Mr,  flmge.  Sae  Ba> 
tory  of  the  Staje,  p.  206.    JŁ 
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destroy  him  only  to  inflict  sharper  miseries  upon  bim;  who  prolongs  his  Kfe  only  to 
make  him  miserable ;  and  who  esposes  him,  without  care  and  without  pity,  to  the 
malice  of  oppression,  the  caprices  of  cbance,  and  the  temptations  of  poverty :  who  re- 
joicesto  sec  him  overwhełmed  with  calamities;  and,  when  his  own  industry,  or.thecha* 
rity  of  others,  has  enabled  him  to  rise  for  a  short  time  above  his  iniseries,  pluoges  him 
again  into  his  former  distress ! 

The  kindness  of  his  friends  not  affording  him  any  constant  supply,  and  the  prospect 
of  improving  his  fortunę  by  eniarging  his  acquaintance  neeessarily  leading  him  to  place* 
of  expense,  he  fouod  it  necessary 1S  to  endeavonr  once  morę  at  dramatic  poetry,  for  which 
be  was  now  bełter  qualitied  by  a  morę  extensive  knowledge,  and  longer  obseiration* 
But  having  been  unsuccessful  io  coniedy,  though  rather  for  want  of  opportunities  than 
genius,  he  resoWed  now  to  try  whether  be  should  not  be  morę  fortunale  in  ezhibiting 
tragedy. 

The  story  which  he  chose  for  the  subject,  was  that  of  sir  Thomas  Overbary,  a  story 
well  adapted  to  the  stage,  though  perhaps  not  far  enough  removed  from  the  present 
age  to  admit  properly  tbe  ńctions  necessary  to  complete  the  plan ;  for  the  mind,  which 
naturallylovestruth,  b  always  most  offended  with  the  violatk>ns  of  those  truths  of  which 
we  are  most  certain ;  and  we  of  course  conceire  those  facts  most  certain,  which  ap- 
proach  nearest  to  our  own  tiroe.  , 

Out  of  tbi*  story  he  fonned  a  tragedy,  which,  if  the  circumstances  in  which  he  wrota 
it  be  considered,  will  afford  at  once  an  uncommon  proof  of  strength  of  genius,  and 
erenness  of  mind,  of  a  serenity  not  to  be  ruffled,  and  an  imagination  not  to  be  sup- 
pressed. 

During  a  considerable  part  of  Uie  time  in  whkh  be  was  employed  upon  this  perform- 
ance, he  was  without  lodging,  and  often  without  meat;  nor  had  he  anyotber  conyeni- 
ences  for  study  than  the  fields  or  the  streets  allowed  him ;  there  he  used  to  walk  and 
form  his  speeches,  and  afterwards  step  into  a  shop,  beg  for  a  few  moments  the  use  of 
the  pen  and  ink,  and  write  down  what  be  had  composed  upon  paper  whkh  he  had 
pkked  op  by  accident. 

If  tbe  performance  of  a  writer  thus  distressed  is  not  perfect,  its  raults  ought  surely 
to  be  imputed  to  a  cause  very  diffetent  from  want  of  genius,  and  must  rather  excite  pity 
tban  proToke  censure. 

Bat  when  under  thcse  discouragements  tbe  tragedy  was  finished,  there  yet  remained 
the  labour  of  ńitroducing  it  on  the  stage,  an  undertaking,  which,  to  an  ingenuoua 
mind,  was  in  a  very  high  degree  vexatious  and  disgustmg;  for,  having  little  interestor 
reputation,  he  was  obliged  to  submit  himself  wholly  to  the  players,  and  admit,  with 
whatever  reluctance,  the  emendations  of  Mr.  Cibber,  which  he  always  considered  aa 
the  dngrace  of  his  performance. 

He  had  indeed  in  Mr.  Hill  another  critic  of  a  verydifferent  class,  from  whosefnend- 
ship  be  receńred  great  assistance  on  many  occasions,  and  whom  he  never  mentioned 
bot  wkh  the  utmost  tenderness  and  regard.  He  had  been  for  some  time  distinguished 
by  him  with  rery  partkular  kindness,  and  on  this  occasion  h  was  natural  to  apply  tohim 
as  aa  author  of  an  established  cbaracter.  He  therefore  sent  this  tragedy  to  him,  with 
a  short  copy  of  verses  ",  in  whkh  he  desired  his  correction.    Mr.  Hill,  whose  humanity 


Pin  1724.  "Priatedinfhe  lata  coflectkmrf  hi*  poeias. 
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and  poiiteness  are  generalia  known,  readily  complied  witu  his  request ;  buł  as  he  i*  re% 
markable  for  singularity  of  sentiment,  and  bold  eiperiments  in  language,  Mr.  Savag* 
Ad  not  think  his  play  much  improved  by  his  innoration,  and  had  even  at  that  tjmethe 
eourage  to  reject  several  passages  which  he  could  not  approre ;  and,  what  js  still  mora 
kudable,  Mr.  Hill  had  the  generoshy  not  to  resent  the  neglect  of  ma  alteratians,  bat 
wrote  the  prologue  and  epilogue,  in  which  he  touches  on  the  circomstances  of  the  aufthor 
with  great  tenderness. 

After  all  these  obstructions  and  compliances,  he  was  only  able  to  bring  his  play  upoa 
the  stageinthesummer,  wben  the  chief  actors  had  retired,  and  the  rest  were  in  passe* 
śion  of  the  house  for  their  own  advantage.  Among  these,  Mr.  Savage  was  admitted  to 
play  the  part  of  sir  Thomas  Overbury 14,  by  which  he  gained  no  great  reputatkm,  tha 
theatre  being  a  prorince  for  which  naturę  seenis  not  to  have  designed  him ;  for  neitber  his 
voice,  look,  nor  gesture,  wcre  such  as  were  expected  on  the  stage ;  and  he  was  so  nrach 
asbained  of  having  been  reduced  to  appear  as  a  player,  that  he  ahrays  biotted  out  hit 
name  from  the  list,  wben  a  copy  of  his  tragedywasto  be  shown  to  his  friends. 

In  the  publication  of  bis  performance  he  was  morę  successful ;  for  the  rays  of  geniat 
that  glimmered  in  H,  that  glimmered  throngh  all  the  mists  which  porerty  and  Cibber 
had  been  able  to  spread  o?er  H,  procored  him  the  notkę  and  esteem  of  many  persoos 
eminentfor  their  rank,  their  virtue,  and  their  wit 

Of  this  play,  acted,  printed,  and  dedicated,  the  accomulated  profits  aroeeto  an  hmu 
dred  pounds,  which  he  thought  at  that  time  a  very  large  sum,  haring  baco  nefcr 
master  of  so  much  before. 

In  the  dedication 16,  for  which  he  received  ten  guineas,  tfaere  is  nothing  remarkahfe. 
The  preface  contains  a  yery  liberał  encoraium  on  the  blooming  exeeUenciea  of  Mr* 
Tbeophitas  Cibber,  which  Mr.  Savage  could  not  in  the  latter  part  of  his  Kfe  aee  his 
friends  about  to  read  without  snatching  the  play  out  of  their  band*.  Tbegenerosity  of 
Mr.  Hill  did  not  end  on  this  occasion ;  for  afterwards,  wben  Mr.  Sa?age*s  mw«friff 
returned,  he  encouraged  a  subscription  to  a  MisceUany  of  Poems  in  a  very  eitraordinary 
manner,  by  publishing  his  story  in  The  Plain  Dealer,  with  sonie  a&ctjng  linea,  which 
be  asserts  to  have  been  written  by  Mr.  Savage  upon  the  treatment  recerred  by  him  rrom 
his  mother,  but  of  which  he  was  himsełf  the  autbor,  as  Mr.  Sarage  afterwarda  de- 
clared.  These  lines,  and  the  paper  n  in  which  tbey  were  inserted,  had  a  Tery  power- 
ful  effect  upon  all  but  his  mother,  whom,  by  making  ber  cruelty  morę  pubtic,  theyoory 
^  iiardened  in  her  aversion. 

Mr.  Hill  not  only  promoted  the  subscription  to  the  MisceUany,  but  ruraisbed  lOtewne 
the  greatest  part  of  the  poems  of  which  it  is  compoeed,  and  partkukrly  The  Happy 
-Man,  which  he  published  as  a  specimen. 

The  subscriptions  of  those  whom  these  papers  should  influence  to  patroniae  merit  in 
distress,  without  any  other  solicitation,  were  directed  to  be  left  at  Button'*  coffiee-house  - 


u  It  was  acted  only  three  nights,  the  fint  on  June  12,  1733.    Wben  the  house  opemd  lor  the 
season  it  was  once  morę  performed  for  the  author'*  benefit,  Oct  2.    JJ. 

*  To  Herbert  Tryst,  Eeq.  of  Herefordshire.    Dr.  J. 

«  The  Plain  Dealer  was  a  periodical  paper,  written  byMr.  Hill  and  Mr.  Bond,  whom  Sanuje  caDei 
the  two  contending  powers  of  light  and  darkneas.  They  wrote  by  Łurns  each  six  esaays ;  and  the  cha* 
sacter  of  the  worfc  was  otwarred  regulafly  to  ri*e  jn  Mr.  HiU'#  week,  and  fali  ia  }dj,  &od's.    Dr.  J. 
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tnd  Itr.  Smge  góing  tbither  a  few  days  afterwards,  withont  expectali*m  of  any  effect 
from  his  proposal,  found  to  his  surprise  seventy  guineas 18,  which  had  been  seot  him  ia 
conseąuence  ofthe  compassion  escited  by  Mr.  HilTs  palhetic  representation. 

1Fo  this  Miscełlany  he  wrote  a  preface,  in  which  be  gives  an  account  of  his  mother*: 
cruelty  in  a  very  uncommon  strain  of  humour,  and  wilh  a  gaiety  of  imagination,  whicb 
the  suecesB  of  Us  subscriplkm  probably  produced. 

The  dedication  is  addressed  to  the  lady  Mary  Wortley  Montagu,  whom  be  flatters 
withoift  resenre,  and,  to  confess  the  trnth,  with  very  IHtle  art 19.  The  same  observatkm 
may  be  extended  to  all  his  dedieations:  his  compłiments  are  constrained  and  violent» 
heaped  together  withont  the  grace  of  order,  or  the  decency  of  introduction :  he  seems 
to  have  written  his  panegyrtcs  forthe  perusal  only  of  his  patrona,  and  to  imagine  that  he 
had  no  other  tasfc  dian  to  pamper  them  with  praises  however  gross,  and  that  flattery 
would  make  ita  way  to  the  beart,  withont  the  assistance  of  elegance  or  invention. 

Soon  afterwards  the  death  of  the  king  fnrnisbed  a  generał  subject  for  a  poelical  eon- 
testy  in  which  Mr.  Savage  engaged,  and  is  allowed  to  have  carried  the  prize  of  honour 
from  his  competitors:  but  1  know  not  whetber  he  gained  by  his  performance  any  other 
adrantage  4han  the  inctease  of  his  reputatkm ;  thongh  it  mnst  certainly  have  been  with 
fiirther  views  that  he  prerailed  upon  himself  to  attempt  a  species  of  writing,  of  which 
tli  the  topics  had  been  long  before  exhansted>  and  which  was  madę  at  once  difficułtby 
the  mnltitudes  that  had  faDed  in  it,  and  those  that  had  succeeded. 

He  was  now  advancmg  in  reputation,  and  though  freąuently  invoWed  in  very  distaess* 
fol  perplcxities,  appeared  however  to  be  gaining  upon  mankind,  when  both  his  famę 
and  his  life  were  endangered  by  an  event,  of  which  it  is  not  yet  determined  whether  it 
poght  to  be  mentioned  as  a  crime  or  a  calamity. 

On  the  20th  of  Novetnber,  1727,  Mr.  Savage  came  from  Richmond,  wherehe  tben 
lodged,  that  he  might  pursue  his  studies  with  less  interruption,  with  an  jntent  to  dis- 
charge  another  lodging  whkh  he  had  in  Westminster;  and  accidentally  meeting  Iwo  gen- 
tlemen  his  acąnaintances,  whose  names  were  Merchant  and  Gregory,  he  went  in  with 
them  to  a  neighbonring  coflfee-house,  and  sat  drinking  till  it  was  late,it  being  inno  timo 
of  Mr.  Savage's  life  any  part  of  his  character  to  be  the  first  of  the  company  that  desirąd 
to  separate.  He  would  willingly  bare  gone  to  bed  in  the  same  house ;  hut  there  was 
fot  room  for  the  whole  company,  and  therefore  they  agreed  to  ramble  abont  the 

■ 

»  The  names  of  those  who  so  generonsly  contributed  to  bit  relief,  haring  been  mentioned  in  a  former 
fecount,  ooght  not  to  be  omitted  bero.  They  were  the  dutchess  of  Cłeveland,  lady  Chcyney,  lady 
Cartlenaaln,  lady  Gower,  lady  Lechmere,  the  dutchess  dowager  and  dutchess  of  Rutland,  lady 
Stratford,  the  counteas  dowager  of  Warwick,  Mn.  Mary  Flower,  Mrs.  Sofuel  Noel,  duke  of  Rutland, 
lord  Gainsborough,  lord  Milsington,  Mr.  John  Savage.    Dr.  J. 

19  This  the  following  estract  from  it  will  prore : 
— "  Since  our  country  has  been  honoured  with  the  glory  of  your  wit,  as  elevated  and  immortal  as  your 
toul,  it  no  longer  remains  a  doubt  whetber  your  sex  bave  strength  of  mmd  in  proportion  to  their  sweet- 
ness.  There  is  somethingln  your  Terses  as  distinguished  as  your  air. — They  are  as  strong  as  trutb,  as 
deep  aa  reason,  as  elear  as  innocence,  and  as  smooth  as  beauty.— They  contam  a  nameless  and  peculiar 
mottnre  of  lorce  and  grace,  which  is  at  once  so  moringly  serene,  and  so  majestically  loreiy,  that  it  is 
{oo  amiable  to  appear  any  where  but  in  your  eyes  and  in  your  writings. 

"  As  fortunę  is  not  morę  my  enemy  than  I  am  the  enemy  of  flattery,  I  know  not  how  I  can  forbear  tin* 
appłication  to  your  ladyship,  because  there  is  scarce  a  pessjbility  that  I  fhouldsay  moro  than  I  bełieve 
when  I  am  spesking  of  your  eaoel]ence.M    Pr.  J. 
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streets,  and  dfrert  themsehes  wita  such  amusements  as  should  offcr  themsehfes  tffl 
morning. 

In  this  walk  tbey  happened  unluckily  to  discover  a  ligbt  in  Robinson's  coffee-housa 
near  Cbaring-cross,  and  therefore  went  in.  Merchant,  witb  some  rudeness,  demanded 
a  room,  and  was  tołd  that  there  was  a  good  fire  in  the  uext  parlour,  which  tbe  com- 
pany were  about  to  leave,  being  then  paying  tbejr  reckoning.  Merchant,  not  satisfied 
with  this  answer,  rushed  into  the  room,  and  was  followed  by  his  cotnpanions*  He 
then  petulantly  placed  himself  between  tbe  company  and  the  fire,  and  soon  aftei 
kkked  down  the  table.  This  produced  a  ąuarrel,  swords  were  drawn  on  both  sieka, 
and  one  Mr.  James  Sinclair  waskilled.  Savage,  having  wounded  likewise  a  maidthat 
beld  him,  forced  his  way  with  Merchant  out  of  the  house ;  but  being  intiinidated  and 
confused,  without  fesolntion  either  to  fly  or  stay,  they  were  taken  in  a  back-court  by 
one  of  the  company,  and  some  soldfers,  whom  be  had  called  to  his  assistance. 

Being  secured  and  guarded  that  night,  they  were  in  the  morning  carried  before  three 
justices,  wbo  committed  them  to  the  gatehouse,  froin  wheuce,  upon  the  death  of  Mr. 
Sinclair,' which  happened  the  same  day,  they  were  removed  in  tbe  night  to  Newgate, 
where  they  were  however  treated  whh  some  distinciiou,  eitempted  from  the  ignominy 
of  chains,  and  confined,  not  among  the  common  criminals,  but  in  the  pressyard. 

When  the  day  of  trial  came,  the  court  was  crowded  in  a  very  unusual  manner ;  and 
tbe  publie  appeared  to  interest  iłself  as  in  a  cause  of  generał  concern.  Tlie  witnesscs 
against  Mr.  Savage  and  his  friends  were,  the  woman  who  kept  the  house,  which  was 
a  house  of  Ul  famę,  and  hermaid,  the  men  who  were  in  the  room  with  Mr.  Sinclair, 
and  a  woman  of  tbe  town,  wbo  had  been  drinking  with  them,  and  with  whom  one  of 
them  had  been  seen  in  bed.  Tbey  swore  in  generał,  that  Merchant  gave  the  provoca- 
tion  which  Savage  and  Gregory  drew  tbeir  swords  to  justify :  that  Savage  drew  first, 
and  that  be  stabbed  Sinclair  when  be  was  not  in  a  posturę  of  defence,  or  whfle 
Gr^gor^commanded  his  sword ;  that  after  he  had  given  tbe  thrust  he  turned  pale,  and 
would  have  retired>  but  that  the  maid  clung  round  him,  and  one  of  the  company  en- 
deavoured  to  detain  him,  from  whom  he  broke,  by  cutting  the  maid  on  the  bead,  bdt 
wasaftcrwards  taken  in  a  court. 

Ikrę  was  some  diflerence  in  tbeir  depositions ;  one  did  not  see  Sarage  give  tbe  wound, 
another  taw  it  given  when  Sinclair  beld  liis  point  towards  the  ground ;  and  tbe  woman 
of  the  town  asserted,  that  she  did  not  see  Sincłair's  sword  at  all :  this  difference  how- 
ever  was  Tery  far  from  amounting  to  inconsistency ;  but  it  was  sufficient  to  show,,  that 
tbe  hurry  of  the  dispute  was  such,  that  it  was  not  easy  to  discover  the  truth  with  relatko 
to  particular  circumstances,  and  that  therefore  some  deductions  were  to  be  madę  from 
tbe  credibility  of  tbe  testimonies. 

Sinclair  had  declared  several  times  before  his  death,  that  he  received  his  wound  from 
Savagec  nor  did  Savage  at  his  trial  deny  thefact,  but  endeavoured  partly  to  eitennate 
it  by  urging  the  suddenness  of  the  wbole  actiou,  and  the  iinpossibility  of  any  ill  design, 
or  premediUted  malice ;  and  partly  to  justify  itbythenecessityof  self-defence,  and  the 
hazard  of  his  own  life,  if  he  had  lost  thatopportunity  of  giring  the  thrust:  heobserad, 
that  neither  reason  nor  law  obliged  a  man  to  wait  for  the  blow  whkh  was  threatened, 
tmd  whkh,  if  he  should  sufler  it,  he.might  never  be  ableto  return;  that  it  was  always 
tdlowable  to  prerent  an  assault,  and  to  preserve  life  by  taking  away  that  of  th*adver- 
mry  bj  whom  it  was  endangeied* 
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tykhregarcl  to  the  Vielence  with  which  he  endearourod  to  escape,  be  decłared,  tfaat 
fe  was  not  his  design  to  fly  from  justice,  or  decline  a  trial,  but  to  avokfl  the  expence* 
ind  semhies  of  a  priton;  and  that  he  intended  to  bave  appeared  at  the  bar  without 
compukion. 

This  defence,  which  took  itp  morę  than  an  hour,  was  heard  by  the  mnltitude  that 
throoged  the  court  with  the  most  atteatfoe  and  respectftd  silenee :%  those  who  thought 
Ifc  onght  not  to  be  acquitted,  owned  that  applause  could  not  be  refused  him;  and 
those  who  before  pitied  his  misfortunes,  now  reverenced  his  abilitks. 

The  witneases  wbkh  appeared  against  him  were  proved  to  be  persona  of  characters 
whkh  did  not  entitłe  them  to  much  credit ;  a  common  strumpet,  a  woman  by  whom 
•trnmpets  were  entertained,  and  a  man  by  whom  they  were  supported :  and  the  cha- 
tacter  of  Savage  was  by  seferał  persons  of  distinction  asserted  to  be  that  of  a  modest 
iaofensm  man,  not  mctined  to  broils  or  to  insolence,  and  who  had,  to  that  time,  been 
enty  known  for  his  misfortunes  and  his  wit 

Had  his  andience  been  his  judges,  he  had  ondonbtedly  been  acquitted;  but  Mr. 
łSge,  who  waa  then  upon  the  bench,  treated  him  with  his  nsnal  insolence  and  severity» 
and  when  he  had  snmmed  up  the  evidence,  endeafoured  to  exaspemte  the  jury ;  aa 
Mr.  Savage  nsed  to  relate  it,  with  this  eloąnent  harangue : 

«  Gentlemen  of  the  jury,  you  are  to  consider  that  Mr.  9avage  is  a  tery  gnat  man,  a 
mchgreater  man  than  you  or  I,  gentiemeaof  the  jury;  thathewearsveryfineclothes, 
arach  finer  elothes  than  you  or  I,  gentlemen  of  the  juty;  that  he  faas  abondance  of 
moneyin  hispochet,  mach  morę  money  than  you  or  I,  gentlemen  of  the  jury:  bul 
gentlemen  of  the  jury,  is  it  not  a  Tery  hard  case,  gentlemen  of  the  juty,  that  Mr* 
fiarage  should  therefore  kill  yon  or  me,  gentlemen  of  the  jury  I* 

Mr.  Sa?age,'  hearing  hisdefence  thos  młsrcpresented,  and  the  men  who  were  to  dedde 
los  firte  indted  against  him  by  uwidioos  comparisons,  molutely  asserted,  that  his  cause 
was  not  candidly  eiplained,  and  hegan  to  recapitniate  what  he  had  before  saad  with 
fegard  to  his  condition,  and  the  neeessity  of  endea*ouring  to  escape  the  espences  of 
feuprisoument;  but  the  judge  hating ordered  him  to  be  suent,  and  repeatedUi  orders 
without  eflfect,  commanded  tfaat  he  should  betaken  Arom  the  bar  by  force* 

'Hie  jury  then  heard  theopinion  ofthe  jndge,  that  goodcharactefs  were  of  noweight 
agsjnst  positroe  eridence,  though  they might tum  the  scalę  where  it  was  doubtful;  and 
thatthough,  when  twomen  attack  each  other,  the  death  of  ekber  is  ontymanslaughter; 
tat  whese  one  is  the  aggressor,  as  in  the  case  before  them,  and,  in  pursuance  of  his 
fint  attack,  kills  the  other,  the  law  supposes  the  action,  howerer  sudden,  to  be  malicious* 
They  then  deiibeiated  apon  their  yerdict,  and  determided  that  Mr,  SaVage  and  Mr. 
Oregoty  were  guBtyof  murder ;  and  Mr»  Merchant  who  had  no  sword,  only  of  man- 
sjanghter. 

Hras  ended  this  memorable  trial,  which  lasted  eigbt  houn.  Mr.  Sa?age  and  Mr. 
Otegory  were  eonducted  back  to  prison,  where  they  were  morę  dosely  confined,  and 
loaded  with  irons  of  fifty  pounds  weight ;  four  days  afterwanis  they  were  sent  back  to 
the  court  to  lecem  aentence;  on  whkh  occaskm  Mr.  Ssnugemade,  as  for  aait  could  be 
ithdned  in  memory,  the  following  speech: 

M  It  isjiow,  my  lord,  too  late  to  ofer  anything  by  way  of  defence  or  mdkation; 
nor  can  we  eipect  from  your  lordatups,  in  this  cgurt,  but  the  sentenoe  whkh  the  law 
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reąuires  you,  asjodges,  to  proDOunce  against  men  of  ourcalamkous  condkion.— Iłntife 
are  abo  persuaded,  that  as  metę  men,  and  out  of  this  seat  of  rigorous  justiee,  you  ar* 
susceptive  of  the  tender  passions,  and  too  humane  not  to  commiserate  the  unhappy 
situation  of  those,  whom  the  law  sometimes  perhaps— exacts— from  y(ra  to  pronouaes 
upon.  No  doubt  you  distinguish  between  ofiences  which  arise  out  of  praneditation* 
and  a  disposkion  habkuated  to  vice  or  immoralky,  and  transgreasions,  which  are  tht 
unhappy  and  unforseen  effects  of  casual  absenee  of  reason,  and  snddenimpnfae  jpf  pa»- 
sion :  we  therefore  hope  you  will  contribute  all  you  can  to  an  eatenskrn  of  that  mercy* 
which  the  gentlemen  of  the  jury  have  been  płeased  to  show  Mr.  Merchant,  who  (ałlow- 
ing  fects  as  sworn  against  us  by  the  endence)  bas  led  us  inte  this  our  calamky .  I  hope 
this  wili  not  be  construed  as  if  we  meant  to  reflect  upoathat  gentleman*  or  remowe  any 
tbiog  from  us  upon  him,  or  that  we  repine  the  morę  at  our  fate,  beeanse  be  bas  no 
nartiripanon  of  k :  No,  my  lord!  Tor  mypart  I  deekrcnothingcoułdmoreaoftennr/ 
grief,  than  to  be  without  any  companion  in  so  great  a  misfortune  *V 

Mr.  Savage  had  now  no  hopes  of  life,  but  from  the  mercy  of  the  crown,  whieh  wis 
Yery  eanfestly  solicited  by  his  friends,  and  which,  wkh  whaterer  dificairy  the  story  may 
obtain  behef,  was  obatructecl  only  by  ińs  mother. 

To  prejudice  the  queen  against  him,  she  madę  use  of  an  incident,  which  waa  omit* 
ted  in  the  order  of  timę,  that  k  might  be  mentioned  togetherwnli  the  pufpoae  whieh  k 
was  madę  to  serre.  Mr.  Savage,  when  he  had  discovered  his  birth,  had  an 
deskę  to  speak  to  his  mother,  who  always  ayoided  him  in  public,  aad  rerusedhhn 
•ion  into  her  honse.  One  evenhig  wallring,  as  kwas  his  custom,  in  the  staeet  that  sheia- 
habited,  he  saw  tbe  door  of  her  house  by  accident  epen ;  heentered  k,  and,  finding  na 
person  in  the  passage  to  binder  him,  went  np  stairs  to  sałute  her*  She  discorcred  hjni 
before  be  conld  enter  her  chamber,  alarmed  the  fumfly  with  the  most  dtftressrul  out- 
cries,  and,  when  she  had  by  her  screains  gathered  them  about  her,  ordered  them  ta 
drwe  out  of  thehbose  that  vilahi,  whohadforcedhimselfin  upon  her,  andcndcjayouiod 
to  murder  her.  Savage>  who  had  attempted  wkh  the  mott  sahiawiiye  tendcrpess  to 
■often  her  ragę,  hearmg  her  utter  so  detestable  an  aceusation,  thought  k  prudent  to  rę- 
tire ;  and,  I  betie^e,  nerer  attempted  afterwards  to  speak  to  hen 

But,  shocked  as  he  was  wkh  her  falshood  and  her  crueky,  he  knaghied  that  she 
{ntended  no  other  use  of  her  he,  than  to  set  herself  free  from  hkembracea  and  soKcjbr- 
tions,  and  was  very  far  from  suspectmg  that  she  wouki  treasure  kin  hermemory  asaa 
instrument  of  futurę  wickedness,  or  that  she  wouhł  endearoor  for  this  fiotkious  assaalt 
to  deprhe  him  of  his  life. 

But  when  tbe  queen  wtts  solicited  for  his  pardon,  and  infomed  of  the  serae  treat- 
ment  whkfh  he  had  sufiered  from  his  jndge,  she  answered,  that,  bowerer  unjttstkbbk 
might  be  the  manner  of  his  trial,  or  whatever  extenuation  the  action  for  which  he  was 
condemned  might  admk,  she  coułd  not  thjfeik  that  man  a  proper  etject  of  the  kingfs 
mercy,  who  had  been  eapahie  of  catering  his  mother  shouse  in  the  nigbt,  withaniataDt 
to  murder  het. 

By  whom  tbisatrocbuscatnmny  had  been  traafctnttted  to  the  q«een;  whethershetbat 
invented  had  the  front  to  relate  it ;  'whether  she  frnmd  any  one  weak  enough  to  erodk 
it,  or  coriwpt  ęoough  to  oanctnr  with  her  in  her  hateftilttaigm;  Ifcnowmot;  butmethod* 

*Mj.  Savage's  Hfe. 
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had  been  taken  to  persuade  the  queen  so  strongly  of  the  truth  of  it,  that  sbe  for  a 
long  time  refused  to  hear  any  one  of  tliose  who  petilioned  for  his  life. 

Thns  bad  Savage  perished  by  the  evidence  of  a  bawd,  a  strumpet,  and  his  mother, 
had  not  justice  and  compassion  procured  him  an  advocate  of  rank  too  great  to  be  reject- 
ed  onhćard,  and  of  virtue  too  eminent  to  be  heard  without  being  believed.  His  roerit 
and  his  calamities  happened  to  rcach  the  ear  of  the  countess  of  Hertford,  who  engaged 
m  his  support  with  all  the  teuderness  that  is  excited  by  pity,  and  all  the  zeal  which  is 
kiadled  by  generosity ;  and,  demanding  an  andience  of  the  queen,  laid  before  her  the 
tfhole  serie*  of  his  mother^  cruelty,  exposed  the  improbabiliry  of  an  accusation  by  which 
be  was  charged  with  an  intent  to  commit  a  murder  that  could  produce  no  advantage, 
and  soon  convinced  her  how  little  bis  former  conduct  could  deserre  to  be  mentioned  as 
a  reason  for  extraordinary  severity. 

Tbeinterposition  of  this  lady  was  so  successfid,  that  he  was  soon  after  admitted  to  bail, 
and,  od  the  gth  of  March  1728,  pleaded  the  king's  pardon. 

It  is  natorał  to  inquire  upon  what  raotives  his  mother  could  persecate  him  in  a  man- 
ner  so  outrageous  and  implacable ;  for  what  reason  she  could  employ  all  tbe  arts  of 
malice,  and  all  the  snares  of  calumny,  to  take  away  the  life  of  her  own  son,  of  a  son 
who  ne?er  injured  her,  who  was  never  supported  by  her  expense,  nor  obstructed  any 
prospectof  pleasure  or  advantage :  why  she  would  endeavour  to  destroy  him  by  a  lie — 
a  lie  which  could  not  gain  credit,  but  must  vanish  of  itself  at  the  first  moment  of  exami- 
nation,  and  of  which  only  this  can  be  said  to  make  it  probable,  that  it  may  be  observed 
from  her  conduct,  that  the  most  execrable  crimes  are  sometimes  committed  without 
apparent  temptation. 

This  mother  is  still  alive41,  and  may  perhaps  even  yet,  though  her  malice  was  sooften 
defcated,  enjoy  the  pleasure  of  reflecting,  that  the  life  which  she  often  endeavoured  to 
destroy,  was  at  least  shortened  by  her  maternal  offices ;  that  though  she  could  not 
transport  her  son  to  the  plantations,  bury  him  in  the  shop  of  a  mechanic,  or  hast  en  the 
hand  of  the  public  executioner,  she  bas  yet  had  the  satisfaction  of  imbittering  all  his 
hours,  and  forcing  him  into  exigencies  that  hurried  on  his  death. 

It  is  by  no  means  necessary  to  aggravate  the  cnormity  of  this  woman's  conduct,  by 
placing  it  in  opposition  to  that  of  the  countess  of  Hertford ;  no  one  can  fail  to  observe 
how  much  morę  a  m labie  it  is  to  relieve,  than  to  oppress,  and  to  rescue  innocence  from 
destruction,  than  to  destroy  wilhout  an  injury. 

Mr.  Savage,  during  his  imprisonnient,  his  tria!,  and  the  time  in  which  he  lay  under 
sentence  of  death,  behaved  with  great  firmness  and  equality  of  mind,  and  confirmed 
by  his  fortitude  the  esteem  of  those  who  before  admired  him  for  his  abilities  ".  The 
peculiar  circumstances  of  his  life  were  madę  morę  generally  known  by  a  short  account33, 

«  Sbe  died  OcL  1 1,  1753,  at  her  house  in  Old  Bond  Street,  aged  abore  fourscore.    R. 

22  It  appears  that  duriDg  bis  conBnement  he  wrote  a  letter  to  his  mother,  which  he  aent  to  Theophilos 
Cibber,  that  it  might  be  transmitted  to  her  through  the  means  of  Mr.  Wilks.  In  his  letter  to  Cibber 
he  ays — "  As  to  death,  I  am  easy,  and  dare  meet  it  like  a  man— all  that  touches  me  is  the  concem 
rfmy  friends,  and  a  reconcilement  with  my  mother — I  cannot  express  the  agony  I  felt  when  I  wrote 
the  letter  to  her— -if  you  can  find  any  decent  excase  for  fhowing  it  to  Mre.  Oldfield,  do ;  for  I  would 
hare  all  my  frienda  (and  that  admirable  lady  in  particular)  be  satisfied  I  have  dooe  my  diity  towarda 
it— Dr.  Young  to  day  sent  me  a  letter,  most  passionately  kind."    & 

*  Written  by  Mr,  BeckJBghain  aad  another  gentleman.    Dr.  J. 

VOL  XL  S 
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which  was  then  published,  and  of  which  sereral  thousands  were  in  a  few  weeks  disper- 

sed  over  the  nation :  and  the  compassion  of  mankind  operated  so  powerfully  in  his  fajour, 

that  he  wasenabled,  by  frequent  presents,  not  only  to  support  himself,  but  to  aasntBir. 

Gregory  iu  prison;  and,  when  be  was  pardoned  and  released,  he  found  the  nnmberof 

his  friends  not  lessened. 

The  naturę  of  the  act  for  which  he  had  been  tried  was  in  itself  doubtful ;  of  the  e?i- 

dences  which  appeared  against  him,  the  character  of  the  man  wasnotunesceptkmable, 

that  of  the  woinan  notoriously  infamous ;  she9  whose  testimony  chiefly  inflaeneed  tbe 

jury  to  condemn  him,  afterwards  retracted  her  assertions.    He  aiways  himaelf  denied 

that  he  was  drunk,  as  had  been  generally  reported.    Mr.  Gregory,  who  k  now  (1744) 

Collector  of  Antigua,  is  said  to  declare  him  far  less  criminal  than  he  was  imagmed, 

even  by  some  who  favoured  him ;  and  Page  himself  afterwards  confessed,  that  he  had 

treated  him  with  uncommon  rigour.    When  all  these  particulars  are  rated  together, 

perhaps  the  memory  of  Savage  may  not  be  much  sullied  by  his  trial. 

Sometiine  after  he  obtained  bis  liberty,  he  met  in  the  street  the  woman  who  had 

aworn  with  so  much  malignity  against  him.    Sbe  informed  him,  that  she  was  in  distreas, 

and,  with  a  degree  of  confidence  not  easily  attainable,  desired  him  to  relieve  her.    He» 

instead  of  insulting  her  misery,  and  taking  pleasure  in  the  calamhies  of  one  who  had 

brought  his  iife  into  danger,  reproved  her  gently  for  her  perjury ;  and  changing  the 

only  guuiea  that  he  bad,  divided  iteąually  between  her  and  himself. 

This  is  an  action  which  in  some  ages  woułd  have  madę  a  saint,  and  perhaps  m  othea 

a  hero,  and  which,  without  any  hyperbolkal  encomiums,  must  be  allowed  to  be  an  at- 

atance  of  uncommon  generosity,  an  act  of  complicated  virtue ;  by  which  he  aft  ooce  re- 

lieved  the  poor,  corrected  the  vkious,  and  forgave  an  enemy ;  by  which  he  at  ooce  remit- 

ted  tlie  strongest  provocatk>ns,  and  exercised  the  most  ardent  charity. 

Compassion  was  indeed  the  distinguishing  quality  of  Savage ;  he  never  appeared 

inclined  to  take  advantage  of  weakness,  to  attack  tbe  defenceless,  or  to  press  opon  tbe 

falling:  whoever  was  distressed,  wascertain  at  least  of  his  good  wishes;  and  wbenbe 

could  give  no  assistance  to  extricate  them  from  nusfortunes,  he  endeavoured  to  sooth 

them  by  sympathy  and  tenderness. 

But  when  his  heart  was  not  softened  by  the  sight  of  misery,  he  was  somethnes  obstk 

nate  in  his  resentment,  and  did  not  qukkly  lose  the  remembrance  of  an  injury.    He 

always  continued  to  speak  with  anger  of  the  insołence  and  partiality  of  Page,  and  a 

ahort  time  before  his  death  revenged  it  by  a  satire  *4. 

It  is  uatural  to  inquire  in  what  terms  Mr.  Savage  spoke  of  this  fatal  action,  when  łht 

danger  was  over,  and  he  was  under  no  necessity  of  using  any  art  to  set  his  condoct  inthe 

fairest  light.     He  was  not  willing  to  dwell  upon  it ;  and,  if  he  transieńtly  meotkned  it, 

appeared  neither  to  consider  himself  as  a  murderer,  nor  as  a  man  wholly  free  from  the  gaik 

of  blood  2S. ,  How  much  and  bow  long  he  regretted  it,  appeared  in  a  poem  which  he  pub- 

lished  many  years  afterwards.    On  occasion  of  a  copy  of  verses,  in  whkh  the  failingi  of 

good  men  were  recounted,  and  in  which  the  author  had  endeavoured  to  illnstrate  his  posi- 

tion,  that  "  the  best  may  somethnes  deviate  from  virtue/'  by  an  instance  of  murder  eon* 

mitted  by  Savage  in  the  beat  of  winę,  Savage  remarked,  that  it  was  no  very  jost  represoh 

tation  of  a  good  man,  to  suppose  him  liable  to  drunkenness,  and  disposed  in  bis  riotf  t» 

cut  throats.  ' 

**  Printed  in  the  Ute  collection. 
*  In  one  of  ki*  letters  he  styltg  it  "  a  iatal  quarrel,  bu;  Ido  węil  ^nowa,"    Dr.  /•  i 
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Ile  was  now  indeed  at  liberty,  but  was,  as  before,  without  any  other  support  than 
accidental  favours  and  uncertain  patronage  afforded  bim ;  sources  by  which  he  was 
Bometimes  wy  liberally  supplied,  and  which  at  bther  times  were  suddenly  stoppcd ; 
to  that  he  spent  his  life  between  want  and  plenty ;  or,  what  was  yet  worse,  betweeH 
beggaiy  and  extravaganee ;  for,  as  whaterer  he  received  was  the  gift  of  chance,  which 
migot  as  weU  favour  him  at  one  time  as  another,  he  was  tempted  to  squander  what  he 
bad,  because  he  always  hoped  to  be  immediately  supplied. 

Another  cause  of  his  profusion  was  the  absurd  kindness  of  his  friends,  who  at  once 
rewardedand  enjoyed  his  abilities,  by  treating  him  at  taverns,  and  habituatrag  him  to 
pleasures  which  he  could  not  afford  to  enjoy,  and  which  he  was  not  able  to  deny  him- 
self,  though  he  purchased  the  luxury  of  a  single  night  by  the  anguish  of  cold  and  hun- 
ger  for  a  week. 

,  Tbe  eiperience  of  these  inconvenięnces  determined  him  to  endearour  after  some 
settled  facome,  which,  having  long  found  submission  and  entreaties  fruitless,  he  attempted 
to  eitort  from  his  mother  by  rougher  methods.  He  had  now,  as  he  acknowledged, 
lost  that  tenderness  for  her,  which  the  whole  series  of  her  cruelty  had  not  been  able 
wholly  to  repress,  till  he  found,  by  the  efforts  which  she  madę  for  his  destruction,  that 
she  was  not  content  with  refiising  to  assist  him,  and  being  neutral  in  his  struggles  with 
poverty,  but  was  ready  to  snatch  every  opportunity  of  adding  to  his  misfortunes ;  and 
that  she  was  to  be  considered  as  an  enemy  implacably  malicious,  whom  nothing  but 
his  blood  could  satisfy.  He  therefore  threatened  to  harass  her  with  lampoons,  and  to 
pablish  a  copious  narrative  of  her  conduct,  unless.she  consented  to  purchase  an  exemp« 
tion  from  infamy  by  allowing  him  a  pension. 

This  expedient  proved  successful.  Whether  shame  still  survived,  though  virtue  was 
eitinct,  or  whether  her  relations  had  morę  delicacy  than  herself,  and  imagined  that  some 
of  the  darte  which  satire  migbt  point  at  her  would  glance  upon  thent;  lord  Tyrconnel* 
whatever  were  his  motives,  upon  his  promise  to  lay  aside  his  design  of  exposing  the 
cruelty  of  his  mother,  received  him  into  his  family,  treated  him  as  his  eąual,  and  en- 
gaged  to  allow  him  a  pension  of  two  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

This  was  the  golden  part  of  Mr.  Savage's  life ;  and  for  some  time  he  had  no  reason 
to  complain  of  fortunę;  his  appearance  was  splendid,  his  expenses  large,  and  his 
acąuaintance  extensive.  He  was  courted  by  all  who  endeavoured  to  be  thought  men 
of  genńis,  and  caressed  by  all  who  valued  themselves  upon  a  refined  taste.  To  ad- 
mire  Mr.  Savage,  was  a  proof  of  discernment ;  and  to  be  acąuainted  with  him,  was  a 
title  to  poetical  reputation.  His  presence  was  sufficient  to  make  any  place  of  public 
entertainment  popular ;  and  his  approbation  and  example  constituted  the  fashion.  So 
powernil  is  genius,  when  it  is  invested  with  the  glitter  of  affluence !  Men  willingly  pay 
to  fortunę  that  regard  which  they  owe  to  merit,  and  are  pleased  when  they  bave  an 
opportunity  at  once  of  gratifying  their  vanity,  and  practising  their  daty. 

This  interad  of  prosperity  fumisbed  him  with  opportunities  of  enlarging  his  know- 
ledge  of  human  naturę,  by  contemplating  life  from  its  highest  gradations  to  its  lowest  j 
and,  had  he  afterwards  applied  to  dramatic  poetry,  he  would  perhaps  not  have  had 
many  superiora;  for,  as  he  never  suffered  any  scenę  to  pass  before  his  eyes  withoit 
notkę,  he  had  treasured  in  his  mind  all  the  duTerent  combinations  of  passions,  and  the 
Kmumerable  mixtures  of  vice  and  virtue,  which  distiiiguish  one  character  from.  another; 
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and,  as  his  conception  was  strong,  his  expressions  were  elear,  he  easily  received  impres* 
■ions  from  objects,  and  very  forcibly  transruitted  ttiem  to  others. 

Of  his  exact  observations  on  human  łife  he  has  left  a  proof,  which  would  do  honour 
to  the  greatest  names,  in  a  smali  pamphlet,  called  The  AuŁhor  to  be  Let  **,  where  he 
introduces  Iscariot  Hackney,  a  prostitute  scribbler,  giving  an  account  of  his  birth,  ha 
education,  his  disposition,  and  morals,  habits  of  life,  and  raaxims  of  condnet  In  the 
introduction  are  related  many  secret  histories  of  the  petty  writers  of  that  time,  but  some- 
tmies  mixed  with  ungenerous  reflections  od  their  birth,  their  circuinstances,  or  those  of 
their  relations ;  nor  can  it  be  denied,  that  sonie  passages  are  such  as  Iscariot  Hackney 
might  himself  have  produced. 

He  was  aceused  likewise  of  living  in  an  appearance  of  friendship  with  sonie  whom 
be  satirised,  and  of  making  use  of  the  confidence  which  he  gained  by  a  seeming  kind- 
ness,  to  discover  failings  and  expose  thein :  it  must  be  confessed,  that  Mr.  Savage's 
esteem  was  no  very  certain  possession,  and  that  he  would  lanipoon  at  one  time  those 
whom  he  had  prajsed  at  another. 

It  may  be  alleged,  that  the  same  man  may  change  his  principłes;  and  that  he  who 
was  once  deservedly  comniended.  may  be  afterwards  satirised  with  equal  justice ;  or, 
that  the  poet  was  dazzled  with  the  appearance  of  virtue,  and  found  the  man  whom  he 
1  had  celebrated,  when  he  had  an  opportunity  of  examiniog  him  morę  narrowly,  unwor- 
thy  of  the  panegyric  which  he  had  too  bastily  bestowed ;  and  that,  as  a  Mae  satire 
ought  to  be  recanted,  for  the  sake  of  him  whose  reputation  may  be  injured,  faJsepraist 
ought  likewise  to  be  obviated,  lest  the  distinction  between  vice  and  virtne  should  be 
lost,  lest  a  bad  man  should  be  trusted  upon  the  credit  of  his  encomiast,  or  lest  others 
should  endeavour  to  obtain  the  like  praises  by  the  sanie  means. 

But  though  tbese  excuses  may  be  often  plausible,  and  sometimes  jńst,  they  arevery 
seldom  satisractory  to  mankind ;  and  the  writer  who  is  not  constant  to  his  subject, 
quickly  sinks  into  contempt,  his  satire  loses  its  force,  and  his  panegyric  its  value ;  and. 
he  is  only  considered  at  one  time  as  a  rlatterer,  and  as  a  calumniator  at  anotlier. 

To  avoid  these  imputations,  it  is  only  necessary  to  fołlow  the  rules  of  virtue,  and  to 
preserve  an  unvaried  regard  to  truth.  For  though  it  b  uudoubtedly  possible  that  a 
man,  however  cautious,  may  be  sometimes  deceived  by  an  artful  appearance  of  virtoc, 
or  by  false  evidences  of  guilt,  such  errours  will  not  be  frequent ;  and  it  will  be  allowed, 
that  the  name  of  an  author  would  never  have  been  madę  contemptible,  had  no  mas 
ever  said  what  he  did  not  think,  or  misled  others  but  when  he  was  himself  decehred. 

The  Author  to  be  Let  was  first  published  in  a  single  pampblet,  and  afterwards  inserted 
jn  a  coUection  of  piece&relating  to  the  Dunciad,  which  were  addressed  by  Mr.  Savage  to 
the  earl  of  Middlesex,  in  a  dedication  21  which  he  was  prevailed  upon  to  sign,  though 
he  did  not  write  it,  and  in  which  there  are  soine  positions,  that  the  true  author  would  per* 
haps  not  have  published  fmder  his  own  name,  and  on  which  Mr.  Savage  afterwards  re- 
flected  with  no  great  satisfaction ;  the  enumeration  of  the  bad  effects  of  the  uncontroled 
freedom  of  the  press,  and  the  assersion  that  the  liberties  taken  by  the  writers  of  jonr- 
nals  with  "  their  superiors  were  exorbitant  and  unjustifiable,"  very  ill  became  men,  who 
have  themselyes  not  always  shown  the  ezactest  regard  to  the  laws  of  subordination  ia 
their  writings,  and  who  have  often  satirised  those  that  at  least  thought  themselves  their 

wprirted  iahis  Wwks>  V9l  2,p.  231.  *  BwL  p,  235» 
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tuperiofs,  as  they  were  eininent  for  their  hereditary  rank,  and  employed  in  the  highest 
offices  of  the  kingdom.  But  this  is  only  an  instance  of  that  partiaJity  which  almost 
cvery  man  indulges  with  regard  to  himself :  the  liberty  of  the  press  is  a  blessing  when 
we  are  mcliued  to  write  against  others,  and  a  cala  mity  when  we  find  ourselves  over- 
borne  by  the  multittide  of  our  assailants ;  as  the  power  of  the  crown  is  always  thought 
too  great  by  those  who  suffer  by  its  influence,  and  too  little  by  those  in  whose  favour 
it  is  exerted ;  and  a  standing  army  is  generally  accounted  necessary  by  those  who  eona- 
mand,  and  dangerous  and  oppressive  by  those  who  support  it. 

Mr.  Savage  was  likewise  very  far  from  believing  that  the  letters  annexed  to  ęach 
ipecies  of  bad  poets  in  the  Bathos  were,  as  he  was  directed  to  assert,  "  set  down  at 
random;1'  for  when  he  was  charged  by  one  of  his  friends  with  putting  his  name  to 
such  an  improbability,  he  had  no  other  answer  to  make  than  that  "  he  did  not  think  of 
it  f  and  his  friend  had  too  much  tenderness  to  repły,  that  next  to  the  crime  of  writing 
contrary  to  what  he  thought,  was  that  of  writing  without  thinking. 

After  having  remarked  what  is  false  in  this  dedication,  it  is  proper  that  I  obsetre  the 
impartiality  which  T  recommend,  by  dcclaring  what  Savage  asserted,  that  the  account 
of  the  circumstances  which  attended  the  publication  of  the  Dunciad,  however  strange 
and  improbable,  was  exactly  true. 

Tfie  publication  of  this  piece  at  this  tinie  raised  Mr.  Savage  a  great  nmnber  of  ene- 

mies  among  those  that  were  altacked  by  Mr.  Pope,  with  whom  he.  was  considered  as  a 

'kind  of  confederate,  and  whom  he  was  suspected  of  supplying  with  prirate  intelligence 

and  secret  incidentsj  so  that  the  ignominy  of  an  informer  was  added  to  the  terrour  of 

asatirist 

That  he  was  not  altogether  free  from  Iiterary  hypocrisy,  and  that  he  sometimes  spoke 
one  thing  and  wrote  another,  cannot  be  denied ;  because  he  himself  confessed,  that, 
when  he  lived  in  great  familiarity  willi  Dennis,  he  wrote  an  epigram28  against  hira. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  set  all  the  raalice  of  all  the  pigmy  writers  at  defiance,  and 
thought  the  friendship  of  Mr.  Pope  cheaply  purchased  by  being  exposed  to  their  cen- 
sure  and  their  hatred  ;  nor  had  he  any  reason  to  repent  of  the  preference,  for  he  found  ' 
Mr.  Pope  a  steady  and  unalienablc  friend  almost  to  the  end  of  his  life. 

About  this  time,  notwithstanding  his  avowcd  neutrality  with  regard  to  party,  he 
poblished  a  panegyric  on  sir  Robert  Walpole,  for  which  he  was  rewarded  by  him  with 
twenty  guineas ;  a  sum  not  very  large,  if  eitlier  the  excelience  of  the  performance,  or 
the  affluence  of  the  patron,  be  considered  ;  but  greater  than  he  afterwards  obtained 
from  a  person  of  yet  higlier  rank,  and  morę  desirous  in  appearance  of  being  distin- 
goisbed  as  a  patron  of  literaturę. 

As  he  was  very  far  from  approving  the  conduct  of  sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  in  eon- 
vcrsation  mentioned  him  sometimes  with  acrimony,  and  generally  with  contempt;  arf 

*  This  epigram  was,  I  beKeve,  never  puWished. 

Should  Deonia  publtsb  you  had  stabb'd  your  brother, 
Łampoon'd  your  monarch,  or  debauch'd  your  naother; 
Say,  what  revenge  on  Deonis  can  be  had, 
Too  duli  for  laughter,  for  repły  too  mad  ? 
On  one  so  poor  you  cannot  take  the  law, 
On  one  go  old  your  iword  you  scorn  to  draw. 
Uncag'd  then,  let  the  harmless  monster  ragę, 
jkcure  in  itulnets,  martnesi,  want,  and  age,    Dn  /♦ 
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he  was  one  of  those  who  were  always  zealous  in  their  assertions  of  the  joatioe  of  the 
late  opposition,  jealous  of  the  rights  of  the  pcople,  and  alanned  by  the  long-contróued 
iriumph  of  the  court ;  it  was  natural  to  ask  him  what  could  induce  him  to  employ  his 
poetry  in  praise  of  that  man  who  was,  in  his  opinion,  an  enemy  to  liberty,  and  an  op- 
pressor  of  his  country?  He  alleged,  that  he  was  then  dependent  upon  the  lordTyrcon- 
nel,  who  was  an  implicit  follower  of  the  ministry ;  and  that,  being  enjoined  by  him,  not 
without  menaces,  to  write  in  praise  of  his  leader,  he  had  not  resolution  sufficient  to 
sacrifice  the  pleasure  of  affluence  to  that  of  integrity. 

On  this,  and  on  many  other  occasions,  he  was  ready  to  lament  the  misery  of  Ińring 
at  the  tables  of  other  men,  which  was  his  fate  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  of  his  life; 
for  I  know  not  whether  he  ever,had,  for  three  months  together,  a  settled  habitatioD,  in 
which  he  could  claim  a  right  of  residence. 

To  this  unhappy  state  it  is  just  to  impute  much  of  the  inconstancy  of  his  conduct; 
for  though  a  readiness  to  comply  with  the  inclination  of  others  was  po  part  of  his  natural 
character,  yet  he  was  sometimes  obliged  to  relax  his  obstinacy,  and  submit  his  own 
judgment,  and  even  his  virtue,  to  the  government  of  those  by  whom  he  was  supported: 
6o  that,  if  his  miseries  were  sometimes  the  consequences  of  his  faults,  he  ought  not  yet 
to  be  wholly  excluded  from  compassion,  because  his  faults  were  very  oiften  the  effecfa 
of  his  misfortunes. 

In  this  gay  period  *  of  his  life,  while  he  was  snrrounded  by  affluence  and  pleasure, 
be  published  The  Wanderer,  a  morał  poem,  of  which  the  design  is  comprised  in  theso 
lines, 

I  fly  all  public  care,  all  venal  strife, 
To  try  the  still,  compartł  with  active  life ; 
To  prore,  by  these,  the  sons  of  men  may  owa 
The  fruits  of  bliss  to  bursting  clouds  of  woe  ; 
That  ev'n  calamity,  by  thonght  refin'd, 
Inspirits  and  adorns  the  thinking  mind. 

And  morę  distinctly  in  the  following  passąge: 

By  woe,  the  soul  to  daring  action  swells ; 

By  woe,  in  plaintless  patience  it  excels  : 

From  patience,  prudent  elear  experience  springs, 

And  traces  know^edge  through  the  course  of  things ! 

Thence  hope  is  fbrm'd,  thenoe  fortitude,  suocess, 

Renown : — whate'er  men  covet  and  caress. 

This  performance  was  always  considered  by  himself  as  his  inaster-piece;  and  Mr. 
Pope,  when  he  asked  his  opiniou  of  it,  told  him,  that  he  read  it  once  over,  and  was  not 
displeased  with  it;  that  it  gave  him  morę  pleasure  at  the  second  perusal, and  deligfałed 
him  still  morę  at  the  third. 

It  has  been  generally  objected  to  The  Wanderer,  tbat  the  disposition  of  the  parts  b 
irre^ular ;  that  the  design  is  obscure,  and  the  plan  perplexed ;  that  the  images,  however 
beautiful,  succeed  each  other  without  order ;  and  that  the  whole  performance  is  not  so 
much  a  regular  fabric,  as  a  heap  of  shiningmaterials  thrown  together  by  accident,  which 
strikes  rather  with  the  solemn  magnificence  of  a  stupendous  ruin,  than  the  elegant 
grandeur  of  a  finished  pile. 

*  1739. 
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This  critidsm  is  universal,  and  thercfore  it  is  reasonable  to  believe  it  at  least  in  a 
great  degree  jurt;  bot  Mr.  Savage  was  always  of  a  contrary  opinion,  and  thougbt  his 
drift  conld  only  be  missed  by  negligence  or  stupidity,  and  that  the  whole  plan  was  regular, 
ted  the  parts  distmet. 

It  was  never  denied  to  abound  with  strong  representations  of  naturę,  and  just  obser- 
Tatiops  opon  life;  and  it  may  easily  be  obserred,  that  most  of  his  pictures  bave  an  evi*» 
dent  tendency  to  illnstrate  his  first  great  position,  "  that  good  is  the  conseąuence  of 
ctL*  The  Sun  that  burns  up  the  mountains,  fructifies  the  vales ;  the  deluge  that  rushes 
down  the  broken  rocks  with  dreadful,  impetuosity,  is  separated  into  purling  brooks ; 
and  the  ragę  of  the  hurricane  purifies  the  ain 

Even  in  this  poem  he  has  not  been  able  to  forbear  one  touch  upon  the  cruelty  of  his 
mother,  which,  though  remarkably  delicate  and  tender,  is  a  proof  how  deep  an  imprez 
aion  it  had  upon  his  mind. 

This  must  be  at  least  acknowledged,  which  ought  to  be  thougbt  equivalent  to  many 
other  excellencies,  that  this  poem  can  promotc  no  other  purposes  than  those  of  virtue, 
and  that  it  is  written  with  a  very  strong  sense  of  the  efficacy  of  religion. 

Bot  my  province  is  rather  to  give  the  histoiy  of  Mr.  Savage's  perfonsances  than  to 
display  their  beauties,  or  to  obviate  the  criticisms  which  they  have  occasioned ;  and 
tberefore  I  shall  not  dwell  upon  the  particular  passages  which  desenre  applause ;  I  shall 
Botber  show  the  excellence  of  his  descriptions,  nor  expatiate  on  the  terrific  portrait  of 
suicide,  nor  point  out  the  artful  touches  by  which  he  has  distinguished  the  intellectual 
featores  of  the  rebek  who  suffer  death  in  his  last  canto.  It  is,  however,  proper  to  obsenre, 
that  Mr.  SaTage  always  declared  the  charactera  wbolly  fictitious,  and  without  the  least 
allusion  to  any  real  persons  or  actions. 

From  a  poem  so  diligently  laboured,  and  so  successfiilly  finished,  it  might  be  rea- 
sonably  expected  that  he  should  have  gained  considerable  advantage ;  nor  can  it  with- 
out some  degree  of  indignation  and  concern  be  told,  that  he  sold  the  copy  for  ten 
goineas,  of  which  he  afterwards  returned  two,  that  the  two  last  sheets  of  the  work 
might  be  reprinted,  of  which  he  had  in  his  absence  intrusted  the  correclion  to  a 
friend,  who  was  too  indolent  to  perform  it  with  aceuracy. 

A  snperstitious  regard  to  the  correction  of  his  sheets  was  one  of  Mr.  Savage's  pecu* 
Inribes:  he  often  altered,  rerised,  recurred  to  his  first  reading  or  punctuation,  and 
again  adopted  the  alteration ;  he  was  dubious  and  irresolute  without  end,  as  on  a  ques* 
tion  of  the  last  importance,  and  at  last  was  seldora  satisfied :  the  intrusion  or  omlssion 
of  a  comma  was  sufficknt  to  discompose  him,  and  he  would  lament  an  errour  of  a  single 
letter  as  a  heavy  calamity.  In  one  of  his  letters  relating  to  an  impression  of  some 
Teraes,  he  reinarks,  that  be  had,  with  regard  to  the  correction  of  the  proof,  "  a  spell 
upon  him  f  and  indeed  the  anuety  with  which  he  dwelt  upon  the  tnimtfest  and  most 
trifling  niceties  deserved  no  other  name  than  that  of  fascination. 

That  he  sold  so  valuable  a  performance  for  so  smali  a  price,  was  not  to  be  imputed 
ckher  to  neoessity,  by  which  the  learned  and  ingenious  are  often  obliged  to  submit  to 
?eiy  hard  condilions ;  or  to  avarice,  by  which  the  booksellers  are  freąuently  incited  to 
oppress  that  genins  by  which  they  are  supported ;  but  to  that  intemperate  desire  of ' 
pleasure,  and  habhual  slavery  to  his  passions,  which  involved  him  in  many  perp|exitiea* 
He  happened  at  that  time  to  be  engaged  in  the  pursuit  of  some  trifliiig  gratification^ 
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and,  being  witbout  money  for  tbe  present  occa&ion,  sold  bis  poem  to  the  first  biddfcr, 
and  perhaps  for  the  rirst  price  tbat  was  proposed,  aud  would  probably  bave  been  co** 
tent  with  less,  if  less  had  been  offered  bim. 

This  poeiu  was  addressed  to  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  Dot  only  in  the  first  lines,  but  id  a. 
tornial  dedicatiou  filled  witb  the  highest  strains  of  panegyric,  and  tbe  warmest  profes- 
slons  of  gratitude,  but  by  uo  means  rcmarkable  for  delicacy  of  connexion  or  elegance 
of  style. 

Tbese  praises  in  a  short  tirae  he  found  biraself  inclined  to  retract,  being  dbcarded 
by  the  man  on  whom  he  had  bestowed  them,  and  whom  be  tben  immedmtely  disco- 
vered  not  to  have  deseired  them.  Of  this  ąuarrel,  which  every  day  madę  morę  bitter, 
lord  Tyrconnel  and  Mr.  Savage  assigned  very  different  reasons,  which  might  perhaps 
all  in  reality  concur,  tbough  they  were  not  pil  convenient  to  be  alleged  by  ekber  party. 
Lord  Tyrconnel  afiirmed,  that  it  was  the  constant  practice  of  Mr.  Satage .  to  enter  a 
tavern  with  any  company  that  proposed  it,  drink  the  most  expensive  wines  witb  great 
profusion,  and  when  the  reckoning  was  demanded,  to  be  witliout  money :  if,  as  it  oftea 
happened,  bis  company  were  willing  to  defray  his  part,  the  affair  euded  witbout  any  ill 
conseąuences ;  but  if  they  were  refractory,  and  expected  that  tbe  winę  shouid  be  paid 
fur  by  bim  that  drank  it,  his  method  of  composition  was,  to  take  them  with  him  to  bis 
own  apartment,  assume  the  government  of  jhe  house,  and  order  the  butler  in  aa, 
imperious  manner  to  set  the  best  winę  in  the  cellar  before  his  company,  w  ho  often  drank 
till  they  forgot  the  respect  due  to  the  house  in  which  they  were  entertained,  indulged 
themselves  in  the  utmost  extravagance  of  merriment,  practised  the  most  licenUous  fro- 
lics,  and  committed  all  the  outrages  of  drunkenness. 

Nor  was  this  the  only  charge  which  lord  Tyrconnel  brought  against  him :  haviug, 
given  him  a  collection  of  valuable  books,  stamped  with  his  own  arins,  he  had  the  mor- 
tification  to  see  them  in  a  short  time  exposed  to  sale  upon  the  stalls,  it  being  usual  wiuY 
Mr.  Savage,  when  he  wanted  a  smali  sum,  to  take  his  books  to  the  pawnbroker. 

Whoeverwas  acąuainted  with  Mr.  Savage  easily  credited  both  tbese  accusałions: 
for  having  been  obliged,  from  his  first  entrance  into  the  world,  to  subsist  upon  expe- 
dients,  afBuence  was  not  able  to  exaJt  him  above  them ;  and  so  much  was  he  deligbted 
with  winę  aud  conversation,  and  so  long  had  he  been  accustomed  to  live  by  ćhance, 
that  he  would  at  any  time  go  to  the  tavern  without  scruple,  and  trust  for  the  reckouing 
to  the  Uberaiity  of  bis  company,  and  freąuently  of  company  to  whom  he  was  very  httle 
known.  This  conduct  iudeed  very  seldom  drew  upon  him  those  inconveniences  that 
might  be  feared  by  any  other  person ;  for  his  conversation  was  so  entertaining,  and  his 
address  so  pleasing,  that  few  thought  the  pleasure  wbich  they  received  from  him  dearly 
purcbased,  by  paying  for  his  winę.  It  was  his  peculiar  happiness,  that  he  acarcely 
ever  found  a  stranger,  whom  he  did  not  leave  a  friend ;  but  it  must  hkewise  be  added, 
that  he  had  not  often  a  friend  long,  without  obliging  him  to  become  a  stranger. 

Mr.  Savage,  on,  tbe  other  band,  declared,  tbat  lord  Tyrconnel  quarrelled  M  with  him, 
because  he  would  not  subtract  from  his  own  luxury  and  extravagance  what  be  had 
proraised  to  allow  him,  and  that  his  resentment  was  only  a  plea  for  the  violation  of  his 
proiuise.    He  asserted,  that  he  had  dcne  nothing  that  ought  to  esclude  him  from  that 

30  His  expression  in  one  of  his  letters  was,  "  that  lord  Tyrconnel  had  involved  his  estate,  and  therefoi* 
pooriy  sought  an  oocaston  to  ąuarrel  with  him."    Dr,  /. 
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subsbtence  which  be  thougbt  not  so  much  a  favour  as  a  debt,  sińce  it  was  ofiered  him 
upon  conditlons  which  he  had  never  broken ;  and  that  bis  only  £ault  was,  tbat  be  could 
not  be  supported  with  nothing. 

He  acknowledged,  tbat  lord  Tyrconnel  often  exorted  him  to  regulate  bis  method  of 
Kie,  and  not  to  spend  all  his  nights  in  taverns,  and  tbat  he  appearcd  very  desirous  that 
be  would  pass  those  honrs  with  him,  which  he  so  freely  bestowed  upon  others.  This 
demand  Mr.  Savage  cousidered  as  a  censure  of  bis  conduct,  which  he  could  never 
patiently  bear,  and  which,  in  tlie  latter  and  cooler  parts  of  his  life,  was  so  offensive  to 
him,  tbat  he  declared  it  as  his  resolution,  *'  to  spurn  tbat  friend  who  shouldpresumeto 
dictate  to  him;"  and  it  is  not  likel^that  in  his  earlier  years  he  received  admonitions 
with  morę  całmness. 

He  was  likewise  inclined  to  resent  such  expectations,  as  tending  to  infringe  bis  libertyn 
of  which  he  was  vcry  jealous,  when  it  was  necessary  to  tbe  gratiiication  of  his  passions; 
aod  declared,  tbat  the  request  was  still  morę  unreasonable,  as  tlie  company  to  which  he 
was  to  have  been  cohfined  was  insupporlably  disagreeable.  This  assersion  affords  ano- 
ther  instance  of  that  inconsistency  of  his  writings  with  his  conversation,  which  was  so 
often  to  be  observed.  Ile  forgot  how  lavishly  be  had,  in  his  dedication  to  The  Wan- 
derer,  extolled  the  delicacy  and  the  penetration,  the  humanity  and  generosity,  the  can- 
dour  and  poiitencss  of  the  man,  whom,  when  he  no  longer  loved  him,  he  declared  to 
be  a  wretch  without  underslanding,  without  good-nature,  and  without  justice ;  of  whose 
name  he  thought  himself  obliged  to  Ieave  no  tracę  in  any  futurę edition  of  his  writings; 
and  acćordńigly  blotted  it  out  of  tbat  copy  of  The  Wanderer  which  was  in  his  hands. 

During  his  continuance  with  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  he  wrote  The  Triumph  of  Health  and 
Mirtb,  on  the  recovery  of  lady  Tyrconnel  from  a  languishing  illness.  This  perform- 
ance is  remarkable,  not  only  for  the  gaiety  of  the  ideas,  and  the  melody  of  the  num- 
bers,  but  for  tbe  agreeable  fiction  upon  which  it  is  fornied.  Mirtb,  overwhelmed 
with  sorrow  for  the  sickness  of  her  favourite,  takes  a  flight  in  quest  of  ber  sister 
Health,  whom  sbe  finds  reclined  upon  the  brow  of  a  lofty  mountain,  amidst  the  fra- 
grance  of  perpetual  spring,  with  the  breezes  of  the  morning  sporting  about  hen  Being 
solicited  by  ber  sister  Mirtb,  she  readily  promises  her  assistance,  flies  away  in  a  cloud, 
and  impregnates  the  waters  of  Bath  with  new  yirtues,  by  which  the  sickness  of  Belinda 
is  relieved. 

As  the  reputation  of  his  abilities,  the  particuliar  circuinstances  of  his  birth  and  life,  the 
splendour  of  his  appearance,  and  the  distinction  which  was  for  some  time  paid  him  by 
lord  Tyrconnel,  entitled  bim  to  familiarity  with  persons  of  higher  rank  tlian  those  to 
wbose  conversation  he  had  been  before  admitted ;  he  did  not  taił  to  gratify  that  curiosifr 
which  induced  him  to  take  a  nearer  view  of  those  whom  their  birth,  their  employments, 
or  their  fortunes,  necessarily  place  at  a  distance  from  the  greatest  part  of  mankind,  and 
to  eiamine  whether  their  merit  was  magnified  or  dimiuished  by  the  medium  through 
,  which  it  was  contemplated ;  whether  the  splendour  with  which  they  dazzled  their  ad* 
mirers  was  inherent  in  themselves,  or  only  reflected  on  them  by  tbe  objects  that  sur* 
ronnded  them ;  and  whether  great  men  were  selected  for  high  stations,  or  high  stations 
nade  great  men. 

For  this  pnrpose  he  took  all  opportunities  of  conversing  familiarly  with  those  who 
were  most  conspicuous  at  tbat  time  for  their  poweror  their  influence ;  hewatched 
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their  looser  momenty  and  ezamined  their  domestic  behaYiour,  with  that  acuteness 
which  Daturę  had  giveo  bim,  and  wbich  the  uncommon  variety  of  his  life  had  contri- 
bnted  to  increase,  and  that  inquisitiveness  which  must  always  be  produced  in  a  vigor~ 
ous  mind,  by  an  absolute  freedom  from  all  pressing  or  domestic  engagements* 

His  diseerament  was  quick,  and  therefore  he  soon  found  in  every  person,  and  in 
every  afrair,  something  that  deseired  attention ;  he  was  supported  by  otbers  withoot 
any  care  for  himself,  and  was  therefore  at  leisure  to  pursue  hu  obseirations. 

Morę  circumstances  to  constitute  a  critic  on  hnman  life  could  not  easily  concnr; 
nor  indeed  could  any  man,  who  assumed  from  accidental  adtantages  morę  praise  than 
he  could  justly  claim  from  his  feal  merit,  admit  any  acquaintance  morę  dangerous  than 
that  of  Savage :  of  whom  likewise  it  must  be  confessed,  that  abilities  really  eialted 
*bove  the  common  level,  or  yirtue  refined  from  passion,  or  proof  against  corruptioo, 
could  not  easily  find  an  abler  judge,  or  a  warmer  adwcate. 

What  was  the  result  of  Mr.  Savage's  inquiry,  though  he  was  not  much  aecnstomed 
to  conceal  his  discoveries,  it  may  not  be  entirely  safe  to  relate,  because  the  persoos 
whose  characters  he  criticised  are  powerful ;  and  power  and  resentment  are  seldora 
strangers ;  n&r  would  it  perhaps  be  wholly  just,  because  what  he  asserted  in  conversa- 
tion  raight,  though  true  in  generał,  be  heightened  by  some  momentary  ardour  of  ima- 
gination,  and,  as  it  can  be  delivered  only  from  memory,  may  be  imperfectly  repre- 
sented ;  so  that  the  picture,  at  first  aggravated,  and  then  unskilfully  copied,  may  be 
justly  suspected  to  retain  no  great  resemblance  of  the  original. 

It  may,  however,  be  observed,  that  he  did  not  appear  to  have  fornied  very  eleroted 
ideas  of  those  to  whoni  the  administration  of  afiairs,  or  the  conduct  of  parties,  has 
been  intrusted ;  who  have  been  considered  as  adrocates  of  the  crown,  or  the  guardians 
of  the  people ;  and  who  have  obtained  the  most  implicit  confidence,  and  the  londest 
applauses.  Of  one  particuliar  person,  who  has  been  at  one  time  so  popular  as  to  be  gene- 
rally  esteemed,  and  at  anotlicr  so  fonnidable  as  to  be  unwersally  detested,  he  obsenwd, 
that  his  acąuisitions  had  been  smali,  or  that  his  capacity  was  narrow,  and  that  the  whole 
rangę  of  his  raind  was  from  obscenity  to  politics,  and  from  politics  to  obscenity. 

But  the  opportunity  of  indulging  his  speculations  on  great  characters  was  now  at  an 
end.  He  was  banished  from  the  table  of  lord  Tyrconnel,  and  turned  again  adrift 
upon  the  world,  without  prospect  of  finding  ąuickly  any  other  harbour.  As  pradence 
was  not  one  of  the  virtues  by  which  he  was  distinguished,  he  had  madę  no  provi»on 
against  a  misfortune  like  this.  And  thongh  it  is  not  to  be  imagined  but  that  the  sepa- 
ration  must  for  some  time  have  been  preceded  by  coldness,  peevishness,  or  negied, 
though  it  was  undoubtedly  the  consequence  of  accumulated  provocationsonbothsides; 
>et  every  one  that  knew  Savage  will  readily  believe,  that  to  him  it  was  sudden  as  a 
stroke  of  thunder;  that,  though  he  might  have  transiently  suspected  it,  he  had  nerer 
suffered  any  thought  so  unpieasing  to  sink  into  his  mind ;  but  that  he  had  drrren  it 
away  by  amusements,  or  dreams  of  futurę  felicity  and  affiuence,  and  had  never  taken 
any  measures  by  which  he  might  prevent  a  precipitation  from  plenty  to  indigence. 

This  ąuarrel  and  separation,  and'  the  difficulties  to  which  Mr.  Savage  was  esposed 
by  them,  were  soon  known  both  to  his  friends  and  enemies ;  nor  was  it  long  before  he 
perceived,  from  the  behaviour  of  both,  how  much  is  added  to  the  lmstre  of  gewui  by 
the  oniaments  of  weałth. 
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-  His  condraon  did  not  appear  to  excite  much  compassion ;  for  he  had  not  always 
been  careful  to  use  the  adrantages  he  enjoyed  with  that  moderation  which  ought  to 
have  been  with  morę  than  usual  caution  preseired  by  him,  who  knew,  if  he  had  re- 
flected,  that  he  was  only  a  dependent  on  the  bounty  of  another,  whom  he  could  expect 
to  sapport  him  no  longer  than  he  endeavoured  to  preserve  his  fevour  by  complying  with 
his  inclinationSy  and  whom  he  nerertheless  set  at  defiance,  and  was  continually  irritatug 
by  negligence  or  encroachments. 

£xamples  need  not  be  sought  at  any  great  distance  to  prove,  that  superiority  of  for- 
tunę has  a  natnral  tendency  to  kindle  pride,  and  that  pride  seldom  fails  to  exert  ilself 
in  contcmpt  and  insult ;  and  if  this  is  often  the  effect  of  hereditary  wealth,  and  of  ho- 
nours  enjoyed  only  by  the  merit  of  others,  it  is  some  eitenuation  of  any  indecent 
triurophs  to  which  this  unhappy  man  may  have  been  betrayed,  that  his  prosperity  was 
heightened  by  the  force  of  novelty,  and  madę  morę  intoxkating  by  a  sense  of  the  misery 
in  which  he  had  so  long  languisbed,  and  perhaps  of  the  insults  which  he  had  fornerly 
borne,  and  which  he  might  now  think  himself  entitled  to  revenge.  It  is  too  conunon 
for  those  who  have  unjustly  suffered  pain,  to  inflict  it  Kkewise  in  their  tura  wilh  the 
same  injustice,  and  to  imagine  that  they  have  a  right  to  treat  otliers  as  they  have  tbera- 
sehres  been  treated. 

That  Mr.  Savage  was  too  much  elevated  by  any  good  fortunę,  is  generally  luown  ; 
ind  some  passages  of  his  Introduction  to  The  Anthor  to  be  Let,  sufficiently  show,  that 
he  did  not  wholiy  refraiii  from  such  satire,  as  he  afterwards  thought  very  unjust  when 
he  was  exposed  to  it  himself;  for,  when  he  was  afterwards  ridiculed  in  the  ckaracter 
of  a  distressed  poet,  he  very  easily  discovered,  that  distress  was  not  a  proper  subject 
for  merrimenty  nor  topie  of  invective.  He  was  then  able  to  discera  that  if  niisery  be 
the  effect  of  virtue,  it  ought  to  be  reverenced ;  if  of  ill-fortune,  to  be  pitied ;  and  if  of 
vice,  not  to  be  insulted,  because  it  is  perhaps  itself  a  punishment  adequate  to  the  crime 
by  which  it  was  produced.  And  the  humanity  of  that  man  can  deserve  nopanegyiic, 
wbo  is  capable  of  reproacliing  a  criminal  in  the  liands  of  the  executioner.  7 

But  these  reflections,  though  tbey  readily  oceurred  to  him  in  the  first  and  last  parts 
of  his  fife,  were,  I  am  afraid,  for  a  long  time  forgotten ;  at  least  they  were,  like  many 
otber  maxims,  treasured  up  in  his  raind  rather  for  show  than  use,  and  operated  very 
little  upon  his  conduct,  however  elegantly  he  might  sometimes  explain,  or  however 
forcibly  he  might  iuculcate,  theni. 

His  degradation,  therefore,  from  the  condition  which  he  had  enjoyed  wth  such  wan- 
ton  thoughtles6ness,  was  considered  by  many  as  an  occasion  of  triumph.  Those  who 
had  before  paid  their  court  to  him  without  success,  soon  returned  the  contempt  which 
they  had  suffered ;  and  they  who  had  received  favours  from  him,  for  of  such  favoprs  as 
he  could  bestow  he  was  very  liberał,  did  not  always  remember  thera.  So  much  morę 
certain  are  the  effects  of  resentment  than  of  gratitude:  it  is  not  only  to  many  morę 
pleasing  to  recollect  those  foults  which  place  others  below  them,  than  those  virtues  by 
which  they  are  themseWes  comparatively  depressed ;  but  it  is  likewise  morę  easy  to 
neglect,  than  to  recompense ;  and  though  there  are  few  who  will  practise  a  laborious 
virtue,  there  will  never  be  wanting  multitudes  that  will  indulge  in  easy  vice. 

Savage,  however,  was  very  little  disturbed  at  the  marks  of  contempt  which  Iris  ill- 
fortune  brought  upon  him,  from  those  whom  he  ne\er  esteemed,  and  with  whom  ha 
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nerer  considered  himself  as  leve11ed  by  any  calamities :  and  tfaough  it  was  not  without 
some  uneasiness  that  he  saw  sonie,  whose  friendship  be  valued,  cbangetheir  behaviour{ 
be  yet  observed  their  coidness  without  much  emotion,  considered  them  as  the  sbves 
of  fortone,  and  Łbe  worshippers  of  prosperity,  and  was  morę  inclined  Ło  despise  them, 
tban  to  lament  himself. 

It  does  not  appear  that,  after  this  return  of  his  wants,  he  found  mankind  eąually 
firvourable  to  him,  as  at  his  first  appearance  in  the  world.  His  story,  though  in  reality 
not  less  mełancholy,  was  less  affecting,  because  it  was  no  longer  new ;  it  therefore  pro- 
curtd  him  no  new  friends ;  and  those  that  had  formerly  reheved  hiin,  thought  they  might 
now  consign  him  to  others*  He  was  now  likewise  considered  by  many  ratber  as  crimi- 
nat,  tban  as  unhappy ;  for  the  friends  of  lord  Tyrcounel,  and  of  his  mother,  were  su£- 
iickntly  industrious  to  publish  his  weaknesses,  which  were  indeed  Tery  numerous ;  and 
notbiog  was  forgotten,  that  might  make  him  either  hateful  or  ridkulous. 

It  cannot  but  be  imagined,  that  such  representations  of  his  faults  must  make  great 
numfcers  less  sensible  of  his  distress;  many,  who  had  only  an  opportunity  to  hearone 
par^  madę  no  scruple  to  propagate  the  account  which  they  received ;  many  assisted 
their  circulation  from  malice  or  revenge ;  and  perhaps  many  pretended  to  credit 
them,  tbat  they  might  with  a  better  grace  withdraw  their  regard,  or  with-hold  their 
assistaice. 

Sayage,  bowever,  was  not  one  of  those  who  suffered  himself  to  be  injured  without 
mistance,  nor  was  less  diligent  in  exposing  the  faults  of  lord  Tyrconnel ;  over  wbom 
be  obtaned  at  least  this  advantage,  that  he  drove  him  first  to  the  practice  of  outrage  and 
riolence;  for  he  was  so.much  proyoked  by  the  wit  and  virulence  of  Savage,  tbat  he 
came  wiih  a  mim  ber  of  attendants,  tbat  did  no  honour  to  his  courage,  to  beat  him  at 
n  coflee-kouse.  But  it  happened  that  he  had  left  the  place  a  few  minutes ;  and  his 
ferdsbip  Ud,  without  danger,  the  pleasure  of  boasting  how  he  would  have  treated  him, 
Mr.  Savagp  went  next  day  to  repay  his  visit  at  his  own  house ;  but  was  prevailed  on, 
by  his  domestics,  to  retire  without  iusisting  upon  seeiug  him. 

Lord  Tjrconnel  was  accused  by  Mr.  Savage  of  some  actions,  which  scarcely  any 
proYOcationj  will  be  thought  sufficient  to  justify;  such  as  seizing  what  he  had  in  ha 
lodgings,  ani  other  instances  of  wanton  cruelty,  by  which  he  increased  the  distress  of 
Savage,  witliout  any  advantage  to  himself. 

These  mulual '  accusations  were  retorted  on  both  sides,  for  many  years,  with  the  ut- 
most  degree  of  virulence  and  ragę ;  and  time  seemed  rather  to  augment  tlian  dimintsh 
their  resentment.  That  the  anger  of  Mr.  Savage  should  be  kept  alive,  is  not  strange, 
because  he  fel  every  day  the  conseąuences  of  the  ąuarrel ;  but  it  might  reasonably 
have  been  hoped,  that  lord  Tyrconnel  might  have  relented,  and  at  length  have  forgot 
those  proYOcauons,  which,  however  they  might  have  once  inflamed  him,  had  not  in 
reality  much  htrt  him. 

The  spirit  of  Mr.  Savage  indeeed  never  suffered  him  to  solicit  a  reconeiliation ;  he 
Teturned  reproach  for  reproach,  and  insult  for  insult;  his  superiority  of  wit  supplied 
the  disadyantages  of  his  fortunę,  and  enabled  him  to  form  a  party,  and  prejudice  great 
numbers  in  bis  favour. 

But  though  this  might  be  some  gratification  of  his  vanity,  it  afforded  very  little  relief 
to  his  necessHies;  and  be  was  yery  frequently  reduced  to  uncommon  hardships,  of 
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which,  howewr,  he  never  madę  any  mean  or  importunate  complaints,  being  formed 
rałher  to  bear  misery  with  fortitude,  than  enjoy  prosperity  with  moderation. 

He  now  thought  himself  again  at  liberty  to  expose  thc  cruełty  of  his  mother;  and 
therefore,  I  believe,  abouttbls  time,  published  The  Bastard,  a  poeni  remarkable  for 
tbe  maciora  sallies  of  thought  in  tbe  beginning,  where  he  makes  a  pompous  enumera- 
tion  of  tbe  imaginary  ad  va  ula  ges  of  base  birth ;  and  the  pathetic  sentjments  at  the 
end,  where  he  recounts  tbe  real  calaraities  which  he  suftered  by  the  crime  of  his 
parents. 

The  rigour  and  spirit  of  the  verses,  the  peculiar  circumstances  of  the  author,  the 
novelty  of  the  subject,  and  the  notoriety  ci  the  story  to  which  the  allusions  are  madę, 
procured  this  performance  a  very  favourable  reception ;  great  numbers  were  imme- 
diately  dispersed,  and  editions  were  muitiplied  with  uuusual  rapidity. 

One  circumstance  attended  tbe  publication  which  Savage  osed  to  relate  with  great 
satisfaction.  His  mother,  to  whom  the  poem  was  with  "  due  reverence"  inscribed,  hap- 
pened  then  to  be  at  Batb,  where  she  could  not  conveniently  retire  from  censure, 
or  conceal  herself  from  observation ;  and  no  sooner  did  the  reputation  of  the  poem 
begin  to  spread,  than  she  heard  it  repeated  in  all  places  of  concourse ;  nor  could  she 
enter  the  assembly-rooms,  or  cross  the  walks,  without  being  saluted  with  some  linę* 
from  Tbe  Bastard. 

This  was  perhapś  the  first  time  that  she  ever  discovered  a  sense  of  shame,  and  on 
this  occasion  the  power  of  wit  was  very  conspicuous ;  the  wretch  who  had  witholit 
strupie  proclaiined  herself  an  adulteress,  and  who  had  first  endeavoured  to  staire  her 
son,  then  to  transport  him,  and  afterwards  to  hang  him,  was  not  able  to  bear  the 
representation  of  her  own  conduct ;  but  flcd  from  reproach,  though  she  felt  po  paia 
from  guilt,  and  left  Bath  with  tbe  ułmost  hastę,  to  shelter  herself  among  the  crowds 
of  London. 

Thus  Savage  had  the  satisfaction  of  finding,  that,  though  he  could  not  reform  his 
mother,  he  could  pnnish  her,  and  that  be  did  not  always  suffer  al  one. 

The  pleasure  which  he  received  from  this  increase  of  his  poetical  reputation,  was 
sufficient  for  some  time  to  overbalance  the  miseries  of  want,  which  this  performance 
did  not  much  alleiiatc ;  for  it  was  sold  for  a  very  trivial  sum  to  a  bookseller,  who, 
though  tlie  success  was  so  uncommon  that  fi  ve  iinpressions  were  sold,  of  which  many 
were  undoubtedly  very  ńumerous,  had  not  generosity  sufficient  to  admit  the  unhappy 
writer  to  any  part  of  the  profit. 

The  sale  of  this  poem  was  always  mentioned  by  Savage  with  the  utmost  eIe?ation  of 
heart,  and  referf  ed  to  by  him  as  an  incontestible  proof  of  a  generał  acknowledgment 
of  his  abilities.  It  was  indeed  the  only  production  of  which  he  could  justly  boast  a 
generał  reception. 

But  though  he  did  not  lose  the  opportunity  which  success  gave  him  of  setting  a  high. 
ratę  on  his  abilities,  but  paid  due  deference  to  the  suffrages  of  mankind  when  they 
were  given  in  his  favour,  he  did  not  suffer  his  esteem  of  himself  to  depend  upón 
olhers,  nor  found  any  thing  sacręd  in  the  voice  of  the  people  when  they  were  inclined 
to  censure  him ;  he  then  readily  showed  the  folly  of  expectmg  that  the  public  should 
^odge  right,  obserred  how  slowly  poetical  merit  had  often  forced  its  way  into  the 
wodd;  be  cogteoted  kw*lt  with  the  applause  of  meo  of  judgment,  and  was  some- 
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what  disposed  to  exclude  all  those  from  the  character  of  men  of  judgment  who  dirf 
not  applaud  him. 

But  he  was  at  other  tiraes  morę  favourable  to  mankind  tban  to  think  them  blind  to 
the  beauties  of  his  works,  and  imputed  theslowness  of  their  sale  to  other  causes:  efthef 
they  were  published  at  a  time  when  the  town  was  empty,  or  when  the  attention  of  the 
public  was  engrossed  by  some  struggle  in  the  parliament,  or  some  other  object  of 
generał  concern ;  or  they  were  by  the  neglect  of  the  publisher  nor  diligently  dispened* 
or  by  his  avarice  not  advertised  with  sufficient  frequency.  Address,  or  industry,  or 
iiberality,  was  always  wanting ;  and  the  blame  was  laid  rather  on  any  person  than  the 
author. 

By  arts  like  these,  arts  which  every  man  practises  in  some  degree,  and  to  which 
too  much  of  the  łittle  tranąuillity  of  life  is  to  be  ascribed,  Savage  was  always  abk  to 
live  at  peace  with  himself.  Had  he  indeed  only  madę  use  of  these  expedients  to  alle- 
Tiate  the  loss  of  want  of  fortunę  or  reputation,  or  any  other  advantages  which  it  is  no* 
in  man's  power  to  bestow  upon  himself,  they  might  have  been  justly  mentioned  as 
instances  of  a  phiJosophical  mind,  and  very  properly  proposed  to  the  imitation  of  mnl- 
titudes,  who,  for  want  of  diverting  their  imaginations  with  the  same  dexterity,  langiush 
under  afflictions  which  might  be  easily  removed. 

It  were  doubtless  to  be  wished,  that  truth  and  reason  were  universally  prevaknt  $ 
that  every  thing  were  esteemed  according  to  its  real  value ;  and  that  men  would  secore 
themsehes  from  being  disappointed  in  their  endeavours  after  happiness,  by  ptacmg  it 
only  in  virtue,  which  is  always  to  be  obtained ;  but,  if  adrentitious  and  foreign  pleastires 
must  be  pursued,  it  would  be  perhaps  of  some  benefit,  sińce  that  pursuit  mnst  rrajuent 
ly  be  fruitless,  if  the  practice  of  Savage  could  be  taugbt,  that  folly  might  be  an  anti* 
dote  to  folly,  and  one  fallacy  be  obviated  by  another. 

But  the  danger  of  this  pleasing  intoxication  must  not  be  concealed  i  nor  indeed  can 
any  one,  after  having  observed  the  life  of  Savage,  need  to  be  cautioned  against  it.  By 
iuiputing/none  of  his  miseries  to  himself,  he  continned  to  act  upon  the  same  principles, 
and  to  follow  the  same  path ;  was  never  madę  wiser  by  his  sufferings,  nor  preserred. 
by  one  misfortune  from  fallihg  into  another.  He  proceeded  throughout  his  life  to 
tread  the  same  steps  on  the  same  circle ;  always  applauding  his  past  conduct,  or  at  least 
forgetting  it,  to  amuse  himself  with  phantoms  of  happiness,  which  were  dancing  befbre 
him ;  and  willingly  turned  his  eyes  from  the  light  of  reason,  when  it  would  have  dis* 
covcred  the  illusipn,  and  shown  him,  what  he  never  wished  to  see,  his  real  state. 

He  is  cven  accused,  after  having  lulled  his  imagination  with  those  ideał  opiates,  of 
hąving  tried  the  same  experiment  upon  his  conscience ;  and,  having  accnstomed  himself 
to  impute  all  deviations  from  the  right  to  foreign  causes,  it  is  certain  that  he  was  upon 
every  occasion  too  easily  reconciled  to  himself;  and  that  he  appeared  very  little  to  re» 
gret  those  practices  which  had  impaired  his  reputation.  The  reigning  errour  of  his  life 
wa?,  that  he  mistook  the  love  for  the  practice  of  virtue,  and  was  indeed  not  so  much  a 
good  man,  as  the  friend  of  goodness. 

This  at  least  must  be  allowed  him,  that  he  always  presenred  a  strong  sense  of  the 
dignity,  the  beauty,  and  the  necessity  of  virtue ;  and  that  he  never  contributed  dełi- 
berately  to  spread  corruption  amongst  mankind.  His  actions,  which  were  generalły 
precipitate,  were  often  blameable ;   but  his  writings,  beiug  the  productions  of  studj> 
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miformly  tended  to  the  ezaltation  of  the  mind,  and  the  propagation  of  morality  and 
piety. 

Thcse  wrttings  may  imprpve  mankind,  when  his  failings  shall  be  forgotten ;  and, 
therefore  he  most  be  considered,  npon  the  whole,  as  a  benefactor  to  the  world ;  nor 
can  his  personal  ezample  do  any  hurt,  sińce  whoever  hears  of  his  faults  will  hear  of  the 
nuseties  which  they  brought  npon  him,  and  which  would  desenre  less  pity,  bad  not  his 
condition  been  such  as  madę  his  faults  pardonable.  He  may  be  considered  as  a  child 
ezposed  to  all  the  temptations  of  indigence,  at  an  age  when  resolution  was  not  yet 
strengthened  by  comnction,  nor  virtue  confirmed  by  habit;  a  circumstance  which,  in 
his  Basłard,  he  laments  in  a  very  affecting  manner : 

■No  Mothert  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer ; 
No  Fathert  guardian  hand  my  yonth  maintainM; 
CaJPd  forth  my  virtues,  or  from  vice  restrainM. 

The  Bastard,  howeyer  it  mjght  provoke  or  mortify  his  raother,  could  not  be  expected 
to  melt  her  to  compassion,  so  that  he  was  still  under  the  same  want  of  the  necessaries 
of  life ;  and  he  therefore  ezerted  all  the  interest  which  hb  wit,  or  his  birtb,  or  his  mis- 
fbrtunes,  could  procure,  to  obtain,  upon  the  death  of  Eusden,  the  place  of  poet  laureat, 
and  prosecuted  his  application  with  so  much  diligence,  that  the  king  publicly  declared 
it  his  intention  to  bestow  it  upon  him ;  but  such  was  the  fate  of  Savage,  that  even  the 
king,  when  he  intended  his  advantage,  was  disappointed  in  his  schemes;  for  the  lord 
Chamberlain,  who  haś  the  disposal  of  the  laurel,  as  one  of  the  appendages  of  his  oftice, 
cither  did  not  know  the  kingvs  design,  or  did  not  approve  it,  or  thought  the  nomination 
of  the  laureat  an  encroachment  upon  his  rights,  and  therefore  bestowed  the  laurel 
ypon  Colley  Cibber. 

Mr.  Savage,  thus  disappointed,  took  a  resolution  of  applying  to  the  queen,  that, 
haring  once  given  him  life,  she  would  enable  him  to  support  it,  and  therefore  published 
a  short  poem  on  her  birth  day,  to  which  he  gave  the  odd  title  of  Volunteer  Laureat 
The  event  of  this  essay  he  has  himself  related  in  the  following  letter,  which  he  prefixed 
to  the  poem,  when  he  afterwards  reprinted  it  in  The  Gentlemani  Magazine, 
whence  I  have  copied  it  entire,  as  thfa  was  one  of  the  few  attempts  in  which  Mr,  Sarage 
succeeded. 

u  Mr.  Urban, 

*  In  your  Magazine  for  February  you  published  the  last  Volunteer  Laureat,  written 
on  a  Tery  melancholy  occasion,  the  death  of  the  royal  patroness  of  arts  and  literaturę 
m  generał,  and  of  the  author  of  that  poem  in  particular ;  I  uow  send  you  the  first  tliat 
Mr.  Savage  wrote  under  that  title. — This  gentleman,  notwithstanding  a  very  consi- 
derable  interest,  being,  on  the  death  of  Mr.  Eusden,  disappointed  of  the  laureats 
place,  wrote  the  following  verses ;  which  were  no  sooncr  published,  but  the  late  queen 
•ent  to  a  bookseller  for  them.  The  author  had  not  at  that  linie  a  friend  either  to  get  tum 
introduced,  or  his  poem  presented  at  court ;  yet,  such  was  the  unspeakable  goodness 
of  that  princess,  that,  notwithstanding  this  act  of  ceremony  was  wuuting,  in  a  few  days 
after  publicatien,  Mr.  Savage  received  a  bauk-bill  of  fifly  pounds,  and  a  gracious  mes- 
«age  from  her  majesty,  by  the  lord  North  and  Guilford,  to  this  etfect :  '  That  her 
jnajesty  was  bighly  pleased  with  the  yerses;  that  she  took  particularly  kind  his  lines 
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tbere  relating  to  the  king ;  that  he  bad  permission  to  write  anmially  on  tbe  same  «*• 
ject ;  and  that  he  should  yearły  receive  the  like  present,  till  sotnething  better  (which 
was  ber  majesty's  intention)  could  be  done  for  him.'  After  this  he  was  permitted  to 
present  one  of  his  annual  poetns  to  ber  majesty,  had  tbe  honour  of  kissing  ber  band, 
and  met  writh  the  most  gracious  reception. 

Yours,  6rc.w     • 

Such  was  the  performance  *  aud  such  its  reception ;  a  reception,  which,  though  by 
no  means  unkind,  was  yet  not  in  the  highest  degree  generous ;  to  cbain  down  the  ge- 
nius  of  a  writer  to  an  annual  panegyric,  showed  in  the  queen  too  much  desire  of  bear- 
ing  her  own  praises,  and  a  greater  regard  to  herself  than  to  him  on  whom  ber  botinfj 
was  conferred.  It  was  a  kind  of  avaricious  gcnerosity,  by  which  flattery  was  rather* 
purchased  than  genius  rewarded. 

Mrs.  Oldfield  had  formerly  given  him  tne  same  allowance  with  much  morę  heroic 
intention :  she  had  no  other  view  tiian  to  enable  him  to  prosecute  his  studies,  and  to 
set  himself  above  the  want  of  assistancc,  and  was  contenfed  with  doing  good  without 
stipulating  for  encomiums. 

Mr.  Sa\age,  however,  was  not  at  liberty  to  make  exceptions,  but  was  ravished  with 
the  favours  which  he  had  received,  and  probably  yet  morę  with  tiiose  which  he  was 
promised:  he  considered  himself  now  as  a  favourite  of  the  queen,  aud  did  not  doubt 
but  a  few  annual  poems  would  establ;sh  him  in  some  prolitable  employment 

He  therefore  assumed  the  title  of  Vo1unteer  Laureat,  not  without  some  reprehensions 
from  Cibber,  who  informed  him,  that  the  title  of  Laureat  was  a  mark  of  honour  conferred 
by  the  king,  from  whom  all  honour  is  derived,  and  which  therefore  no  man  bas  a  ri"ht  to 
bestow  upon  himself;  and  added,  that  he  raight  with  equal  propriety  style  himself  a  volun- 
teer  lord,  or  volunteer  baronet  It  cannot  be  denied  that  the  remark  was  just ;  but  Savage  - 
did  not  tbink  any  title,  which  was  conferred  upon  Mr.  Cibber,  so  houourable  as  tbat  the 
usurpatfon  of  it  could  be  imputed  to  him  as  an  instance  of  very  exorbitant  vanity,  and 
theYefore  continued  to  write  under  the  same  title,  and  received  evcry  year  the  same  rewanL 

He  did  not  appear  to  consider  these  encomiums  as  tests  of  his  abilities,  or  as  any 
thing  morę  than  annual  hints  to  the  queen  of  her  promise ;  or  acts  of  ceremony,  by 
the  performance  of  which  he  was  entitled  to  his  pension;  and  therefore  did  not  labour 
tbem  with  great  diligence,  or  print  morę  than  fifty  each  year,  except  that  for  some  of 
the  last  years  he  regularly  inserted  them  in  Tbe  Gentlemani  Magazine,  by  which  they 
were  dispersed  over  the  kingdoin. 

Of  sótae  of  them  he  had  himself  so  Iow  an  opinion  that  he  intended  to  omit  them  in 
the  collection  of  poems,  for  which  he  printed  proposals,  and  solicited  subscriptipns ; 
nor  can  it  seem  strange,  that,  being  confined  to  the  same  subject,  he  should  be  at  some 
times  indolent,  and  at  otbers  unsuccessful ;  that  he  should  sometimes  delay  a  disagree- 
able  task  till  it  was  too  .late  to  perform  it  well ;  or  that  he  should  sometimes  repeat  tbe 
same  sentiment  on  the  same  occasion,  or  at  others  be  misled  by  an  attempt  after  novelty 
to  forced  conceptions  and  far-fetched  images. 

He  wrote  indeed  with  a  double  intention,  which  supplied  him  with  some  variety; 
for  his  business  was,  to  praise  the  queen  for  the  fevours  which  he  had  received,  and  to 
complain  to  ber  of  the  delay  of  those  which  she  had  promised :  in  some  of  his  piecem 
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thefefcre,  gmlitadcif  ptcdommant,  and  hi  sonie  discontent  •  in  some  he  represents  him* 
jdf  as  happy  in  her  patrooage;  and,  in  others,  as  disconsolate  to  find  himself  neglected. 

Her  promise,  like  other  promises  madę  to  this  unfortunate  man,  was  never  performed, 
tfaough  he  took  sufficient  care  that  it  shouM  not  be  forgotten.  The  publication  of  his 
Volunteer  Laureat  procured  him  no  other  reward  than  a  regular  remittance  of  fifty 
pounds. 

He  was  not  so  depressed  by  bis  disappointments  as  to  neglect  any  opporhmrty  that 
was  offered  of  advancmg  his  interest  When  the  princess  Annę  was  married,  he  wrote 
a  poem  n  upon  her  departure,  only,  as  he  declared,  ««  because  it  was  expected  from 
him,"  and  he  was  not  willing  to  bar  his  own  prospects  by  any  appearance  of  neglect. 

He  never  mentioned  any  adrantage  gained  by  this  poem,  or  any  regard  that  was  paid 
to  it;  and  therefore  it  is  likely  that  it  was  considered  at  court  as  an  act  of  duty,  to 
which  he  was  obliged  by  his  dependence,  and  which  it  was  therefore  not  necessary  to 
ieward  by  any  new  favour:  or  perhaps  the  queen  really  intended  his  advaDcemenr* 
and  therefore  thought  it  superfluous  to  larish  presents  npon  a  man  whom  she  intended 
to  establish  for  life. 

About  this  time  not  onry  his  hopes  were  b  danger  of  being  firustrated,  but  his  pen-* 
non  likewise  of  being  obstructed,  by  an  accidental  calumny.  The  writer  of  The 
Daily  Courant,  a  paper  then  published  under  the  direction  of  the  ministry,  charged 
him  whh  a  crime,  which  though  not  very  great  in  itaelf,  would  have  been  remarkably 
bvidious  in  him,  and  might  very  justly  have  incensed  the  queen  against  him.  He  was 
accnsed  by  name  of  influencing  ekctions  against  the  court,  by  appearing  at  the  head 
of  a  Tory  mob ;  nor  dkl  the  accuser  fail  to  aggravate  his  crime,  by  representing  it  as  the 
cfiect  of  the  most  atrocious  ingratitude,  and  a  kind  of  rebellion  against  the  queen,  who 
had  first  preaerved  him  from  an  infamousdeath,  and  afterwanfedistinguished  him  by  her 
fcrour,  and  supported  him  by  her  charity.  The  charge,  as  H  was  open  and  corifident,  was 
fikewise  by  good  fortunę  very  partkular.  The  place  of  the  transaction  was  menlioned, 
and  the  whole.  serfes  of  the  riotert  conduct  related.  This  exactness  madę  Mr.  Savage's 
tindication  easy ;  for  he  neter  had  in  his  life  seen  the  place  which  was  declared  to  be 
the  scenę  of  his  wkkedness,  nor  ever  had  been  present  in  any  town  when  its  represeu- 
tatfres  were  chosen.  This  answer  he  therefore  madę  hastę  to  publisb,  with  all  the  cir> 
cmnstances  necessary  to  make  it  credible ;  and  Tery  reasonably  demanded  that  the  ac- 
cusation  should  be  retracted  in  the  same  paper,  that  he  might  no  longer  suffer  the 
imputation  of  sedition  and  ingratitude.  This  demand  was  likewise  pressed  by  him  in  a 
private  letter  to  the  author  of  the  paper,  who,  either  trusting  to  the  protection  of  those 
whose  defence  he  had  undertaken,  or  having  entertained  sonie  personal  malice  against 
Mr.  Sarage,  or  fearing  lest,  by  retractiog  so  confident  an  assertion,  he  should  impair 
the  credit  of  his  paper,  refuaed  to  gite  him  that  satisfaction. 

Mr.  Savage  therefore  thought  it  necesAry  to  his  own  vindication,  to  prosecute  him 
In  the  king's  bench ;  but  as  he  did  not  fiflfd  any  iii  cffocts  from  the  accusation,  havi.»<* 
samciently  cleared  his  innocence,  he  thought  any  farther  procedurę  would  have  the 
appearance  of  revenge ;  and  therefore  wiliingly  dropped  it 

He  saw  soon  afterwards  a  process  commenced  in  the  same  court  against  himself,  on  an 
ioformation  in  which  he  was  accused  of  writing  and  publisbing  an  obscene  parophlet* 
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IŁ  was  always  Mr.  Savage's  deńre  to  be  distinguished ;  and,  wben  any  controm*}  be* 
canoe  popular,  be  never  wanted  some  reason  for  engaging  in  it  with  great  ardour,  and 
ąppearing  at  tbe  head  of  łhe  party  whicb  be  bad  cbosen,  As  be  was  never  celebrated 
for  bis  prudence,  be  bad  do  sooner  taken  bis  aide,  and  mformed  himself  of  tbe  chief 
topics  of  tbe  dispute,  than  be  took  all  opportuoities  of  asserting  and  propagating  hb 
principles,  witbout  much  regard  to  bis  own  interest,  or  any  other  visible  design  tban 
that  of  drawing  upon  himseljf  tbe  attention  of  mankind. 

Tbe  dispute  between  tbe  bishop  of  London  aud  tbe  cbanceHor  is  well  known  to  have 
been  for  some  time  the  chief  topie  of  political  conversation ;  and  therefore  Mr.  Stwage, 
in  pursuance  of  his  character,  endeavoured  to  become  conspicuous  among  the  contro* 
vertists  with  which  erery  coffee-bouse  was  fiiled  on  tbat  occasion.  He  was  an  indefa- 
tigable  opposer  of  all  the  claims  of  ecclesiastical  power,  though  he  did  not  know  on 
what  they  were  founded ;  and  was  therefore  no  friend  to  the  bishop  of  London.  But 
he  had  another  reason  for  appearing  as  a  warm  advocate  for  Dr.  Kundle ;  for  be  was 
tbe  friend  of  Mr.  Foster  and  Mr.  Thomson,  who  were  the  friends  of  Mr.  Sarage. 

Thus  remote  was  his  interest  in  the  ąuestion,  which,  however,  as  he  imagined,  con- 
cerned  bim  so  nearly,  tbat  it  was  not  sufficient  to  harangue  and  dispute,  but  neceaaiy 
likewise  to  write  upon  it. 

He  therefore  engaged  with  great  ardour  in  a  new  poem,  called  by  bim,  The  Progiem 
of  a  Drfine;  in  which  he  conducts  a  profligate  priest,  by  all  thcfgradations  of  wkked- 
ness,  from  a  poor  curacy  in  the  country  to  the  higbest  preferments  of  the  church ;  and 
describes,  with  that  humour  which  was  natura!  to  nim,  and  that  knowledge  which 
extended  to  all  the  dwersities  of  human  life,  bis  behaviour  in  erery  station;  and  i 
nuaies,  that  tbis  priest,  thus  accompUshed,  found  at  last  a  patron  in  the  bishop  of  London. 
.  Wben  be  was  asked,  by  one  of  his  friends,  on  what  pretence  be  could  charge  tbt 
bishop  with  such  an  action;  he  had  no  morę  to  say  than  that  he  had  only  inrerted  the 
aceusatiou;  and  that  he  thougfat  it  reasonable  to  believe,  that  he  who  obotructed  tbe 
rise  of  a  good  man  witbout  reason,  would  for  bad  reasons  promote  tbe  exaltatioo  of  a 
rillain. 

.  Tbe  clergy  were  universally  provoked  by  tbis  satire ;  and  Savage,  who,  as  was  hą 
constant  practice,  bad  set  his  name  to  his  performance,  was  censured  in  The  WeeUy 
Miscellany  M  whh  severiry,  which  he  did  not  seem  inclroed  to  forgeL 

*  A  fhort  satire  wat  likewise  published  in  the  same  peper,  m  which  wers  the  fbUowłng  Unss; 

For  cruel  murder  doomM  to  hempen  death, 
Serage  by  royal  grace  prolom/d  bis  breath. 
Well  might  you  thmk  he  spent  his  futurę  yeeif 
In  prayer,  and  fastmg,  and  repentant  tears, 
—But,  O  ram  hope !  —tbe  troly  Satage  cries, 
«  Priests,  and  thetr  slarish  doetrines,  I  despis% 
ghalll 

Who  by  f  ree-thinking  to  free  action  ttVd, 

In  midnight  brawls  a  deathless  name  acąuiiM, 

Now  stoop  to  learn  of  ecclesiastic  men  ?— 

—  No,  arm'd  with  rhyme,  at  priests  I  HI  take  my  ainy 

Though  prudence  bids  me  murder  bot  thetr  nne.n 

Weekly  Miscellany. 

An  antwer  was  published  in  The  Gentlemani  Magazme,  written  by  an  unknojm  band,  frssa  ibic* 
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But  a  return  of  invective  was  not  thought  a  sufficient  puuishnient.  The  court  of 
king's  bench  was  therefore  moved  against  hiro ;  and  be  was  óbliged  to  return  an  answer 
to  a  charge  of  obscenity.  It  was  ufged  in  his  defence,  tbat  obscenity  was  criminal 
wfaen  it  was  intended  to  proraote  the  practice  of  vice;  but  that  Mr.  Savage  had  only 
mtfoduced  obscene  ideas,  with  the  view  of  exposing  them  to  detestation,  and  of  amend- 
iog  the  age  by  sbowing  the  defonnity  of  wickedness.  Tbis  plea  was  admitted ;  and 
sir  Philip  Yorke,  who.  then  presided  in  that  court,  dismissed  the  information  with  en- 
eomiums  upon  the  purity  and  ezcellence  of  Mr.  Savage's  writings.  The  prosecution, 
however,  answered  in  some  measure  the  purpose  of  those  by  whom  it  was  set  on  foot ; 
for  Mr.  Savage  was  so  far  intimidated  by  it,  that,  when  Uie  edition  of  his  poem  was 
sold,  he  did  not  venture  to  reprint  k ;  so  that  it  was  in  a  short  time  forgotten,  or  for* 
gotteń  by  all  but  those  whom  it  oflended, 

It  is  said,  that  some  endeavours  were  used  to  incense  the  queen  againsl  hira :  but  he 
found  advocates  to  obviate  at  least  part  of  their  effect ;  for,  though  he  was  never  ad* 
Tanced,  he  still  continued  to  recehre  his  pension. 

This  poenx  drew  niore  infamy  upon  hira  than  any  incident  of  his  life ;  and,  as  his 
conduct  cannot  be  vindicated,  it  is  proper  to  secure  his  memory  from  reproacb,  by  iu- 
fonning  those  whom  he  madę  his  enemies,  that  he  never  intended  to  repeat  the  pro- 
wcation ;  and  that,  though  whenerer  he  thought  he  had  any  reason  to  complain  of  the 
dergy,  he  used  to  threaten  them  with  a  new  edition  of  The  Progress  of  a  Dńrine,  it 
was  his  calm  and  settled  resolution  to  suppress  it  for  ever. 

ShtfoUowing  fines  areselected: 

TransformM  by  thoughtfoss  raga,  and  midnight  wint, 
Arom  maUce  free,  and  pushM  without  design  ; 
In  equal  brawl  if  Savage  lungłd  a  thrust, 
And  brought  the  youth  a  victim  to  the  dust; 
So  strong  the  hand  of  accident  appeari , 
The  royal  hand  from  gufli  and  Tengeanoe  elear*. 

Instead  of  watling  *  all  thy  futurę  years, 
Sarage,  in  prayer  and  vain  repentant  tean,' 
Eacert  thy  pen  to  mend  a  róious  age, 
To  curb  the  priest,  and  sink  his  high-church  raga^ 
To  show  what  frauds  the  holy  vestment8  hide, 
The  nests  of  aT'rice,  lust,  and  pedant  pride : 
Tlien  change  the  scenę,  let  merit  brightly  ihine, 
And  round  the  patriot  twist  the  wreath  ditine ; 
The  hea^nly  goide  delhrer  down  to  nme;  » 

In  well-tnnM  lays  transmit  a  Postert  name  } 
Touch  er*ry  passkm  with  harmonkms  art, 
Snlt  the  genras,  and  correct  the  beart, 
Thos  futurę  times  ahall  royal  grace  extol; 
Thos  poli*h'd  lines  thy  present  famę  enroL 

■  ■   " Bot  grant""  ■■  ■ '»  * 


-Maliciously  tbat  Savage  phmgM  the  rteel, 


And  madę  the  youth  Ht  ihining  vengeance  feel ; 
My  aoul  abbora  the  act,  the  man  detests, 
But  morę  the  bigotry  in  priestly  breasts. 

Gentleman*!  Magasine,  May  1735.    Dr.  /. 

T  2 
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He  once  intended  to  have  madę  a  better  reparation  for  the  fohy  or  injustlce  wifii 
which  he  might  be  cbarged,  by  writing  another  poem  called  The  Progress  of  a  Free- 
thinker,  whom  he  intended  \ o  lead  through  all  the  stages  of  vice  and  folly,  to  convert 
him  from  virtue  to  wickedness,  and  from  religiontoinfidelity,  by  all  the  modish  sophń- 
try  used  for  that  puipose ;  and  at  last  to  dismiss  him  by  his  own  hand  into  the  otbet 
world. 

That  he  did  not  execute  this  design  is  a  real  loss  to  mankind ;  for  he  was  too  wefl 
acąuajnted  with  all  the  scenes  of  debauchery  to  have  failed  in  his  representatioiis  of 
them,  and  too  zealous  for  virtue  not  to  have  represented  them  in  such  a  manner  aa 
should  expose  them  either  to  ridicule  or  detestatioru 

But  this  plan  was,  like  others,  fonned  and  laid  aside,  till  the  vigour  of  his  imagma- 
tion  was  spent,  and  the  effenrescence  of  invention  had^ubsided;  but  soon  gave  way  ta 
•orne  other  design,  whkh  pleased  by  its  norelty  for  a  while,  and  then  was  neglected  like 
the  formen 

He  was  stul  in  bis  usual  exigencies,  baving  no  certaiit  support  but  the  pension  allow- 
ed  him  by  the  queen,  which,  though  it  might  have  kept  an  exact  economist  jGrom  want, 
was  very  far  from  being  sufficient  for  Mr.  Savage,  who  bad  never  been  accnstomed  to 
dismiss  any  of  his  appetftes  without  the  gratification  which  they  solicited,  and  whom 
nothing  but  want  of  money  withheld  from  partaking  of  every  pleasure  that  fell  within 
bis  view. 

His  conduct  with  regard  to  his  pension  was  Tery  particuhr.  No  sooner  bad  he 
changed  the  bill,  than  he  vanished  from  the  sight  of  all  his  acąuaintance,  and  lay  for 
some  time  out  of  the  reach  of  all  the  inąuiries  that  friendship  or  curioshy  could  make 
after  him.  At  length  he  appeared  again,  pennyless  as  before,  but  nerer  informed  even 
those  whont he  seemed  to  regard  mosty  where  he  had  been;  nor  was  his  retreat  e*er 
discovered. 

This  was  his  constant  practke  during  the  whole  time  that  he  recehred  the  pension  from 
the  queen :  he  regularly  disappeared  and  returned.  He,  indeed,  affirmed  that  he  re- 
tired  to  study,  and  that  the  money  supported  him  in  solitude  for  many  montbs ;  bat 
his  friends  declared,  that  the  short  time  in  wbich  it  was  spent  sufficiently  confuted  hi» 
own  account  of  bis  conduct. 

His  politeness  and  his  wit  stfll  raised  him  friends,  who  were  desirous  of  settńig  hm* 
at  length  free  from  that  indigęnce  by  which  Ije  had  been  bitherto  oppressed  ;  and 
therefore  solicited  sir  Robert  Walpolę  in  bis  favour  with  so  much  earoestness,  ł*Hł 
they  obtained  a  promise  of  the  next,  place  tljat  should  become  vacant,  not  eaceeding 
two  hundrfed  pouuds  a  year.  This  promise  was  madę  with  an  uncommon  decflan- 
tion,  "  that  it  was  not  the  promise  of  a  minister  to  a  petitioner,  but  of  a  fnend  to  łat 
friend." 

Mr.  SaTage  now  concluded  himself  set  at  ease  fpr  ever,  and,  as  he  observes  m  a  poem 
written  onJhat  incident  of  his  life,  trusted  and  was  trusted ;  but  soon  fooad  tfa^  fak 
confidence  was  ill-grounded,  and  this  friendly  promise  was  not  umołable.  He 
a  long  time  in  solicitations,  and  at  last  despaired  and  desisted. 

He  did  not  indeed  deny  that  he  had  given  the  minister  some  reason  to  beliere  »fa» 
he  should  not  strengthen  bis  own  interest  by  ądvancing  him,  for  he  had  taken  caie  to 
distinguish  himself  in  cofige-housęs  as  an  adyocatę  for  the  minisitry  of  the  last  yeara  ef 
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qneen  Annę,  and  was  always  ready  to  jnstify  the  conduct,  and  exalt  the  character,  of 
lord  Bolingbroke,  whom  he  meritions  with  great  regard  in  an  Epistle  upon  Authors, 
which  he  wrote  about  that  time,  but  was  too  wise  to  publisb,  and  of  which  only  some 
fiagments  have  appeared,  inserted  by  him  in  the  Magazine  after  his  retirement. 

To  despair  was  not,  however,  the  character  of  Savage ;  when  one  patronage  failed» 
he  had  recourse  to  another.  The  prince  was  now  extremely  popular,  and  had  very 
fiberally  rewarded  the  merit  of  some  writers  whom  Mr.  Savage  did  not  think  superior 
to  himself ;  and  therefore  he  resolved  to  address  a  poem  to  him. 

For  this  purpose  he  madę  chotce  of  a  subject  which  could  regard  only  persona  of  the 
highest  rank  and  greatest  affluence,  and  which  was  therefore  proper  for  a  poem  intended 
to  procure  the  patronage  of  a  prioce ;  and,  having  retired  tor  some  time  to  Richmond, 
that  he  migbt  prosecute  his  design  in  fuli  tranquil]ity,  without  the  temptations  of  pleasure, 
or  the  solicitatioDB  of  creditors,  by  which  his  meditations  were  in  equal  danger  of  being 
disconcerted,  he  produced  a  poem  On  Public  Spirit,  with  regard  to  Public  Works. 

The  plan  of  this  poem  te  very  extensive,  abd  comprises  a  mułtitude  of  topicks,  eacb 
of  which  might  furnish  matter  sufficient  for  a  long  performance,  and  of  which  some 
have  already  employed  morę  eminent  writers ;  but,  as  he  was  perhaps  not  fnlly  ac- 
quainted  with  the  whole  extent  of  his  own  design,  and  was  writing  to  obtain  a  supply 
of  wants  too  pressing  to  admit  of  long  or '  accurate  inąuiries,  he  passes  negtigently 
over  many  pubhc  worka,  which,  even  in  his  own  opinion,  deserved  to  be  morę  elabo* 
rately  treated. 

Bot,  though  he  may  sometimes  disappoint  his  reader  by  transient  touches  upon  these 
sobjects,  which  have  often  been  considered,  and  therefore  naturally  raise  expectations, 
he  mustbe  allowed  amply  to  compensate  his  omissions,  by  expatiating,  in  the  cbnclusion 
of  his  work,  upon  a  kind  of  beneficence  not  yet  celebrated  by  any  eminent  poet,  though 
h  now  appears  morę  susceptible  of  embellishments,  morę  adapted  tQ  exalt  the  ideas, 
and  aflect  the  passions,  than  many  of  those  which  have  hitherto  been  thought  most 
wortby  of  the  ornaments  of  verse.    The  settlement  of  colonies  in  uninhabited  coun- 
tries,  the  establishment  of  those  iu  security  whose  roisfortunes  hate  madę  their  own 
country  no  longer  pleasing  or  safe,  the  acąuisition  of  property  without  injury  to  any, 
the  appropriation  of  the  waste  and  luxuriaot  bounties  of  naturę,  and  the  eujoyment  of 
those  gifts  which  Heaven  has  scattered  upon  regions  uncultivated  and  nnoccupied,  cannot 
be  considered  without  giving  rise  to  a  great  number  of  pleasing  ideas,  and  bewildering 
the  imagination  in  delightfui  prospects;  and  therefore,  whatever  speculations  they  may 
produce  in  those  who  havc  confiii^d  themsehres  to  political  studies,  naturally  fixec^the 
attemion,  and  excited  the  applausc,  of  a  poet.    The  politician,  when  he  ćonsiders  men 
driven  into  other  countries  for  shelter,  and  obliged  to  retire  to  forests  and  deserts,  and 
pass  their  lives,  and  fix  their  posterity,  in  the  remotest  corners  of  the  world,  to  avoid 
those  bardships  which  they  sufler  or  fear  in  their  native  place,  may  very  properly  iu- 
qoiie,  why  the  legislature  does  not  provide  a  remedy  for  these  miseries,  rather  than 
encourage  an  escape  from  them.    He  may  conclude  that  the  rligbt  of  every  honest  man 
k  a  lott  to  the  commumty ;  that  those  who  are  unhappy  without  guiit  ought  to  be  re- 
£eved;  and  the  life  which  is  overburthened  by  accidental  calamities  set  at  ease  by  the 
care  of  the  pahlic ;  and  that  those  who  have  by  misconduct  forfeited  thehr  claira  to 
Avour,  onghtratber  to  be  nade  useful  to  the  society  which  they  have  ipjured,  than  be 
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driven  from  it.  But  the  poct  u  emplojed  in  a  morę  pleasing  undertahing  than  that  of 
proposing  laws  which,  howerer  just  or  espedient,  will  never  be  madę ;  or  endearourittg 
to  reduce  to  rational  sebemes  of  governmeot  societies  which  were  fonned  by  chance, 
and  are  conducted  by  the  private  passions  of  those  who  preside  in  them.  He  guides 
the  unhappy  fugitive,  from  want  and  persecution,  to  plenty,  quiet,  and  security,  and 
seata  bim  iii  scenes  of  peaceful  solitude,  and  undisturbed  repoae. 

Savage  has  not  forgotten,  amidst  the  pleaaiog  sentimeots  which  this  prospect  of  re- 
tirement  suggested  to  hitu,  to  censure  those  orimes  which  have  been  generally  committed 
by  the  discoverera  of  new  regions,  and  to  expose  the  enormous  wkkedness  of  making 
war  upon  barbarous  nations  because  they  caruiot  resist,  and  of  invading  coootries 
because  they  are  fruitful ;  of  exteuding  navigatioo.  only  to  propagate  nce,  and  of  visit- 
ing  distant  lands  only  to  lay  them  waste.  He  has  asserted  the  natura!  eąuality  of 
mankind,  and  endearoured  to  suppress  that  pride  which  inclines  men  to  imagine  that 
right  is  the  conseąuence  of  power* 

His  description  of  the  various  miseries  which  force  men  to  seek  for  refuge  in  distant 
countrjeś,  afibrds  another  instance  of  his  proficiency  in  the  important  and  ezteosm 
study  of  1m..uui  life,;  and  the  tenderness  with  which  he  recounts  them,  another  proof 
of  his  humanity  and  benevolence. 

It  is  obs?rvable  that  the  close  of  this  poem  discorers  a  change  which  eaperieoce  had 
madę  in  Mr.  Savage's  opinions.  In  a  poem  written  by  bim  in  his  yoath,  and  publisbed 
in  his  Miscellauies,  he  declares  his  contempt  of  the  contracted  views  and  narrow  pros- 
pects  of  the  mkldie  state  of  life,  and  deckires  his  resolution  either  to  tower  like  the  cedar, 
or  be  trampled  like  the  shrub ;  but  in  this  poem,  though  addressed  to  a  prince,  be 
inentions  tliis  state  of  life  as  comprising  those  who  ought  most  to  attract  reward,  those 
who  merit  most  the  confidence  of  power  and  the  familiarity  of  greatness ;  and,  acciden- 
tally  mentioning  this  passage  to  one  of  his  friends,  declared,  that  in  his  opinion  all  the 
virtue  of  mankind  was  comprehended  in  that  state* 

In  describing  villas  and  gardens,  he  did  not  omit  to  condemn  tbat  absurd  custom 
which  prevails  among  the  English,  of  permitting  servants  to  receire  money  from  stran- 
gers  for  tbe  entertainsnent  that  they  receive,  and  therefore  inserted  in  bis  poem  tbesą 
lines: 

But  what  the  flow^ring  prido  of  gardens  rare, 

Howerer  ruyal,  or  however  fair, 

If  gates,  which  to  acoen  thould  still  grre  way, 

Ope  but,  like  Peter*!  paradise,  for  pay ; 

if  penptisited  varleta  frequent  stand, 

And  each  new  walk  most  a  new  taz  demand; 

What  fbreign  cye  but  with  contempt  gurreys  ? 

What  Muse  shall  from  oblivion  snatch  their  preise? 

But  before  the  publication  of  his  performance  he  recoUected,  that  the  queen  aDowed 
•ber  garden  and  cave  at  Richmond  to  be  shown  for  money;  and  that  che  so  openly 
countenanced  the  practice,  that  she  had  bestowed  the  privilege  of  showing  them  as  a 
place  of  profit  ona  roan,  whose  merit  she  valued  heraelf  upon  rewarding,  though  she  gave 
him  only  the  liberty  of  disgracing  his  country, 

He  therefore  thought,  with  morę  prudence  than  was  often  exerted  by  bim,  that  Hit 
publication  of  these  lines  might  be  officioiisly  represented  at  an  insult  upon  the  quecav 
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towhom  be  owcd  hislife  and  his  subsistence;  aod  ihat  tbe  propriety  of  his  observation 
would  be  no  security  against  tbe  censures  which  the  unseasonableness  of  it  might 
diaw  upon  bim ;  be  tbereforc  suppcessed  tbe  passage  in  the  first  edition,  bat  after  the 
queen's  death  thought  tbe  same  caution  no  longer  necessary,  and  restored  it  to  the 
proper  place. 

The  poem  was,  therefore,  published  without  any  political  ftults,  and  inscribed  to  the 
priuce;  but  Mr.  Savage,  having  no  friend  upon  whom  be  eould  preyail  to  present  it  to 
bim,  nad  no  other  roethod  of  attracting  his  observation  tban  the  publkation  of  frequent 
ądwtisements,  and  therefore  received  no  reward*  from  his  patron,  however  generous  on 
other  occasions. 

This  disappointment  be  never  mentioned  without  indignatioD,  being  by  some  means 
or  other  eonfident  tbat  tbe  prince  was  not  ignorant  of  his  address  to  nim;  and  insmu- 
ated,  that  if  any  adrances  in  popularity  could  have  been  madę  by  distinguishing  hira, 
he  had  not  written  without  notice,  or  without  reward. 

He  was  once  inclined  to  have  presented  bis  poem  in  person,  and  sent  to  tbe  printer 
for  a  copy  with  that  design ;  but  eithcr  his  opinion  cbanged,  or  his  resolutiou  deserted 
him,  and  he  continued  to  resent  neglect  without  attempting  to  force  himself  into 
regard. 

Nor  was  the  public  much  morę  favourable  tban  his  patron;  for  only  seventy-two 
were  sold,  though  the  performanoe  was  much  commended  by  some  whose  judgment 
in  that  kind  of  writing  is  generally  allowed.  But  Savage  easily  reconciled  himself  to 
mankind,  without  imputing  any  defect  to  his  work,  by  observing  that  his  poem  was 
unluckily  pubbshed  two  days  after  the  prorogarion  of  the  parliament,  and  by  consc- 
quence  at  a  time  when  all  those  who  could  be  expected  to  regard  it  were  in  the  burry 
of  preparing  for  their  departure,  or  engaged  in  taking  leave  of  others  upon  their  dis* 
misskrn  from  public  afiaira. 

It  must  be  bowever  allowed,  in  justi6cation  of  the  public,  that  this  performance  is 
not  the  most  ezceUent  of  Mr.  Savage's  works ;  and  that,  though  it  cannot  be  denied  to 
contain  many  striking  sentiments,  majestic  lines,  and  just  observations,  it  is  m  generał 
not  sufficiently  polished  in  the  language,  or  enlivened  in  the  imagery,  or  digested  in  the 
plan. 

Thus  his  poem  contributed  nothing  to  tbe  alleviation  of  his  poTerty,  which  was  such 
as  tery  few  could  have  supported  with  equal  patience;  but  to  which,  it  must  iikewise 
be  confessed,  tbat  few  would  have  been  exposed  who  receńred  punctually  fifty  pounds 
a  year ;  a  salary  whicb,  though  by  no  means  equal  to  the  demands  of  Tanity  and  luxury, 
is  yet  fbund  sumaent  to  support  fkmilies  abo?e  want,  and  was  undoubtedly  morę  tban 
the  necessities  of  life  reąuire. 

But  no  sooner  had  he  received  his  pension,  tban  he  withdrew  to  his  darling  privacy, 
from  which  he  retnrned  in  a  short  time  to  his  former  dbtress,  and  for  some  part  of  the 
year  generally  lived  by  chance,  eating  only  when  ba  was  mvited  to  the  tables  of  his  ac- 
auaintances,  from  which  the  meanness  of  his  dress  often  excluded  him,  when  the  po* 
fiteness  and  yariety  of  his*  comrersation  would  have  been  thought  a  sufficient  recompense 
for  his  entertainment 

He  lodged  as  much  by  accident  ashedined,  andpassed  tbenigntrsometimesin  mean 
houses,  whicb  are  set  open  at  night  to  any  casual  wanderers,  sometimes  in  ceUaiś 
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among  the  riot  and  filth  of  the  meanest  and  most  profligate  of  the  rabble;  and 
times,  when  he  had  not  money  to  support  even  the  expenses  of  these  receptades,  walked 
about  the  streets  till  he  was  weary,  and  lay  down  in  the  summer  upon  a  bulk,  or  in 
the  winter,  with  his  associates  in  poverty,  among  the  asbes*>f  a  glass-house. 

In  this  mauner  were»passcd  those  days  and  those  nights  which  naturę  had  enabled 
him  to  have  employed  in  elevated  speculations,  useful  studies,  or  pleasing  conyersaiion. 
On  a  bulk,  in  a  cellar,  or  in  a  glass-house,  among  thieyes  and  beggars,  was  to  be 
found  the  author  of  The  Wanderer,  the  man  of  exalted  sentiments,  extensive  yiews,  and 
curious  obserrations ;  the  man  whose  remarks  on  life  might  hayeassisted  the  statesnan, 
whose  ideas  of  virtue  might  have  enlightened  the  moralist,  whose  eloquence  might  lurre 
influenced  senates,  and  whose  delicacy  might  have  poiished  courts. 

It  całinot  but  be  imagined  that  such  necessities  might  sometimes  force  him  npon 
disreputable  practkes;  and  it  is  probable  that  these  lines  in  The  Wanderer  were  oc- 
casioned  by  his  reflections  on  his  own  conduct : 

Though  misery  leads  to  happincss,  and  truth, 

Uneąual  to  the  load  this  languid  youtb, 

(O,  let  nooe  oensure,  if,  untricd  by  griefy  v 

If,  amidst  woe,  untempted  by  relief) 

He  stoop'd  reluctant  to  Iow  arts  of  sbame, 

Which  then,  ev'n  then,  he  scornM,  and  bluahM  to  name.' 

Whoever  was  acąuainted  with  him  was  certain  to  be  solicited  for  smali  sunis,  which 
the  freąuency  of  the  reąuest  madę  in  time  considerable  ;  and  he  was  therefore  ąuickly 
shunned  by  those  who  were  become  familiar  enough  to  be  trusted  with  his  necessities; 
but  his  rambling  manner  of  life,  and  constaut  appearance  at  houses  of  public  resort, 
always  procured  him  a  new  succession  of  friends,  whose  kindness  had  not  been  ex- 
hausted  by  repeated  requests ;  so  that  he  was  seldoni  absolutely  without  resoarces, 
but  had  in  his  utmost  exigencies  this  comfort,  that  he  always  imagined  himself  surę  of 
speedy  relief. 

It  was  observed,  that  he  always  asked  favours  of  this  kind  without  the  least  submts- 
sion  or  apparent  consciousness  of  dependence,  and  that  he  did  not  seem  to  look  upon 
a  compliance  with  his  reąuest  as  an  obligation  that  desetved  any  extraordinary  acknow- 
ledgments ;  but  a  refusai  was  resented  by  him  as  an  affront,  or  compkuned  of  as  an 
injury ;  nor  did  he  readily  reconcile  himself  to  those  who  either  denied  to  lend,  or 
gave  him  afterwards  any  intimation  that  they  expected  to  be  repaid. 

He  was  sometimes  so  far  compassionated  by  those  who  knew  both  his  merit  and 
distresses,  tliat  they  received  him  into  their  families,  but  they  soon  discovered  him  to 
be  a  very  incommodious  inmate ;  for,  being  always  accuslomed  to  an  irregular  man- 
ner of  life,  he  could  not  confine  himself  to  auy  stated  hours,  or  pay  any  regard  to 
the  rules  of  a  family,  but  would  prolong  his  conversation  till  midnight,  without  consi- 
dering  that  business  might  reąuire  his  friends  application  in  the  morning ;  and,  when 
he  had  persuaded  himself  to  retire  to  bed,  was  not  without  equal  difficulty  called  op 
to  dinner ;  it  was  therefore  impossible  to  pay  him  any  distinction  without  the  entire 
subversion  of  all  economy,  a  kind  of  establish  mentwhich,  wherever  he  went^  be 
always  appeared  ambitious  to  overthrow. 

It  must,  therefore,  be  acknowledged,  in  justification  of  mankind,  that  it  wąs  not 
always  by  the  negligence  or  coldness  of  his  friends  that  Savage  was  distressed#  but  be* 
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cause  it  was  in  reafity  very  difhcult  to  preserve  him  long  in  a  stele  of  ease.  Ta  sup- 
ply  him  with  money  was  a  hopeless  attempt ;  for  no  sooner  did  he  sec  himself  master 
of  a  sum  sufficient  to  set  him  free  from  care  for  a  day,  than  he  beeame  profuse  and 
luurious.  When  once  he  had  entered  a  tavern,  or  engaged  in  a  seheme  of  pleasurę* 
he  never  retired  Uli  want  of  money  obliged  him  to  some  new  expedient.  If  he  was 
entertained  in  a  family,  nothing  was  any  longer  to  be  regarded  there  but  amusements 
and  jollity ;  wherever  Savage  entered,  he  iimnediately  expected  that  order  and  busi- 
ness should  fly  before  him,  that  all  should  thenceforward  be  left  to  hazard,  and  that 
no  doli  principłe  of  domestic  management  should  be  opposed  to  hb  inclination,  or  m- 
trade  upon  his  gaiety. 

His  distresses,  howeror  afflktwe,  never  dejected  hhn ;  in  his  lowest  state  he  wanted 
not  spirh  to  assert  the  nataral  dignity  of  wit,  and  was  ałways  ready  to  repress  that  in- 
solence  which  the  superiorky  of  fortunę  mcited,  and  to  trampie  on  that  repotation 
which  rosę  upon  any  other  basis  than  that  of  merit :  he  never  admitted  any  gross 
nmiliaritieSy  or  submhted  to  be  treated  otherwise  than  as  an  equal.  Once,  when  he 
was  witbout  lodging,  meat,  or  clothes,  one  of  his  fnends,  a  man  indeed  not  remarkable 
for  moderatkm  in  his  prosperity,  left  a  message,  that  he  desired  to  see  him  about  nine 
in  the  morning.  Savage  knew  that  his  intention  was  to  assist  him ;  but  was  very  much 
disgusted  that  he  should  presump  to  prescribe  the  hour  of  his  attendance,  and,  I  be- 
lieve,  refused  to  Tisit  hhn,  and  rejected  his  kindness. 

The  same  hmncible  temper,  whetber  firmness  or  obstinacy,  appeared  in  his  conduct 
to  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  from  whom  he  very  frequently  demahded,  that  the  allowance 
which  was  once  paid  him  should  be  restored ;  but  with  whom  he  never  appeared  to 
entertahi  for  a  moment  the  thought  of  soliciting  a  reconcifiation,  and  whom  he  treated 
at  once  with  all  the  haughtiness  of  superiorhy,  and  all  the  bitterness  of  resentment. 
He  wroteto  him,  not  in  a  style  of  supplication  or  respect,  but  of  reproach,  menace9 
and  contempt ;  and  appeared  determined,  if  he  ever  regained  his  allowance,  to  hołd  it 
only  by  the  right  of  conquest. 

As  many  morę  can  discover  that  a  man  is  richer  than  that  he  is  wiser  than  them- 
sehres,  superiority  of  understanding  is  not  so  readily  acknowledged  as  that  of  fortunę; 
nor  is  that  haughtiness  which  the  consciousness  of  great  abilities  incites  borne  with  the 
same  submission  as  the  tyranny  of  affluence  ;#  and  therefore  Savage,  by  asserting  his 
claim  to  deference  and  regard,  and  by  treating  those  with  contempt  whom  better  for- 
tunę ammated  to  rebel  against  him,  did  not  fail  to  raise  a  great  number  of  enemies  in 
the  different  classes  of  mankind.  Inose  who  thought  themselves  raised  above  him  by 
the  advantages  of  riehes,  hated  him  because  they  found  no  protection  from  the  pętu- 
lance  of  his  wit.  -  Those  who  were  esteemed  furtheir  writings  feared  him  as  a  critic, 
and  mahgned  him  as  a  rival ;  and  almost  all  the  smaller  wits  were  his  professed 
enemies. 

Among  these  Mr.  Miller  so  far  mdulged  his  resentment  as  to  introduce  htm  in  a 
Jarce,  and  direct  him  to  be  personated  on  the  stage,  m  a  dress  like  that  which  he 
then  wore;  a  mean  insult,  whkh  only  insinuated  that  Savage  had  but  one  coat,  and 
whkh  was  therefore  despised  by  him  rather  than  resented ;  for,  though  he  wrote  a 
bunpoon  against  Miller,  he  nerer  printed  it:  and  as  no  other  person  ought  to  prose- 
cnte  that  revenge  from  whkh  the  person  who  was  injured  desisted,  I  shallnotpreserve 
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what.Mr.  Sayage  suppressed;  of  wfaich  the  pabltcation  woold  m&pd  have  beat  a 
punishment  too  severe  for  so  impotent  an  assault. 

'  The  great  hardships  of  poverty  were  to  Savage  not  the  want  of  lodging  or  of  food9 
but  the  neglect  and  contempt  which  it  drew  upon  him.  He  complained  tbat,  as  his 
afiairs  grew  despeiate,  be  found  his  reputation  for  capacity  yisibly  decline;  that  his 
opinion  in  questions  of  criticism  was  no  longer  regarded,  when  his  coat  was  out  of 
fashion ;  and  that  those  who,  in  the  intenral  of  his  prosperity,  were  aiways  encourag- 
ing  him  to  great  underfakings  by  encomiums  on  his  genius  and  assurances  of  success, 
now  received  any  mention  of  his  designs  with  coldness,  thought  that  the  subjects  on 
which  he  proposed  to  write  were  Tery  difficolt,  and  were  ready  to  iflform  him,  that 
the  event  of  a  poem  wat  uncertain,  that  an  autbor  onght  to  employ  much  time  in 
the  consideration  of  bis  plan,  ąud  not  presnme  to  sit  dowo-to  write  in  coufidence  of  a 
few  cursory  ideas,  and  a  superficial  knowledge ;  diflicultieft  were  started  dn  all  sides,  and 
be  was  no  longer  qualified  for  any  performance  bot  The  Yolunteer  Laureat 

Yet  even  tfais  kind  of  contempt  never  depiessed  him ;  for  hj  aiways  piesenred  a 
steady  confidence  in  his  own  capacity*  and  believed  nothing  above  his  reach  which  he 
should  at  any  time  earnestiy  endeayour  to  attuin.  He  formed  schenAes  of  the  same 
kind  with  regard  to  knowledge  and  to  fortunę,  and  flattered  himself  with  advances  to 
be  madę  in  science,  as  with  rjchcs,  to  be  eąjoyed  in  sonp  distant  period  of  his  life.  For 
the  acąuisition  of  knowledge  he  wąi  indeed  far  better  ąualified  than  for  that  of  riches; 
for  he  was  naturally  inquisitive9  and  desirous  of  the  conversation  of  those  firom  whom 
any  information  was  to  be  obtained,  but  by  no  means  solicitous  to  improve  those  op- 
portunities  tbat  were  sometimes  offieied  of  raising  his  fortunę ;  and  be  was  remarkably 
retentive  of  his  ideas,  which,  when  once  he  was  in  possession  of  them,  rarely  foisook 
him ;  a  quality  which  could  never  be  comrounicated  to  his  money. 

Wbile  he  was  thus  wearing  out  bis  life  in  espectation  that  the  queen  would  some  time 
recollect  her  promise,  he  had  recourse  to  the  usuai  practke  of  wrifeis,  and  published 
proposals  for  printing  bis  worki  by  subscription,  to  which  he  was  encouraged  by  the 
success  of  many  who  had  not  a  better  right  to  the  fayour  of  the  public ;  but,  whaterer 
was  the  reason,  he  did  not  find  the  world  eąually  indined  to  fayour  him ;  and  he  ob- 
served  with  some  disconteut,  that,  thoogb  he  offered  his  works  at  bafca-guinea,  be  was 
able  to  procure  but  a  smali  numbcr  in  comparison  with  those  who  subscribed  twioe  as 
much  to  Dudu 

Nor*  was  it  without  indignation  that  he  saw  his  proposals  neglected  by  the  qneea, 
who  patronked  Mr.  Duck  s  with  uncommon  ardour,  and  indted  a  competition*  among 
those  whó  attendęd  tlie  court,  wbo  should  most  promote  his  interest,  and  who  should 
first  offer  a  subscription,  Tlus  was  a  distinction  to  whkh  Mn  Sayage  madę  no  scraple 
of  asserting,  thąt  his  birtb,  bu  misfortunes,  and  his  genius,  gavc  a  fairer  title  than  could 
be  pleaded  by  him  on  whom  it  was  conferraL 

Savage's  applications  were,  boweyer,  not  uniyersally  unsuccessful;  for  some  of  the 
nobility  countenanced  his  design,  encouraged  his  proposals,  and  subscribed  with  gnat 
liberałity.  He  related  bf  the  duke  of  Chandos  particulariy,  that,  upon  receiviog  bb 
proposals,  he  sent  him  ten  guineas.  * 

I  But  tbe  money  which  bis  subscriptions  afibrded  him  was  not  less  voiatil*  than  that 

I*      wbicb  he  received  from  bit  otyer  scbemes;  wbeneyer  a  subscription  was  pajd  him,  be 
{  ■  ' 
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went  to  a  tarem ;  and  a*  money  so  collected  is  necessarily  recefoed  in  smali  sums,  he 
yever  was  able  to  send  his  poems  to  the  press,  but  for  many  years  continaed  his  solicita- 
tion,  and  squancjered  whatever  he  obtained. 

Thisproject  of  printing  his  works  was  freguently  revived;  and  as  his  proposals  gretf 
obsołete,  new  ones  were  printed  with  fresher  dates.  To  form  schemes  for  the  publica- 
tion,  was  one  of  his  favourite  amuseraents ;  nor  was  he  ever  morę  at  ease  than  when, 
with  any  friend  who  readily  fell  in  with  his  schemes,  he  was  adjusting  the  print,  forming 
the  advertisetnęnts,  and  regulatiug  the  dispersiou  -of  his  new  edition,  which  he,  really 
intended  some  time  to  publish,  and  which,  as  long  as  experience  had  shown  him  the 
impossibility  of  printing  the  voIume  together,  he  at  last  determined  to  divide  into 
weekly  or  monthly  numbers,  thąt  the  profits  of  the  first  might  supply  the  eicpenses  of 
the  next. 

Thus  he  spent  his  time  in  mean  expedients  and  tormenting  suspensę,  liviug  for  the 
greatest  part  in  fear  of  prosecutions  from  his  creditors,  and  conseąuentiy  skulking  in 
obscure  parts  of  the  town,  of  which  he  was  no  stranger  to  the  remotest  corners.  But 
wherever  he  came,  his  address  secured  him  friends,  whom  his  necessities  soon  alienated; 
so  that  he  had,  perhaps,  a  morę  numerons  acąuaintance  than  any  man  ever  before 
attained,  there  being  scarcely  any  person  eminent  on  any  account  to  whom  he  was  not 
known,  or  whose  character  he  was  not  iu  some  degree  able  to  delineate. 

To  the  acąuisition  of  this  extensive  acąuaintance  every  circumstance  of  his  life  eon- 
tributed.  He  excelled  in  the  arts  of  conversation,  and  therefore  willingly  practised 
them.  He  had  seldom  any  home,  or  even  a  lodging  in  which  be  could  beprivate;  and 
therefore  was  driven  into  public-houses  for  the  common  conveniences  of  life  and  sup- 
ports  of  naturę*  He  was  always  ready  to  comply  with  e?ery  invitation,  having  no 
employment  to  withhold  him,  and  often  no  money  to  provide  for  himself  ;  and  by  din- 
ing  with  one  company,  he  never  failed  of  obtaining  an  introduction  into  another.  . 

Thos  dissipated  was  his  life,  and  thus  casual  his  subsistence ;  yet  did  not  the  distrac- 
tion  of  his  views  hinder  him  from  reflection,  nor  the  uneertainty  of  his  condition  depress 
his  gaiety.  vWhen  he  had  wandered  about  without  any  fortunate  adventure  by  which 
be  was  led  into  a  tavern,  he  sometimes  retired  into  the  fields,  and  was  able  to  employ 
his  mind  in  study,  or  amuse  it  with  pleasing  imagmationc ;  and  seldom  appeared  to  be 
melancholy,  but  when  some  sudden  misfortune  had  just  fallen  upon  him ;  and  evcn  then 
in  a  few  moments  he  would  disentangle  himself  from  his  perplcxity,  adopt  the  subject 
of  cotwersation,  and  applyliis  raind  wholly  to  the  objects  tbat  others  preseijted  tę  it 

This  life,  unhappy  as  h  may  be  already  imagined,  was  yet  imbittered,  in  1738,  with 
new  calamities.  The  death  of  the  queen  deprived  him  of  all  the>prospects  of  prefer- 
ment  With  which  he  so  longentertained  his  imagination;  and,  As  sir  Robert  Walpole  had 
before  given  him  reason  to  belfcve  that  he  never  intended  the  performance  of  his  pro- 
misę,  he  was  now  abandoned  again  to  fortunę. 

He  was,  howevęr»  at  that  time,  supported  by  a  friend; .  ind  as  it  was  not  his  custom 
to  look  out  for  distant  calamities,  or  to  feel  any  other  pain  than  that  which  forced  itself 
Upon  his  senses,  be  was  not  much  afflicted  at  bis  loss,  ańd  perhaps  comforted  himself 
that  his  p^nsion  would  be  now  continued  without  the  annual  tribute  of  a  panegyric 

Another  expectatk>n  ćontributed  likewise  to  support  him;  he  had  taken  a  resolution 
to  write  ą  second  tragedy  upon  the  story  of  sir  Thomas  Overbury,  in  which  he  preser* 
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ted  a  few  Hnes  of  his  former  play,  but  madę  a  total  alteration  of  tfae  plan,  added  new 
mcidents,  and  introduced  new  characters;  so  that  it  was  a  new  tragedy,  not  a  revival 
of  the  former. 

Many  of  his  friends  blamed  him  for  not  making  choice  of  another  subject ;  buty  in 
vindication  of  himself,  he  asserted,  that  it  was  not  easy  to  find  a  better;  and  that  he 
thought  it  his  interest  to  extinguish  the  memory  of  the  first  tragedy,  which  he  coald  only 
do  by  writing  one  less  defectwe  upon  the  same  story ;  by  which  he  should  entirely  defeat 
the  artifice  of  the  booksellers,  who,  after  the  death  of  any  autbor  of  reputation,  are 
always  industrious  to  swell  his  works,  by  uniting  his  worst  productions  with  his  best. 

In  the  execution  of  this  scheme,  however,  he  proceeded  but  slowly,  and  probably 
only  employed  himself  upon  it  when  he  could  find  no  other  amusement ;  but  he  pleased 
himself  with  counting  the  profits,  and  perbaps  imagined  that  the  theatrical  repntation 
which  he  was  about  to  acquire,  would  beequivalent  to  all  that  he  had  lost  by  the  death 
of  his  patroness. 

He  did  not,  in  confidence  of  his  approaching  riches,  neglect  the  measures  proper  tó 
secure  the  continuance  of  his  pension,  though  some  of  his  fayourers  thought -him  cuł- 
pable  for  omitting  to  write  on  her  death ;  but  on  ber  birth-day  next  year,  he  gave  a 
proof  of  the  solidity  of  hb  judgment,  and  the  power  of  his  genius.  He  knew  that  the 
track  of  elegy  had  been  so  long  beaten,  that  it  was  impossible  to  travel  in  it  without 
treading  in  the  footsteps  of  those  who  had  gone  before  him ;  and  that  therefore  it  was 
necessary,  that  he  might  distinguish  himself  from  the  berd  of  encomiasts,  to  find  out 
some  new  walk  of  funeral  panegyric. 

v  This  difficult  task  he  performed  in  such  a  manner,  that  his  poem  may  be  justly  ranked 
atnong  the  best  pieces  that  the  death  of  princes  has  produced.  By  transferring  the 
mention  of  her  death  to  her  birth-day,  he  has  formed  a  happy  combtnation  of  topics, 
which  any  other  man  would  have  thought  it  very  difficult  to  connect  in  one  view,  but 
which  he  has  united  in  such  a  manner,  that  the  relation  between  them  appears  natural ; 
and  it  may  be  justly  said,  that  what  no  other  man  would  have  thought  on,  it  now  appears 
scarcely  possible  for  any  man  to  miss. 

The  beauty  of  this  pecuhar  combination  of  images  is  so  masterly,  that  it  is  suffident 
to  set  this  poem  abovc  censure;  and  therefore  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention  many  other 
delicate  touches  which  may  be  found  in  it,  and  which  would  deservedly  be  admired  m 
any  other  performance. 

To  tbese  proofs  of  his  genius  may  be  added,  from  the  same  poem,  an  instanoe  of  his 
prudence,  an  excellence  for  which  he  was  not  so  often  distinguished ;  he  does  not  forget 
to  reraind  the  king,  in  the  most  delicate  and  artful  manner,  of  continuing  his  pension. 

With  regard  to  the  success  of  this  address,  he  was  for  some  time  in  sruspence,  but  was 
in  no  great  degree  solicitous  about  it;  and  continued  his  labour  upon  his  new  tragedy 
with  great  tranąuillity,  till  the  friend  who  had  fora  cbnsiderable  time  sopported  him, 
removing  his  family  to  another  place,  took  occasion  to  dismiss  him.  It  tfaen  became 
necessary  to  inquire  morę  diligently  what  was  determined  in  his  affiur,  hariug  reasón  to 
stispect  that  no  great  favour  was  intended  him,  because  he  had  not  iecehed  his  pension 
at  the  usual  time. 

It  is  said,  that  he  did  not  take  those  methods  of  retrieving  his  interest,  which  weta 
most  likely  to  succeed ;  and  some  of  those  who  were  employed  in  the  exchequer,  ca» 
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(fcmed kim  atgamst  too  much  violence  in  his  proceedings;  but  Mr.  Savage>  who  geldom 
fegulated  his  conduct  by  łhe  advice  of  others,  gave  way  to  his  passion,  and  demaaded 
of  sir  Robert  Walpole,  at  his  levee,  the  reason  of  the  distinction  that  was  madę  betweeu 
him  and  the  other  pensioners  of  the  queen,  with  a  degree  of  roughness  which  perhaps 
determined  him  to  withdraw  what  had  been  only  ćklayed. 

Whaterer  was  the  crime  of  which  be  was  accused  or  suspected,  and  whaterer  influ- 
ence was  employed  against  him,  he  receired  soon  after  an  account  that  took  from  him 
all  hopes  of  regaining  his  pension ;  and  he  had  now  no  prospect  of  subsistence  but  from 
his  play,  and  he  knew  no  way  of  living  lor  the  time  required  to  finish  iŁ 

So  peculiar  were  the  misfortunes  of  this  mau,  deprived  of  an  estate  and  title  by  a 
partkuiar  law,  exposed  and  abandoned  by  a  molher,  defrauded  by  a  mother  of  a  fortunę 
which  his  fatber  had  allotted  him,  he  entered  the  world  without  a  friend ;  and  though 
his  abilities  forced  themselves  into  esteem  and  reputation,  he  was  never  able  to  obtain 
any  rea)  adwntage;  and  whatever  prospects  arose,  were  always  intercepted  as  he  began 
to  approach  them.  The  king's  intentions  in  his  fevour  Were  frustrated;  his  dedication 
to  the  prince,  whose  generosity  on  e?ery  other  occasion  was  eniinent,  procured  him  no 
reward ;  sir  Robert  Walpole,  who  valued  himself  upon  keeping  his  promise  to  others, 
broke  it  to  him  without  regret ;  and  the  bounty  of  the  queen  was,  after  her  death,  with- 
drawn  from  him,  and  from  him  only* 

Soch  were  his  misfortunes,  which  yet  he  borę,  not  only  with  decency,  but  with  cheer* 
fulnes;  nor  was  his  gaiety  clouded  even  by  his  last  disappointments,  though  he  was  in 
a  short  time  reduced  to  the  lowest  degree  of  distress,  and  often  wanted  both  lodging 
and  food.  At  this  time  he  gave  another  instance  of  the  insurmountable  obstinacy  of 
bis  spirit;  his  clothes  were  wora  out ;  and  be  received  notice,  that  at  a  coffee-bouse  some 
clothes  and  linen  were  left  for  him :  the  person  who  sent  them  did  not,  I  believe,  inform 
him  to  whom  he  was  to  be  obliged,  that  he  might  spare  the  perp!exity  of  acknowledging 
tbe  benefit;  but  though  the  ofier  was  so  far  generous,  it  was  madę  with  some  neglect 
of  cereroonies,  which  Mr.  Savage  so  much  resented,  that  he  refused  the  preśent,  and 
declined  to  enter  the  house  Uli  the  clothes  that  had  been  designed  for  him  were  taken 

away.  % 

His  distress  was  now  publicly  known,  and  his  friends  therefore  thought  it  proper  to 
concert  some  measures  for  his  relief;  and  one  of  them  wrote  a  lętter  to  him,  in  which 
be  expressed  his  concern  "for  the  miserable  withdrawing  of  his  pension;"  andgave  him 
łiopes,  that  in  a  short  time  he  should  find  himself  supplied  with  a  competeuce, "  without 
any  dependeuce  on  those  little  creatures  which  we  are  pleased  to  cali  the  Great" 

The  scheme  proposed  for  this  happy  and  independent  subsistence  was,  that  he  should 
fetire  into  Wales,  and  receiw  an  allowance  of  fifty  poundś  a  year,  to  be  raised  by  a 
subscription,  on  which  he  was  to  live  privately  in  a  cheap  place,  without  aspiring  anj 
itiore  to  affloence,  or  hawng  any  farther  care  of  reputation. 

This  offer  Mr.  Savage  gladly  accepted,  though  with  intentions  very  different  from 
those  of  his  friends ;  for  tbey  proposed  that  he  should  continife  an  exile  from  London 
for  ever,  and  spend  all  the  remainiąg  part  of  his  life  at  Swaosea;  but  he  desigued  only 
to  take  tbe  opportunity,  which  their  scheme  offered  him,  of  retreating  for  a  short  time, 
that  he  migbt  prepare  Jiis  play  for  the  stage,  and  his  other  works  for  the  press,  and  theij 
tetum  to  London  to  exhibit  his  tragedy,  and  live  upon  the  profits  of  hisown  labour. 
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With  regard  to  his  works,  he  proposed  very  great  improtements,  which  woufd  hav* 
reąuired  much  time,  or  great  application ;  and,  when  he  had  finished  thein,  he  designed 
to  do  justice  to  his  subscribers,  by  publishing  them  according  to  his  proposab. 

As  he  was  ready to  entertain  himself  with  futurę  pleasures,  he  had  planned  out  a  scheme 
of  life  for  the  country,  of  which  be  had  no  knowledge  but  frorn  pastorals  and  songs. 
He  imagined  that  he  should  be  transported  to  scenes  of  flowery  felicity,  like  those  which 
one  poet  has  reflected  to  anothcr ;  and  had  projected  a  perpetual  round  of  innocent 
pleasures,  of  which  he  suspected  no  iuterruption  frotn  pride,  or  ignorance,  or  bnitality. 

With  these  expectations  he  was  so  enchanted,  that  when  he  was  once  gently  re- 
proached  by  a  friend  for  submitting  to  live  upon  a  subscription,  and  advised  rafher  by 
aresolute  exertion  of  his  abilities  to  support  himself,  hecould  not  bear  to  debar  hfcnself 
lirom  the  happiness  which  was  to  be  found  in  the  calm  of  a  cottage,  or  lose  the  oppor- 
tunity  of  listening,  without  intermission,  to  tłie  nielody  of  the  nightmgale,  which  he 
believed  was  to  be  heard  from  every  bramble,  and  which  he  did  not  taił  to  mention  as 
a  yery  important  part  of  the  happiness  of  a  country  life. 

While  this  scheme  was  ripening,  his  friends  directed  him  to  take  a  lodging  in  the 
liberties  of  the  Fleet,  that  he  might  be  secure  from  his  creditors;  and  sent  him  ereiy 
Monday  a  guinea,  which  he  coramónly  spent  before  the  next  monring,  and  tnisted  after 
bb  usual  manner,  the  remaining  part  of  the  week  to  the  bounty  of  fortunę. 

He  now  began  very  sensibry  to  feel  the  miseries  of  dependence.  Those  by  whom  he 
was  to  be  supported  began  to  prescribe  to  him  with  an  air  of  authority,  which  he*  knew 
not  how  decently  to  resent,  nor  patiently  to  bear ;  and  he  soon  discorered,  from  the  con- 
duct  of  most  of  his  subscribers,  that  he  was  yet  in  the  hands  of  "  little  creatures." 

Of  the  insolence  that  he  was  obliged  to  suffer,  he  gave  many  instances,  of  which 
nonę  appeared  to  raise  his  indignation  to  a  greater  height,  than  the  method  which  was 
taken  of  furnishing  him  with  clothes.  Instead  of  consulting  him,  and  allowing  him  to 
send  a  tailor  his  orders  for  what  they  thought  proper  to  allow  him,  they  proposed  to 
tendfor  a  tailor  to  take  his  measure,  and  then  to  consult  how  they  should  eąuip  him. 

This  treatment  was  not  very  delicate,  nor  was  it  such  as  Savage's  bumanity  wouM 
have  suggested  to  him  on  a  like  occasion ;  but  łt  had  scarcely  deserved  mention,  had  k 
not,  by  affecting  him  m  an  uncommon  degree,  shown  the  peculiarity  of  his  cbaracter. 
Upon  hearing  the  design  that  was  formed,  he  came  to  the  lodging  of  a  friend  with  the 
most  violent  agonies  of  ragę;  and,  being  asked  what  it  could  be  that  gave  hinr  soch 
disturbance,  he  rephed  with  the  utmost  Tehemence  of  indignation,  "that  they  had  sent 
for  a  tailor  to  measure  him." 

How  the  afiair  ended  was  never  inąuired,  for  fear  of  renewing  his  uneasmess.  It  k 
probable  that,  upon  recollection,  be  submitted  with  a  good  grace  to  what  he  could  not 
avoid,  and  that  be  discovered  no  resentment  where  he  had  no  power. 

He  was,  bowever,.not  humbled  to  implicit  and  unirersal  compłiance;  for  when  the 
gentleman,  who  had  first  informed  him  of  the  design  to  support  him  by  a  subscripriofi, 
attempted  to  procure  a  reconctliation  with  the  lord  Tyrconnel,  he  could  by  no  means 
be  prerailed  upon  to  comply  with  the  measures  that  were  proposed. 

A  letter  was  written  for  him  *  to  sir  William  Lemon,  to  prevail  upon  him  to  mter* 
pose  his  good  offices  with  lord  Tyrconnel,  in  which  he  solicited  sir  WSUam^t 

^ByMr. Pop«»    Pr./. 


łife  óf  sayag&  nr 

*  for  a  tnan  who  really  needed  it  as  much  as  any  man  could  wcll  do;'9  and  informed 
him,  that  he  was  retiring  a  for  ever  to  a  place  wbete  hc  should  no  morc  troubłe  his 
ifelations,  friends,  or  enemies;"  he  confessed,  that  his  passion  had  betrayed  him  to  some 
cooduct,  with  regard  to  lord  Tyrconnel,  for  which  he  could  not  but  heartily  ask  his 
pardon ;  and  as  he  imagined  lord  Tyrconnel's  passion  might  be  yet  so  high  that  he 
would  not  «•  receive  a  lettet  from  him,v  begged  that  sir  William  woold  endeayour  to 
aoften  him ;  and  expressed  his  hopes  that  he  would  comply  with  his  request,  and  that 
"  so  smali  a  relation  would  not  harden  his  heart  against  him/' 

That  any  man  should  presume  to  dictate  a  letter  to  liim,  was  not  very  agreeable  to 
Mr.  Savage;  and  therefore  he  was,  before  he  had  opened  it,  not  much  inclined  to  ap- 
prove  it.  But  when  he  read  it,  he  fonnd  it  contained  sentiments  entirely  opposite  to 
his  own,  and,  as  he  asserted,  to  the  truth,  and  therefore,  instead  of  copying  it,  wrote  his 
fiiend  a  letter  fuli  of  masculme  resentmeńt  and  warm  expostulations.  He  very  justly 
pbserved,  that  the  style  was  too  suppHcatoiy,  and  the  representation  toó  abject,  and 
that  he  ought  at  least  to  have  madę  him  complain  with  "  the  dignity  of  a  gentleman  in 
disfoess."  He  declared  that  he  would  not  wrtte  the  paragraph  in  which  he  was  to  ask 
lord  rtyrconnel's  pardon ;  for,  "  he  despised  his  pardon,  and  therefore  could  not 
heartily,  and  would  not  hypocritically,  ask  it"  He  remarked  that  his  friend  madę  a 
Tery unreasonable  distińction  between  himself  and  him ;  for,  says  he,  "when  you  men- 
tion  men  of  high  rank  in  your  own  character,"  they  are  "those  little  creatures  whom 
we  are  pleased  to  cali  the  Great;"  hut  when  you  address  them  "in  minę,"  no  servility 
is  sufficiently  humble.  He  then  with  great  propriety  explained  the  Ul  conseąuences 
which  might  be  expected  from  such  a  letter,  which  bis  relations  would  print  in  their 
own  defence,  and  which  would  for  ever  be  produced  as  a  fuli  answer  to  all  that  be 
should  allege  against  them ;  for  he  always  intended  to  publish  a  minutę  account  of 
the  treatment  whkh  he  had  recefred,  lt  is  to  be  remembered,  to  the  honour  of  the 
gentleman  by  whom  this  letter  was  drawn  up,  that  he  yielded  to  Mr.  Savage s  reasons, 
jand  agreed  that  it  ought  to  be  suppressed,  • 

After  many  alterations  and  delays,  a  subscription  was  at  kngth  raised,  which  did  not 
aroount  to  lifty  pounds  a  year,  though  twenty  were  paid  by  one  gentleman  ** ;  such  was 
Jhe  generosity  of  mankind,  that  what  had  been  done  by  a  player  without  solicitation, 
could  not  nowbe  efiected  by  application  and  interest;  and  Savage  had  a  great  number 
to  couitand  toobey  for  a  pension  less  than  that  which  Mrs.  Oldfield  paid  him  without 
czacting  any  semlities. 

Mr.  Savage,  however,  was  satisfied,  and  willing  to  retire,  and  was  convinced  that  the 
aHowance,  tbough  scanty,  would  be  morę  than  sufficient  for  himffbeingnow  determined 
to  commence  a  rigid  economist,  and  to  lirę  according  to  the  exactest  rules  of  frugality ; 
for  nothing  was  in  his  opinion  morę  cont^mptiMe  than  a  man,  who,  when  he  knew  his 
JDeome,  exceeded  H;  and  yet  he  confessed,  that  instances  of  such  folly  were  too  com- 
0011,  and  lamented  that  some  men  were  not  to  be  trusted  with  their  own  money. 

Fuli  of  these  salutary  resoluUons,  he  left  London  in  July  1739,  having  taken  leav* 
with  great  tenderness  of  his  Aieods,  and  parted  from  the  author  of  this  narrative  with 
in  bil  eyes.    Hę  was  furnbhed  with  fifteen  guineas,  and  informed  that  they  would 

**  Mr.  Pope.    A 
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be  sufficient,  not  oni;  foj  the  expense  of  his  journey,  but  for  bis  suppott  in  Waks  fttf 
some  time;  and  that  there  remained  but  little  morc  of  the  first  collection.  He  pro* 
mised  a  strict  adherence  to  his  maxims  of  parsimony,  and  went  away  in  the  stage  coach  \ 
nor  did  his  friends  expect  to  hear  from  him  till  he  informed  them  of  his  anwal  at 
Swansea. 

But,  wben  they  least  expected,  arrived  a  letter  dated  the  fourteenth  day  after  his 
departure,  in  which  he  sent  them  word,  that  he  was  yet  upon  the  road,  and  withont 
money ;  and  that  he  therefore  could  not  proceed  without  a  remittance.  They  then  sent 
him  the  money  that  was  in  their  hands,  with  which  he  was  enabled  to  ceach  Bristole 
from  whence  he  was  to  go  to  Swansea  by  water. 

At  Bristol  he  found  an  embargo  laid  upon  the  shipping,  so  that  he  could  not  imme* 
diateły  obtain  a  passage ;  and  being  therefore  obliged  to  stay  there  some  time,  he  with 
bis  usual  felicity  ingratiated  himself  with  many  of  the  principal  mhabitaats,  was  invked 
to  their  houses,  distinguished  at  their  public  feasts,  and  treated  with  a  regard  that  gra* 
tified  his  vanity,  and  therefore  easily  engaged  his  affection* 

He  began  very  early  after  his  retirement  to  complain  of  the  conduct  of  his  friends  in 
London,  and  irritated  many  of  them  so  much  by  bis  kttere,  that  they  withdrew,  howefef 
bonourably,  their  contributions ;  and  it  is  believed  that  little  morę  was  paki  him  tban 
the  twenty  pounds  a  year,  which  were  allowed  him  by  the  gentleman  who  proposed  the 
subscription. 

After  some  stay  at  Bristol  he  retired  to  Swansea,  the  place  originally  proposed  for 
his  residence,  where  he  lived  about  a  year,  very  much  dissatisfied  with  the  diminution 
of  his  salary ;  but  contracted,  as  in  other  places,  acąuaintance  with  those  who  were 
most  distinguished  in  that  country,  among  whom  he  has  celebrated  Mr.  Powel  and 
Mrs.  Jones,  by  some  verees  which  he  inserted  in  The  Gentlemani  Magazrae 36. 

Herę  he  completed  bis  tragedy,  of  which  two  acts  were  wanting  when  he  left  London ) 
and  was  desirous  of  coming  to  town,  to  bring  it  upon  the  stage.  This  design  was  very 
warmly  opposed ;  and  he  was  advised,  by  his  chief  benefactor,  to  put  it  into  the  hands 
of  Mr.  Thomson  and  Mr.  Mallet,  that  it  might  be  fitted  for  the  stage,  and  to  allow  his 
friends  to  receive  the  profits,  out  of  which  an  annual  pensioashould  be  paid  him. 

This  proposal  he  rejected  with  the  utmost  contempt.  He  was  by  no  means  conrinced 
that  the  judgment  of  those,  to  whom  he  was  reąuired  to  submit*  was  superior  to  his 
own.  He  was  uow  determined,  as  he  etpressed  .it,  to  be  "  no  longer  kept  in  leadiog* 
atrings,"  and  had  no  elevated  idea  of  "  his  bounty,  who  proposed  to  pension  him  oni 
of  the  profits  of  his  own  labours." 

He  attempted  in  Wales  to  promote  a  sabscription  for  his  works,  and  had  once  hopes 
of  suocess;  but  in  a  short  time  afterwards  formed  a  resolution  of  leaving  that  part  of 
me  country,  to  which  he  thought  it  not  reasfpable  to  be  confined,  for  the  gratificabou 
of  those  who,  having  promised  him  a  liberał  ineome,  had  no  sooner  banishod  him  to  a 
remote  comer,  than  they  reduced  his  allowance  to  a  salary  scarcely  equal  to  the  neces* 
sities  of  life. 

His  resentment  of  this  treatment,  whkh,  in  his  own  opinion  at  least,  he  had  not  de* 
-  served,  was  such,  that  he  broke  off  all  correspondence  with  most  of  his  contributont 

**Rcprinted  m  th«  preseat  CoIIection. 
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«nd  appeared  to  consider  them  as  persecutors  and  oppressors ;  and  in  the  latter  part  of 
his  life  -dedared,  that  their  oonduct  toward  him  sińce  his  departure  from  London  "  had 
been  perMiousnesftimpiwing  on  perfidiousness,  and  inhumanity,  on  inhurnanity." 

It  is  net  to  be  supposed  that  the  necessities  of  Mr.  Savage  did  not  sometimes  incite 
him  to  satirical  exaggerations  of  the  behaviour  of  those  by  whom  he  thought  himself  re- 
duced  to  tirem.  But  k  most  be  granted,  that  the  diminution  of  his  allowance  was  a 
great  hardsbip,  and  that  those  who  withdrew  their  subscriptions  from  a  man,  who,  upon 
the  feilh  of  their  promise,  had  gone  into  a  kind  of  banishment,  and  abandon ed  all 
those  by  whom  he  had  been  before  relieved  in  his  distresses,  will  find  it  no  easy  task  to 
vindfcate  their  conduct. 

It  may  be  alleged,  and  perhaps  justly,  that  h€  was  petnlant  and  contemptuous ;  that  he 
morę  frequently  reproached  his  subscribers  for  not  gwing  him  niore,  than  thauked  them 
for  what  he  received;  but  it  is  to  beremembered,  that  his  conduct,  and  this  is  the  worst 
charge  that  can  be  drawn  np  against  him,  did  them  no  real  injury,  and  that  it  therefore 
ongfat  rarher  to  faave  been  pitied  thau  resented ;  at  least,  the  resentment  H  might  provoke 
ought  to  have  been  generous  and  maniy ;  epHhets  which  his  conduct  will  hardly  deseire, 
that  starres  the  man  whom  he  has  persuaded  to  put  himself  into  his  power. 

It  might  have  been  reasonabły  demanded  by  Savage,  that  they  should,  before  they 
had  taken'  away  what  they  promised,  have  replaced  him  in  his  former  state,  that  they 
should  have  taken  no  advantages  from  the  situation  to  which  the  appearance^f  their 
kindness  had  reduced  him,  and  that  he  should  have  been  recalled  to  London  before  he 
was  abandoned.  He  might  justly  represent,  that  he  ought  to  have  been  considered 
aa  a  lion  in  the  toils,  and  demand  to  be  rekased  before  the  dogs  should  be  loosed. 
upon  him. 

He  endeavoured,  indeed,to  release  himself,  and,  witb  an  intent  to  return  to  London* 
went  to  Bristol,  wbere  a  repetition  of  the  kindness  which  he  had  formerly  found  invited 
him  to  stay.  He  was  not  only  caressed  and  treated,  but  had  a  coUection  madę  for  him 
of  about  tbirty  pounds,  with  which  it  had  been  happy  if  be  bad  immediately  departed 
for  London ;  but  his  negligence  did  not  sufler  him  to  consider,  that  sucb  proors  of 
kindness  were  not  often  to  be  expected,  and  that  this  ardour  of  benevo!ence  was  in  a 
great  degree  the  effect  of  norełty,  and  might,  probably,  be  e*ery  day  less ;  anttfłtfeWP 
fore  he  took  no  care  to  kriprore  the  happy  time,  but  was  encouraged  by  c^Arfthftd 
to  hope  for  another,  tali  at  length  generosity  was  exhausted,  and  officiousness  wearUdi^1** 

Ańother  part  o(  bis  misconduct  was  the  practice  of  prolonging  his  vishs  to  unset&jfn*' 
able  hours,  and  disconceiting  all  the  families  into-  which  he  was  admitted.  ThisawW 
an  errour  in  a  place  of  commerce,  which  all  the  ćharms  of  bis  conversation  could  tiót 
compensate;  for  what  trader  would  purcbase  such  airy  satbfaction  by  the  loss  of  sofflŚ* 
gain,  which  must  be  the  ćonsecjuence  of  midnightmemment,  as  those  hours  which  welft? 
gained  at  night  were  genetally  lost  in  the  morningt  w    s 

Thus  Mr.  Savage*  aftef  the  curiosity  of  the  inbabitants  was  gratified,  found  the  num- 
ber  of  his  friends  datly  decreasing,  perbaps  without  suspecting  for  what  reason  their 
oonduct  was  altered;  for  he  stul  continned  to  harass,  with  his  nocturnal  intrusions,  those 
that  yet  countenanced  him,  and  admitted  him  to  their  houses. 

But  "be  did  not  spend  all  the  time  of  his  residence  at  Bristol  in  visits  or  at  tavems; 
forhevsometimesretdnie4tohisMqdie9,  andbegan  severalcQnśidei«bładesigns..  Wlpaaj 
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he  felt  an  mdination  to  wrile,  he  always  retired  front  the  knowledge  of  hb  frjendaj  an4 
lay  hid  in  au  obscure  part  of  tlie  suburbs,  Uli  he  found  himself  agam  desirous  of  com- 
pany, to  which  it  b  likely  tbat  intervals  of  absence  madę  him  morę  wekowe. 

He  was  always  fuli  of  bis  design  of  rettirning  to  London,  to  bring  hb  tragedy 
upon  the  stage:  but,  having  neglected  to  depart  with  the  money  that  was  rabed  for 
kim,  he  eould  not  afterwards  procure  a  sum  suificicnt  to  defray  the  espenses  of  hb 
journey ;  nor  perhaps  would  a  fresh  supply  have  had  any  other  effect  than,  by  puttiog 
immediate  pleasures  into  hb  power,  to  liave  driveu  the  thoughts  of  hb  journey  out  of 
\fis  mind. 

While  he  was  tbus  spending  the  day  in  contriving  a  scheme  for  the  morrow,  distrett 
stole  upon  him  by  intperceptible  degrees.  His  conduct  had  already  wearied  some  of 
those  w  ho  were  at  first  enamoured  of  hb  conversation ;  but  he  might,  perhaps,  stall 
have  devolved  to  others,  whom  he  might  bave  entertaioed  with  equal  success,  had  not 
the  decay  of  hb  clotbes  madę  it  no  longęr  consbtent  with  their  vanity  to  admit  Uat  to 
tbeir  tables,  or  to  associate  with  him  in  public  places*  He  now  began  to  find  every  maa 
from  horae  at  whose  house  he  ealled ;  and  was  therefore  no  looger  able  to  proenre  tkt 
necessaries  of  life,  but  wandered  tibout  the  towu  slighted  and  neglected,  m  quest  of  a 
4inner,  which  he  did  not  always  oblain. 

To  completehb  nńsery,  he  was  pursued  by  Ihe  officers  for  smali  debts  wbich  he  had 
cootracte4;  and  was  Uierefore  obliged  to  witbdraw  from  the  smali  nnmber  of  friends 
from  whom  he  had  stilł  rcason  to  hope  for  favours.  His  custom  was,  to  lie  in  bed  the 
greatest  part  of  the  day,  and  to  go  out  in  the  dark  willi  the  utmoat  próracy,  and,  after 
haviug  paid  hb  vbit,  return  again  beforc  moriung  to  hb  lodging,  which  waa  the  garret 
of  an  obscure  inn. 

Being  tbus  exclu(kd  on  one  hand,  and  confined  on  the  other,  he  suffiered  the  uliaost 
extreinities  of  povertyt  and  oflen  fasted  so  long  that  he  was  seiaed  with  fhintneas,  and 
liad  lost  his  appetitc,  not  being  able  to  bear  the  smelft  of  meat,  Uli  the  actioo  of  hb 
sfoaiach  was  restored  by  a  cordiaL 

In  thb  djstress,  he  received  a  remittance  of  five  pounds  from  London,  with  which 
he  provided  biinself  a  docent  coat,  and  determined  to  go  to  London,  but  uohappfly 
spja^l}ift(money  at  a  favourite  tavem.  Tbus  was  he  again  confined  to  Bristol,  where 
hftWft  Witt  daJ  bunl^ed  by  bailifls.  In  thb  exigence  he  once  morę  fotmd  a  friend,  who 
sheltemfi  him  in  hb  house,  though  at  the  usual  inconveniences  with  which  his  company 
WjfeAJJtended;  for  be  could  neitker  be  persuaded  to  go  to  bed  in  the  night,  nor  to  rat 
in  the  day.  . 

It  b  obserable,  that  in  tbese  rarious  scenes  of  misery  he  was  always  dbengaged  and 
pheerful:  he  at  some  times  pursued  his  studies,  and  at  others  continued  or  enlarged  hb 
epbtolary  correspondence ;  nor  was  he  ever  so  far  dejected  as  to  endeavour  to  procure. 
an  inerease  of  hb  allowance  by  any  other  roethods  than  accusatbns  and  leproaches. 

He  had  now  no  longer  any  hopes  of  assbbmce  from  hb  friends  at  Bristol,  who  as 
merchants,  and  by  consequence  sufficiently  studious  of  profit,  cannot-be  suppoSed  to 
have  looked  with  much  compassion  upon  negligence  and  extravagance,  or  to  taink  any 
escellence  equivalent  to  a  fąult  of  suck  consequence  aa  neglect  of  economy.  It  b 
nalural  to  imagine,  that  many  of  those,  who  would  have  ralieved  hu  real  waats,  were 
d|sqpnraged  from  the  eięrtion  of  their  benęvoJence  by  obsemtioa  of  the  uae  whkfc 
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roade  of  their  faronrs,  and  comriction  that  relief  would  only  be  momentary,  and  that 
the  same  necessity  would  quickly  retuftl. 

At  hut  he  quitted  the  house  of  his  friend,  and  returned  to  his  lodging  al  the  inn, 
ttill  intendiug  to  set  out  hi  a  few  days  for  London;  but  on  the  lOth  of  January  J  742-3, 
having  been  at  supper  with  tWo  of  his  friends,  he  was  at  his  return  to  his  lodging* 
arrested  for  a  debt  of  about  eight  pounds,  whkh  he  owed  at  a  coffee-house,  and  eon* 
ducted  to  the  house  of  a  sheriff 's  officer.  The  account  whićh  he  gives  of  this  tnis- 
fortunę,  in  a  letter  to  one  of  the  gentlemen  with  whom  he  had  supped,  is  too  reihark* 
able  to  be  omitted. 

"  It  was  not  a  little  unfortunate  for  me,  that  I  spent  yesterday's  erening  with  you-j 
because  the  hour  hindered  me  from  entering  on  lny  new  lodging ;  however,  I  hava 
now  got  one,  but  such  an  one  as  I  believe  nobody  would  chuse. 

"  I  was  arrested  at  the  suit  of  Mrs.  Read,  just  as  1  was  going  up  stdirs  to  bed,  at 
Mr.  Bowyer9s ;  bot  taken  in  so  prhrate  a  fflauner,  that  I  believe  nobody  at  the  Wbita 
Ljon  is  apprised  of  it;  though  i  let  the  officers  know  tbe  strength,  or  rather  weakness, 
of  my  pocket,  yet  they  treated  me  with  the  utmost  civility ;  and  even  when  they  con- 
ducted  me  to  confinetnent,  it  was  in  such  a  manner,  that  I  verily  betieve  I  conłd  hav# 
escaped,  whkh  I  would  rather  be  ruined  than  have  dode,  notwkhstanding  the  włwfy 
atoouot  of  my  finances  was  but  three  pence  balfpenoy. 

M  In  the  fifst  place,  I  must  in&ist,  that  you  will  industriously  conceal  this  from  Mrs, 

S s,  because  I  would  not  have  her  good-nature  sufler  that  pain,  whicłi,  I  know,  sbę 

would  be  apt  to  feel  on  this  oecasion. 

"  Next,  I  conjure  you,  dear  sir,  by  all  the  ties  of  friendship,  by  no  means  to  have 
one  uneasy  tbought  on  my  account ;  but  to  have  tbe  same  pleasantry  of  cpuntenance, 
and  unmffled  serenity  of  mind,  which  (God  be  prareed  t)  J  bave  iri  this,  and  have  had 
in  a  much  severer  calamity.  Furthermore,  I  charge  you,  if  you  value  my  friend- 
jhip  as  truły  as  I  do  yours,  not  to  utter,  or  even  harbour,  the  least  resentment  against 
Mrs.  Read..  I  believe  she  has  ruined  me,  but  I  freely  forgite  her;  and  (though  I 
will  neyer  morę  have  any  intimacy  with  her)  I  would,  at  a  due  distance,  rather  do  her 
an  act  of  good,  thań  ilł-wilf.  Lastly,  (pardon  the  expression)  I  absolutely  command 
you  not  to  offer  me  any  pecuniary  aaststance,  nor  to  attempt  getting  me  any  from  any 
one  of  your  friends.  At  another  time,  or  on  any  other  oecasion,  you  may,  dear 
friend,  be  well  assured,  I  would  rather  wrtte  to  you  in  the  submissive  style  of  a  reąuest, 
tban  that  of  a  peremptory  cómmand. 

**  However,  that  my  truły  valuable  friend  may  not  think  I  am  too  proud  to  ask  a 
raronr,  let  me  mtreat  you  to  let  me  have  your  boy  to  attend  me  for  this  day,  not  only 
for  the  sake  of  saving  me  the  expense  of  porters,  but  for  the  delivery  of  some  letters 
to  peopfe  wfaose  names  I  would  not  have  known  to  strangers. 

m  The  dvii  treatment  I  have  thus  far  met  from  those  whose  prisoner  I  am,  makes 
me  tbankful  to  the*  Almighty,  that  though  he  has  thougbt  fit  to  visit  me  (on  my  birth- 
aigfat)  with  aJRiction,  yet  (such  is  his  great  goodness!)  my  affliction  is  not  witliout  alle- 
riating  circumstances.  I  murmnr  not ;  but  am  all  resignation  to  the  divine  will.  As 
io  tbe  world,  I  hope  that  I  shall  be  endued  by  Heaven  with  that  presence  of  mind, 
that  aerene  dignity  in  misfortune,  that  constitutes  the  cbaracter  of  a  tnie  nobleman ;  a 
digniry  far  beyond  that  of  coronets ;  a  nobility  arising  from  the  just  principles  of  phi- 
lotcftiy,  refiaed  and  eialted  by  those  of  Christianity/' 
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He  conlinued  five  days  at  the  officers,  in  hopes  ^that  he  should  be  able  to  proemf 
bail,  and  avoid  the  necessity  of  going  to  prison.  The  state  in  which  be  passed  liii 
time,  and  the  treatmeut  which  he  received,  mre  very  justly  expressed  by  him  in  a 
letter  which  he  wrote  to  a  friend  :•  "  The  whole  day,"  says  he,  "  has  been  employed 
in  various  people's  filling  my  head  with  their  foolish  chimerical  systemy  which  has 
obliged  me  coolly  (as  far  as  naturę  will  admit)  to  digest,  and  accommodate  nryself  to 
every  duTerent  persono  way  of  thinking;  hurried  from  one  wild  system  to  another, 
till  it  has  quite  madę  a  chaos  of  my  imagination,  and  nothing  done — promised-*- 
disappointed— ordered  to  send,  every  hour,  from  one  part  of  the  town  to  the 
other." 

When  his  friends,  who  had  hithcrto  caressed  and  applauded,  found  that  to  gric> 
bail  and  pay  the  debt  was  the  same,  thcy  all  refused  to  preserve  him  from  a  prisoo 
at  the  expense  of  eight  poundaj'  and  tlierefore,  after  having  been  for  some  time  at  the 
officer's  house  "  at  an  immense  expense,"  as  he  observes  in  his  letter,  he  was  at  lengtb 
remoyed  to  Newgate.        <-  * 

This  expense  be  was  enabłed  to  support  by  the  generosity  of  Mr.  Nash  at  Bath, 
who,  upon  receiving  from  him  an  account  of  his  condition,  immediately  sent  him 
five  guineas,  and  promised  to  promote.  his  subscription  at  Bath  with  all  hk 
interesŁ 

By  his  removal  to  Newgate,  he  obtained  at  least  a  freedom  from  suspensę,  and  rest 
from  the  disturbing  vicissitudes  of  hope  and  disappointment :  he  now  found  that  bil 
friends  were  only  companions,  who  were  willing  to  share  his  gaiety,  but  not  to 
partake  of  his  misfortunes ;  and  therefore  he  no  longer  expected  any  assistance  from 
tbem. 

It  niust,  however,  be  observed  of  one  gentleman,  that  he  offered  to  release  him  by 
paying  the  debt ;  but  that  Mr.  Savage  would  not  consent,  I  suppose,  because  he  thought 
he  had  before  been  too  burthensome  to  him. 

•       •    •  *  * 

He  was  offered  by  some  of  his  friends  that  a  collection  should  be  madę  for  his  en* 
łargement :  but  he  "  treated  tiie  proposal,  and  declared37  "  he  should  again  treat  k, 
with  disdain.  As  to  writing  any  mendicant  letters,  he  had  too  big  a,  spirit,  and  deter- 
mined  only  to  write  to  some  miuisters  of  state  to  try  to  regain  his  pension." 

~He  continued  to  complain38  of  those  that  had  sent  him  into  the  country,  and  ob* 
jected  to  thera,  that  he  had  "  lost  the  profits  of  his  play,  which  had  been  finisbed 
ihree  years ;"  and  in  another  letter  declares  his  resolution  to  publish  a  pamphkii 
that  the.world  might  know  how  "  be  had  been  used.M 

This  pamphlct  was  never  writtcn ;  for  he  in  a  very  short  time  recoyered  his  usual  tran* 
quillity,  and  cheerfully  applied  himself  to  morę  inoffensive  studies.  He  indeed  steadity 
declared,  that  he  was  promised  a  yearly  allowance  of  fifty  pounds,  and  never  recem^ 
half  the  sum;  but  he  seemed  to  resign  himself -to  that  as  well  as  to  other  misfortunesj 
and  lose  the  remembrance  of  it  in  his  amusements  and  employments. 

The  cheerfulness  with  which  he  borę  his  confinement  appears  from  the  foIlowiq§ 
letter,  which  be  wrote,  January  the  30th,  to  one  of  his  friends  in  London* 

i 

ct  In  a  letter  after  his  conf  raneut    D*>  Ji  ' 

*  LstUr,  Ja*  15. 
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*  f  now  write  ło  you  from  my  confinement  in  Newgate,  where  I  have  been  erer 
fince  Monday  last  was  se'nnight,  and  where  I  enjoy  myself  with  much  morę  tranąuil- 
Ifty  than  I  bave  known  for  upwards  of  a  tweWemonth  past ;  having  a  room  entirely  to 
myself,  and  pursuing  tfae  amusement  of  my  poetical  studies,  unioterrupted,  and  agree* 
able  to  my  mind.  I  thank  the  Almighty,  I  am  now  all  collected  in  myself;  and, 
thoagh  my  person  is  in  confinement,  my  mind  cau  expatiate  on  ample  and  useful  sub- 
jects  with  all  the  freedom  imaginable.  I  am  now  morę  conversant  with  the  Ninę  than 
ever,  and  if,  instead  of  a  Newgate-bird,  I  may  be  allowed  to  be  a  bird  of  the  Muses, 
I  assure  you,  sir,  I  sing  very  freely  in  my  cage;  sometimes  indeed  in  the  plaintive 
notes  of  the  nighfuigale  ;  but  al  others  in  the  cheerful  strains  of  the  lark." 

In  another  letter  he  observes,  that  be  ranges  from  one  subject  to  another,  without 
confioing  himself  to  any  particular  task ;  and  that  he  was  employed  one  week  upon 
one  attempt,  and  tfae  rfetft  upon  another. 

Surely  the  fortitude  of  this  man  deseires,  at  least,  to  be  mentioned  with  applause ; 
and,  whatever  faults  may  be  imputed  to  him,  the  virtue  of  suffering  well  cannot  be 
denied  him.  Tbe  two  powers  which,  in  the  opinion  of  Epictetus,  constituted  a  wis* 
man,  are  those  of  bearing  and  forbearing ;  which  it  cannot  indeed  be  affirmed  to  have 
been  eoually  posseśsed  by  Savage ;  and  indeed  the  want  of  one  obliged  him  Tery  fre* 
ąuently  to  practise  the  other. 

He  was  treated  by  Mr.  Dagge,  the  keeper  of  the  prison,  with  great  humanity;  wa 
supported  by  him  at  his  own  table,  without  any  certainty  of  recompense ;  had  a 
room  to  himself,  to  which  he  could  at  any  time  retire  from  all  disturbance ;  was 
allowed  to  stand  at  the  door  of  the  prison,  and  sometimes  taken  out  into  the  fields*; 
80  that  he  suffered  fewer  hardships  in  prison  than  he  had  been  accustomed  to  undergo 
in  the  greatest  part  of  his  life. 

The  keeper  dkł  not  confine  his  benevo!ence  to  a  genfle  execution  of  his  office,  but 
madę  some  overtures  to  the  creditor  for  his  release,  though  without  efFect ;  and  con- 
tinued,  during  the  whole  time  of  his  imprisonmeut,  to  treat  him  with  the  utmost  ten- 
deniess  and  civilHy. 

Yirtue  is  undoubtedly  most  laudable  in  that  state  which  makes  it  most  difficult; 
and  therefore  the  humanity  of  a  gaoler  certainly  desenres  this  public  attestation ;  and 
the  man,  whose  beart  has  not  been  hardened  by  such  an  employraent,  may  be  justly 
proposed  as  a  pattern  of  benevolence.  If  an  inscription  was  once  engraved  "  to  the. 
honest  toU-gatherer,"  less  honours  ought  not  to  be  paid  "  to  the  tender  gaoler/' 

Mr.  SaVage  very  frequently  receired  visits,  and  sometimes  preseuts  from  his  acquan> 
tances;  but  they  did  not  amount  to  a  subsistence,  for  the  greater  part  of  which  he 
wasindebted  to  the  generosity  of  this  keeper;  but  these  ravours,  however  they 
iriłght  endear  to  him  the  particular  persons  from  whom  he  received  them,  were  very 
lar  from  impressing  upon  his  mind  aby  advantageous  ideas  of  the  people  of  Bristol* 
and  therefore  he  thonght  he  could  not  morę  properly  employ  himself  in  prison,  than 
tn  writing  a  poem  called  London  and  Bristol  delineated4*. 

»  See  tfa«  ccnfinned,  Gent  Mag.  toL  LVII.  1140.    N. 

40  The  Anthor  preferred  this  title  to  that  of  Londou  and  Bristol  «omcare4 1  which^  whea  he  to 
fan  tbe  Bfece,  ty  iptewta}  to  prefix  tę  it    Dr,  /• 
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When  be  had  brought  this  poem  to  ita  present  state,  whicb,  wkhout  consideripg  tb* 
chasm,  b  not  perfect,  he  wrote  to  London  an  accouot  of  his  design*  and  informed  bb 
frieud41,  thąt  be  was  determined  to  priut  it  witb  bis  oaue ;  but  enjoined  kin  net  ta 
commuaicate  hb  iotentiou  to  bis  Bristol  acquaiatance.  Tbe  gentleman,  surprbed  at 
bis  resplulion,  emleavoured  to  dissuade  biw  froni  publbbing  it,  at  least  from  prefcung 
his  name ;  and  declared,  that  he  could  not  reconcile  tbe  mjunction  of  secrecy  wkh 
his  resolutiou  to  owu  it  at  its  fint  appearance.  To  this  Mr.  Savage  retumed  an  anawer, 
agreeablę  to  his  character,  in  tbe  foUowing  terms : 

"  I  recewed  yours  this  mornjng;  and  not  witbout  a  httlt  stifprbe  at  tbe.  coatents. 
To  answer  a  ąuestion  with  a  ąuestion,  you  ask  me,  concerning  London  and  Bristol,, 
why  viii  I  add  dclintatfdl  Why  did  Mr.  Woolaston  add  tbe  same  word  to 
Religion  of  Naturę  1  I  suppose  tbat  it  was  hb  will  an4  pleasure  ta  add  it  in 
and  it  b  minę  to  do  so  in  my  own.  You  are  pleased,  to  tell  me,  that  you  underatand 
not  why  secrecy  b  enjoined,  and  yet  I  intcud  to  set  my  nauie  to  k.  My  answer  b — 
1  haue  my  private  reasons,  wbich  I  ajn  not  obliged  to  exp!ain  to  any  one.    You  doubt 

my  friend  Mr.  S u  would  not  ąpprove  of  ii — And  wbat  b  it .  to  me'  whether  he 

dpes  or  not  1  Do  you  imagine  that  Mr.  S b  to  dictaAe  to  me  1  łf  any  man  wha 

calls  hiraself  my  friend  sboukł,  assume  sucb  an  air,  I  would  spuru  at  hb  friendship  witb 
contempL  You  say,  I  seem  to  tbink  so  by  not  letting  him  know.  k — And  suppose  I 
do,  wbat  then  1  Perhaps  I  can  give  reasons  for  that  disappfnbatiou^  wy  fereign  fiom 
wjiat  you  would  imagine.  You  go  on,  in  saying,  Suppose  I  sbpuld  not  put  sjay  name 
to  it — My  answer  is,  tjbajt  l  will  not  suppose  any  sucb  tU*£  beiag  defcejmintd  ,to  the 
cpntrary :  neitber,  sir,  would  I  bave  you  suppose,  that  i  applied  to  vou,Ioę  want  of 

anoMier  press :  nor  would,  \  lp.ve  you  injagia*,  tfut  I  ««ę  Afo  $ chUgatpons  wbjcfe 

1  do  not." 

Sucb  was  hb  impnidence,  and  sucb  bb  obsljnaie  adfcereaee  to  his  own  mafctifoas, 
hoqrever  absurd  1  A  prboner !  supported  by  c^arity !  and,  whaterar  inaults  b*  mighi 
have  recehred  during  tbe  latter  part  of  bb  stay  at  Bristole  one*  caressed*  e*!eeine<k  and 
presented  wkh  a  liberał  collection,  be  could  forget  on  a  sadden  bb  dwger  aipd  hb  ob- 
ligations,  to  gtafify  the  petujanca.  oC  hb  wit,  or  Ae  eagemus*  of  hb  resanteant,  and 
publisb  a  aatire,  by  wkich  he  migot  reatonąMy  expect  Uiaj  he  skoułd  aljenatn.  tfcose 
who  thcn  suppocte^.  Iuju,  ajpl  prockę  thoae  wbom  he  could  neifter  fesjat  nar 
eacape. 

This  resolution,  frora  the  eaeculjou,  of  wbich  it  it.  probabte  thą|  on|y  bb  deaife  e*uU. 
hase  bindered.  hira,  b  sufficient  tp  shpw,  how  much  he  dbregarded  alt  a 
tbat  oppoaed  bis  presei|t  passions,  and  how  rgadily  he  hąmried  al)  rpitufe 
for  any  iinmediatę  gratificajjons.  Wbątever  wj»  bb  predominant  incIńatiojH  BeJŁhs* 
hopę  nor  fear  bindered  him  from  complying  wi(h  it ;.  nor  had-  oppositiojn,  ąnf .  c$hea 
eflfect  tban  tp  beighten  bb  ardour,  and  irritąte  hb  wbeinence. 

Tbb  performance  was  how^ątĄlaidasifle,  whi|e  be  wąs.emp loyed  in  solicjljn^ajaisjkr 
ance  from  several  great  persona;  and  oqe  interruptipu  sąicceedttig  anptber,  hMafcjAr 
nim  from  supplying  tbe  diasm,  and  perhaps  from  retouching  the  other  part%  whkb  ha 

*  Mr.  Stroog,  of  the  Po^-o%«,    & 
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*ui  haidly  be  imagined  to  have  finished  in  bis  owh  opiiikm ;  for  ii  is  rety  imequa), 
and  fome  of  the  liues  are  mther  inserted  to  rbyme  to  others,  tban  to  support  ar  im- 
pn>ve  tbc  sense ;  but  the  first  and  last  parto  are  worked  up  with  great  spirit  and 
elegance. 

His  time  mis  spent  in  the  prison  for  the  most  part  in  śtudy,  or  in  recening  visits ; 
but  sofnethnes  be  descended  to  lower  amusements,  and  diverted  himseif  in  the  kitcheri 
with  the  comrersation  of  the  crimhials ;  for  it  was  not  pleasing  to  him  to  be  much  with- 
out  company ;  and,  though  he  was  very  c£pable  of  a  judicious  choice,  he  was  often 
eontented  witb  the  first  that  offiered ;  for  this  he  was  sometiroes  reproved  by  his  friend* 
who  foond  bkn  surronnded  with  felons :  but  the  reproof  was  on  that,  as  on  other  oc- 
casions,  thrown  away ;  he  continued  to  gratify  himseif,  and  to  set  very  little  yalue  on 
tbe  opinion  of  others. 

Bat  heie,  as  in  every  other  scenę  of  his  life,  he  madę  use  of  such  opportunities  aa 
occurred  of  benefiting  those  who  were  morę  miseiable  than.  himseif,  and  was  always 
ready  to  perform  any  office  of  humanity  to  his  fellów-prisoners. 

He  nad  now  ceased  from  conesponding  with  any  of  his  subscribers  eicept  one,  wha 
jat  continued  to  renit  hhn  the  twenty  pounds  ą-year  whtch  be  bad  promised  him,  and 
by  whofti  it  was  eipected  that  he  woułd  have  been  in  a  very  short  time  enlarged,  be- 
eause  he  nad  dtacted  the  keeper  to  inąuire  after  the  state  of  his  debts. 

However,  be  took  care  to  enter  his  name  according  to  the  forms  of  the  court43,  that 
tbe  creditor  migbt  be  obliged  to  make  him  some  allowance,  if  he  was  continued  a 
prisener,  and,  irfben  on  that  occasion  be  appeared  in  the  hall,  was  treated  with  very 
unusual  respect. 

But  the  resentment  of  the  city  was  afterwards  raised  by  some  accounts  that  had 
been  spread  of  the  satiie ;  and  he  was  informed  that  some  of  tbe  merchants  intended 
to  pay  the  allowance  whkh  the  law  requtred,  and  to  detain  him  a  prisoner  at  their 
own  enpense.  This  be  treated  as  an  empty  menace ;  and  perhaps  might  have  hastened 
the  publication,  only  to  show  how  much  be  was  superior  to  their  insults,  had  not  all 
his  achemes  been  suddenly  destroyed. 

Wben  he  had  been  sn  months  in  prison,  he  received  from  one  of  his  fiiends",  in 
whose  kindness  he  had  tbe  greatest  confidence,  and  on  wbose  assistance  he  chiefly  de- 
pended,  a  letter,  that  contained  a  charge  of  very  atrocious  ingratitude,  drawn  up  in 
such  tertns  as  sudden  resentment  dictated.  Henley,  in  one  of  his  advertisements,  had 
aseotioued  "  Pope's  treatment  of  Sarage."  This  was  supposed  by  Pope  to  be  the 
6onsequence  of  a  complaint  madę  by  Sarage  to  Henley,  and  was  therefore  mentioned 
by  hhn  with  much  resentment  Mr.  Savage  returned  a  very  sołemn  protestation  of 
bis  innocence,  but  bowerer  appeared  much  distnrbed  at  the  accusation.  Some  days 
afterwards  he  was  setaed  with  a  pain  in  his  back  and  side,  which,  as  it  was  not  violent, 
was  not  suspected  to  be  dangerous;  but  growing  daily  morę  languid  and  dejected,  on 
the  25th  of  July  he  confined  himseif  to  his  room,  and  a  fever  seiaed  his  spirits.  The 
symptoms  grew  evety  day  morę  formidabk,  but  his  condition  did  not  enable  him  to 

*  Se©  Oent  Mag.  voL  LVII.  1040.    2V. 

«  Mr.  Pope.    See  gome  octncts  of  letters  tirom  tbmt  fsnfttauui  to  sod  coocscning  Mr.  Sawge,  in 
~     "  la*  of  Pope,  >  503.    tf. 
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'  procure  any  assistance.  The  last  tiine  that  the  keeper  saw  kim. was.  on  Juły.  tbe  31st, 
1743;  when  Savage,  seeiiig  him  at  his  bed-side,  said,  with  an  uneommon  earuestness, 
4<  I  bave  somethiug  to  say  to  you,  sir;"  but,  after  a  pause,  moved  bis  band  in  a  me- 
lancholy  manner ;  aud,  findiog  himself  unable  to  recollect  what  be  was  goiog  to  com- 
municate,  said,  "  Tis  goneP  The  keeper  soon  after  left  bim;  and  tbe  nest  rnorbing 
he  died.  He  was  buried  in  the  churcb-yard  of  St.  Peter,  at  the  espense  of  the 
Keeper* 

Such  was  the  life  and  death  of  Richard  Savage,  a  man  eąually  distioguished  by  his 
yirtues  and  yices ;  and  at  ouce  remarkable  for  his  weakness  and  abilities. 

He  was  of  a  middle  stature,  of  a  thin  habit  of  body,  a  long  visage,  coarse 
features,  and  melancholy  aspect;  of  a  grave  and  manly  deportment,  a  sołenm  dignity 
of  mień,  but  which,  upon  a  nearer  acąuaintance,  softened  into  an  engagingt  easinets  of 
mauners.  His  walk  was  slow,  and  his  voice  tremulmw  and  móbrnfuL  Hewafrtotfily 
excited  to  smiles,  but  very  seldom  prevoked  tolanghter.'    • 

His  lnind  was  in  an  uneommon  degree  rigorous  and  active.  -  His  jadgment  was  ac- 
curate,  his  apprehension  quick,  and  his  tnemory  so  tenacious,  that  he  was  frecucntly 
obsenred  to  know  what  he  had  learned  from  otbers,  in  a  sbort  tnne,  better  tban  tbose 
by  whom  he  was  informed ;  and  could  frecjuentiy  recollect  imadents,  with  all  their 
combination  of  circumstances,  which  few  would  have  regarded  at  tbe.present  tirne,  bot 
whieb  the  quickness  of  his  apprehension  impressed  upon  him.  He  had  tbe  pecobar 
felicity  that  bis  attention  never  deserted  him ;  he  was  present  to  every  object,  and  re- 
gardful  of  the  most  trifling  ocenrrences.  He  had  the  art  of  escaping  from  his.  own»re- 
ilections,  and  accommodating  himself  to  every  new  scenę. 

.  To  tbis  ąuality  is  to  be  imputed  the  extent  of  his  knowledge,  eompared  with  the 
Smali  tiine  which  be  spent  in  visłbłe  endeavours  to  acąuire  it,  He  mingled  in  cursory 
conversation  with  the  same  śteadiness  of  attention  as  otbers  apply-to  a  lecture;.  .and 
araidst  the  appearance  of  thougbtless  gaiety,  lost  no  new  idea  that  was  started,  nor  any 
hiiit  that  could  be  improfed.  He  had  therefore  madę  in  coffee-houses  the  same  pro- 
hciency  as  otbers  in  their  cfosets :  and  it  is  remarkable,  that  the  writiags  of  a  man  of 
little  edućation  and  litlle  reading  have  an  air  of  learning  scarcely  to  be  found  in  any 
otber  performance?,  but  whicłi  perhaps  as  ofien  obscures  as  eotbełlishes  tbem.  - 

His  jndginent  was  eminently  exact  both  with  regard  to  writings  and -to  men.  _Tbe 
knowledge  of  life  was  indeed  his  chief  attainment ;  and  it  is  not  witbout  some  satistac- 
tion,  that  I  can  produce  the  snfirage  ef  Savage  in  favour  of  huniau  naturę,  qf  which 
he  never  appeared  to  entertain  such  odious  ideas  as  some,  who  perhaps  had  neither 
'  his  judgruent  nor  experience,  have  published,  ehber  in  ostentation  of  their  sagac^ty, 
Yindication  of  their  crimes,  or  gratification  of  their  malice* 

His  metbod  of  life  particularly  ąualitied  him  for  eony  ersałioUi  of  which  he  knew  bjow 
to  practise  all  the  graces.  He  wasneyer  vehemańtor  loud,  but  at  once  modest  and 
easy,  open  and  respectful;  bis  language  was  vivacious  and  elegant,  and  equaily  happy 
upon  grave  or  humorous  subjects*  JHLe  was  generally  censured  for  not  knewing  when 
to  retire;  but  that  was  not  the  defect  of  his  judgment,  but  of  his  fortunę:  when  be 
left  his  company,  he  was  frequently  to  spend  the  remaining  part  of  the  night  in  the 
street,  or  at  least  was  abandoned  to  gloomy  zeflections,  which  it  is  not  strange  that  he 
delayed  as  long  as  he  could ;  and  sometimes  forgot  that  be  gave. otbers  j>ain  to  atoM 
h  himself.    . 
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It  cannot  be  said,  that  be  madę  use  of  his  abilities  for  tfae  directoon  of  his  own  con- 
d«ct;  an  irregular  and  dissipated  manner  of  life  had  madę  him  the  slave  of  every  pas- 
sion  that  happened  to  be  encited  by  the  presence  of  its  object,  and  that  slavery  to  his 
passions  reeiprocally  produc&d  a  life  iraegułar  and  dissipatekL  He  was  not  master  of 
bis  own  motions,  nor  could  promise  any  thing  for  the  next  day. 

With  regard  to  his  económy,  nothing  can  be  added  to  the  relation  of  his  life.  He 
appeared  to  think  himself  bom  to  be  supported  by  others,  and  dispensed  from  all  ne* 
cesshy  of  providing  for  himself;  be  therefore  never  prosecoted  any  scheme  of  adran- 
tage,  nor  endeayoured  even  to  secure  the  profits  whkh  his  writings  might  have  aflbrd- 
ed  him.  His  temper  was,  in  conseąuence  of  the  dominion  of  his  passions,  uncertam 
and  capricious ;'  he  was  easily  engaged,  and  easily  disgusted ;  bat  he  is  acaised  of  re-* 
taining  his  hatred  morę  tenaciously  than  bis  beneToleuee. 

He  was  coropassionate  both  by  naturę  and  principłe,  and  always  ready  to  perferm 
offioes  of  humanity ;  but  when  he  was  prowked,  (and  very  smali  offences  were  saffident 
to  provoke  him)  he  woukLprosecute  his  revenge  with  the  utmost  acrimooy  till  his  pas* 
sion  had  subsided. 

His  friendship  was  therefore  of  little  value ;  for,  though  he  was  sealous  in  the  sup- 
port  or  vindication  of  those  whom  he  loved,  yet  it  was  always  dangerous  to  trust  him, 
because  he  considered  himself  as  discharged  by  the  first  ąuarrel  from  all  ties  of  honour 
or  gratitude;  and  would  betray  those  secrets  wfaich  in  the  wanjith  of  confidence  had 
been  imparted  to  him.  This  practice  drew  upon  him  an  unwersal  aocusation  of  in- 
gratitude :  nor  can  it  be  denied  that  he  was  very  ready  to  set  himself  free  from  the  load  of 
an  obligation ;  for  he  could  not  bear  to  conceive  himself  in  a  state  of  dependence,  his 
pride  being  equally  powerful  with  his  other  passions,  and  appearing  in  the  form  of  in- 
solence  at  one  time,  and  of  vanity  at  another.  Yanity,  the  most  innooent  species  of 
pride,  was  most  frequentty  predominant:  he  could  not  easily  leave  off,  when  he  had 
once  begun  to  mention  himself  or  his  worfcs ;  nor  ever  read  his  venes  without  stealing 
bis  eyes  from  the  page,  to  discover  in  the  faees  of  his  audience,  how  they  were  aftcted' 
with  any  (avourite  passage.  " *' 

A  kmder  riame  than  that  of  vanity  ooght  to  be  given  to  the  dehcacy  with  which  he 
was  always  careful  to  separate  his  own  raerit  from  every  other  rtkasfs,  and  to  reject 
that  praise  to  whkh  he  had  no  elaim.  He  did  not  forget,  a  mentkrning  his  perfor- 
mances,  to  mark  eyery  Mne  that  had  been  suggestedoramended;  and  was  so  aecnrate^ 
aa  to  relałe  that  he  owed  three  words  in  The  Wanderer  to  the  adrice  of  nb 
friends. 

Hb  veracity  was  questk>ned,  but  with  little  reason ;  his  accounts,  though  not  incfeed 
always  the  same,  were  generally  consistent.  When  he  loved  any  roan,  he  suppressed 
all  his  faults :  and,  when  he  had  been  oflfended  by  him,  concealed  all  his  virtues :  but 
his  characters  were  generally  tnie,  so  far  as  he  proceeded ;  though  it  cannot  be  denied, 
that  his  partiality  might  have  sometimes  the  effect  of  falsehood. 

In  cases  indńTerent,  be  was  zealous  for  virtue,  truth,  and  justice :  he  knew  very  well 
tfae  necessity  of  goodness  to  the  present  and  futurę  happiness  of  mankind ;  nor  is  there 
perhaps  any  writer,  who  has  less  endearoured  to  please  by  flattering  the  appetites,  ot 
ferrerting  the  judgmenL 
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As  an  anthor,  tberefore,  and  be  now  ceases  to  influence  mankind  io  any  otber  cha- 
racter,  if  one  piece  whica  be  had  resolved  to  suppress  be  eicepted*  be  bas  very  titife 
tofearfrom  the  stifctest  morał  or  religioos  cenaure.  And  tfaough  be  may  not  be 
attogether  secure  against  the  objedkms  of  the  critic,  it  most  bowever  be  aeknowledged^ 
that  his  works  are  the  productions  of  a  gęstwa  trały  poetieal;  and,  wbat  many  writera 
who  have  beetf  morę  lavbary  npfrlawded  canaot  boast,  that  they  bave  an  original  ab, 
wbkb  hat  no  keseniblance  of  any  foiegojag,  wriłer,  that  the  ver$iiicatioo  and  sentiiaents 
hate  a  etat  peeaiiar  to  thesasetos,  whieb  no  mas  ca*  frakąte  with  saecess,  becaaaa 
wfcat  wat  aataie  in  Satage  woald  iat  anotber  be  affectation.  It  mnst  be  confeaed* 
tkat  h»  desetiptioas  are  striUajg,  kat  images  aaimated,  his  nctaons  justly  imagined*  and 
bis  ajlegeriea  artfully  ptfrsped;  that  his  dkHon>  i§  elerated,  thoagh  soroetimes  ferceaY 
and  his  nambers  sonorous  and  majestic,  thoegh  fretjuentry  sługgiah  and  eacumbered. 
Of  tai  style;  the  generał  faatłis  harahrteaa,  and  ita  generał  eseeHoBce  is  djgaity ;  ofhis 
s*ntkneats»  the  pietatliag.  btaaty  ia  shupkeltys  and  ne&rawty  the  preraling  defeeh 

For  has  Kfe,  or  fet  his  writinga,  nona,  whactfatUdly  eonsider  bis  fortone,  wiU  Hank 
an  apology  either  necessary  or  difficult  If  he  was  not  always  sofficaentiy  matrtseted 
on  his  sabject,  his  knowledgn  was  at  least  greater  thaa  couM  have  been  attajned  by 
othere  nt  the  sasne  atate. .  If  his  worka  were  soinetknes  uafioished*  accoracy  canaot- 
nasonslbły  be  eaactea*  front  a  man  oppressed  with  want,  whieh  he  bas  no  bope  of  re- 
łfering  bat  by  a  speedy  ptiblication.  The  insolence  and  Ktentment  of  whkh  be.  h> 
aectfsed  were  not  eaaiły  to  be  awided  by  a  gfeat  miód,  kritated  by  perpetual  hard- 
ships,.  and  constralned  boorly  ta  return  tlte  spurns  of  contempł,  and  .represa  the  mse- 
leoce  of  prosperity}  and  *anity  may  surely  be  readiiy  patdoned  in  hiin,  to  whom 
life  afforded  ue*  owies  coaarerts  than  barren  praises,  and  the  conscionanesaof  deseróng. 
them. 

Ibose  ant  nfr  prefeajudge*  ofhis  condact,  who  have  słnmbered  away  their  time  on 
the  down  of  planty;  nor  wULany  wise  man  presame  to  any,.  "  Hadl  been  in  Satages 
oamśilkm*  *  shouH  harte  łfoed  or  written  better  than  Sarage.* 

This  relation  will  not  be  wholly  without  its  use,  if  those,  who  langaish  onder  any 
part  of  hia  snfcwngs»,  shall  be  enabłed  fb  fortiry  their  patiesce,*  by  reflecting  that  they 
ftełtealy  theae  afr1istien*ftiom< wkkb  the*  aMUties-of  Saroge  did  not  eaempt  binr;  or 
thoas*,  who*  is>  eoalManee  of  sapenW  eapaaitiea  or  attahuaent&j  diaregarded  the  oomraoa* 
ina^saM>of<sHev  saałkbcrnttaaidfd^  tbainothing  wil  supply  the  want  of  prodence; 
and  thaa  ne^tfgaate.  and  h#agatarityf  loag  cowammed>  wiH  make  koowledge  iwełess, 
wit  ridkulons,  and  genius  contemptible. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOUEABLE 

JOHN  LORD  YISCOUNT  TYRCONNEI* 

Baron  Chablkyille,  and  Lord  Beownlows,  Knight  of  the  Bath. 

Mf  Lord, 

i  art  of  this  poem  had  the  honour  of  your  Lordship's  perusal  wben  ii* 
manuscript ;  and  it  was  no  smali  pride  to  me,  when  it  met  with  approbation 
from  so  distinguishing  a  judge :  should  the  rest  find  the  like  indulgence, 
I  shall  haye  no  occasion  (whatever  its  success  may  be  in  the  world)  to  re- 
pent  the  labour  it  has  costme — But  my  intention  is  not  to  pursue  a  discourse 
on  my  own  performance;  no,  my  lord,  it  is  to  embrace  this  opportunity 
of  throwing  out  sentiments  that  relate  to  your  lordship's  goodness,  the 
generosity  of  which,  giye  me  leave  to  say,  I  have  greatly  experienced. 

I  ofler  it  not  as  a  new  remark,  that  dependance  on  the  great,  in  former 
times,  generally  tcrminated  in  disappointment ;  nay,  eyen  their  bounty  (if 
it  could  be  called  such)  was,  in  its  very  naturę,  ungenerous.  It  was,  per- 
haps,  with-held,  through  an  indolent  or  wilful  neglect,  till  those  who  lingered 
in  the  want  of  it,  grew  almost  past  the  sense  of  comfort.  At  length  it  came, 
too  often,  in  a  manner  that  half  cancelled  the  obligation,  and,  perchance, 
must  bave  been  acquired  too  by  some  preyious  act  of  guilt  in  the  receiyer, 
the  conseąuence  of  which  was  remorse  and  infamy. 

But  that  I  live,  my  lord,  is  a  proof  that  dependance  on  your  lordship,  and 
the  present  ministry,  is  an  assurance  of  success.  I  am  persuaded,  distress, 
in  many  other  instances,  affects  your  soul  with  a  compassion,  that  always 
shows  itself  in  a  manner  most  humaneand  active ;  that  to  forgiveinjuries,and 
confer  benefits,  is  your  delight ;  and  that  to  deserre  your  friendship  is  to 
deser ve  the  countenance  of  the  best  of  men.  To  be  admitted  into  the  ho* 
nour  of  your  Iordship's  conversation  (permit  me  to  speak  but  justice)  is  to 
be  elegantly  introduced  into  the  most  instructive,  as  well  as  entertaining, 
parts  of  literaturę ;  it  is  to  be  furnished  with  the  finest  obseryations  upon 
haman  naturę,  and  to  receiye,  from  the  most  unassuming,  sweet,  and  win- 
ning  candour,  the  worthiest  and  most  polite  maxims— »such  as  are  always 
enforced  by  the  actions  of  your  own  life.  1  could  also  take  notice  of  your 
many  public-spirited  services  to  your  country  in  parliament,  and  your 
constant  attachment  to  Hberty,  and  the  royal9  illustrious  bouse  of  our  most 
gracious  sovereign ;  but  my  lord,  believe  me,  your  own  deeds  are  the 
noblest  and  fittest  orators  to  speak  your  praise,  and  willeieyate  it  far  beyond 
the  power  of  a  much  abler  writer  than  I  wn. 
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I  will  therefore  tura  my  view  from  your  lordship's  rirtues  to  the  kinfl 
influence  of  them,  which  bas  been  so  lately  shed  upon  me ;  and  then,  if  my 
futurę  morals  and  writings  shall  gain  any  approbation  from  men  of  parts  and 
prbbity,  I  must  acknowledge  all  to  be  the  product  of  your  lordship's  good- 
ness  to  me.    I  must,  in  fine,  say  with  Horace, 

Oood  spiro,  &  placeo,  (si  plaoeo)  tuum  est 

I  am,  with  the  highest  gratitude  <and  yeneration* 

my  lord, 
.  your  lordship's  most  dutiful 

-and  devoted  senrant,. 


Richard  Savage. 


•       • 
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im  nrm  CANTOS. 

VuUa  mali  nova  mi  faciea  inopiuave  swgjt. 

V»rg. 

CANTO    I. 


AIN  wouM  my  rersc,  Tyrcounel,  boast  thy  name, 
Brownlowe,  at  once  my  subject  and  my  famę ! 
Oh !  oould  that  spirit,  which  thy  basom  warms, 
Whose   strength   surprises,   and  whose    goodness 

charms ! 
That  vark>as  worth  ?  could  that  inspire  my  lays, 
Envy  ahould  smile,  and  Censure  learu  to  praiee  : 
Yet,  though  uneoual  to  a  soul  like  thine, 
A  generous  sonl,  approarhingto  dirine, 
When  blessM  beneath  such  patronage  I  wriŁe, 
Creat  my  attempt,  though  hazardom  my  fiigbt. 

CYer  ample  Naturę  1  extend  my  views ; 
Katore  to  rural  sccnes  hwites  the  Muse : 
She  Bies  all  public  care,  all  vcnal  strife. 
To  try  the  still,  comparM  with  active  Ufc ; 
To  prove,  by  tbese  the  sona  of  men  maj'  owe 
Vhe  fruits  of  bliss  to  bursttng  clouds  of  woe; 
That  ev'n  calamity,  by  thought  refin'd, 
{napirits  and  adonis  the  thinking  miód. 

Cotne,  Contemplation,  whose  unbounded  gazę, 
#wtft  in  a  glanoe,  the  course  of  tbings  surveys  ; 
Who  in  thysetf  the  various  viewjcanst  find 
Of  sea,  land,  air,  and  hearen,  and  human-kiod ; 
What  tides  of  passion  in  the  bosom  roli  j 
What  thoaghts  debatę,  and  what  ezalt  the  toul, 
Whose  pencil  paints,  obsecraious  to  thy  will, 
ĄU  thou  sorvey,9t9  with  a  creative  skill ! 
Oh !  Ieave  awhile  thy  lov'd,  sequester'd  shade ! 
AwhOe  in  wintery  wikłs  rouchsafe  thy  aid  ! 
Tbeo  w/aft  me  to  some  olive,  bowery  greerj, 
Where,  ctoathM  in  wbite,  thou  sbow'st  a  mind  serene ; 
Where  kmd  Content  frotn  noise  and  court  retires, 
Aad^snuling  aits,  jrlrile  £f  uses  tanę  tbeir  lyres : 


Where  Zephyngendybreathe,while9eeppro(biin4 
To  their  soft  fanning  nods,  with  poppies  crown'd; 
Sleep,  onatreasure  of  bright  dreams  reclines, 
By  thee  bestow'd;  whence  Fancy  colouiM  shincs,' 
And  flutters  round  his  braw  a  hovering  flight, 
Varying  ber  plumes  in  visionary  light. 

Tho'  i  /ar  fires  now  faiut  and  watery  barn, 
Just  where  with  ice  Aquarius  frets  his  urn ! 
If  thaw'd,  forth  issue,  from  its  mouth  severe, 
Raw  clouds,  that  tadden  all  to'  ur?erted  year. 

Wben  Prost  and  Fi re  with  martial  powers  engag'd# 
Prost,  uorthward,  fled  the  war,  nneąuai  wag*d  1 
Beneath  the  pola  hia  legiom  urg'd  their  flight. 
And  gain'd  a  cave  profbund  and  wide  aa  night. 
Ołer  cheerless  scenes  by  Desolatiou  owtfd, 
•High  09  an  Alp  of  ice  he  atts  entbron'd ! 
One  cjay-cald  band,  hia  crystal  beard  sustains, 
And  acepter'd  one,  Qłer  wind  and  tempest  reigna  ; 
Ołer  stony  magazinea  of  hail,  that  storm 
The  blossom'd  fruit,  and  flowery  Spring  deform. 
His  lauguid  eyea  like  frozen  lakea  appear, 
Dim  gleaming  all  the  light  that  wanders  here. 
Hia  robę  aoow-wiought,  and  hoarłd  with  age;  hia 

hreath 
A  oitroosdamp*  that  strikes  petrific  death. 

Far  beoce  liea,  e^er-freezM,  the  northern  mam, 
Tbat  checks,  and  renden  n«vigation  Yaui, 
That,  abut  against  the  Sun'&diaaolving  ray, 
Scatters  the  trembling  tides  of  vanquish'd  day, 
And  stretchiog  eastward  half  the  world  secucet, 
Defiea  discovery,  and  like  thne  endures ! 

Now  Frost  sent  boreal  blaata  to  aoourge  the  air, 
I  To  bind  the  atreams,  and  leave  tbe  landscape  barej 
I  Yet  when,  (ar  west,  hia  vk>lence  declines, 
Though  ber©  the  brook,  or  lakę,  hispower  oonfinesi 
To  rocky  poola,  to  cataracts  are  nnknown 
His  cbains  1-^-to  riyors,  rapid  like  the  Rhone ! 

The  falling  Moon  cast,  oold,  a  quivering  light, ,  . 
Just  sUrej^d  o'erthe  snów,  and  sunk  ! — pale  Night 
Retirtf  •    The  dawn  m  light-grey  mirta  aroae  l 
Shrill  chants  the  cock !— the  hungry  heifer  lows  1 
Slow  blush  yoo  breaking  clouds;— the  Sun's  uptoird  l 
Th*  axpanstve.grev  turas  azure,  chaa^  with  gold; 
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White-glittering  ioe,chang'd  like  the  topaz,  gleams, 

Reflecting  saffiron  lustre  from  his  beams. 
O  Contemplation,  teach  me  tu  explore, 

From  Britain  far  remote,  some  distant  shore ! 

From  sleep  a  drcam  distinct  and  live1y  claim ; 

Clear  let  the  vis?on  strike  the  morał "s  atm ! 

It  comes !  I  feel  it  o*er  my  soul  serene  ! 

Still  Mora  bcgins,  aiid  Frost  retains  the  scenę ! 
Hark ! — the  loud  horn's  enlwening  notę '«  begun ! 

From  rock  to  vale  sweet-wandering  echoes  run  ! 

Still  floats  the  sornid  sbrill-winding  from  afer ! 

Wild  beasts  astonishM  dread  the  sylran  war ! 

Speara  to  the  Sun  in  files  embattled  play, 

March  on,  charge  briskly,  and  cnjoy  the  fray ! 
Swans,  ducks,  and  geese,  and  the  wingM  winter- 

Chatter  discordant  on  yon  echoing  flood  !     fbrood, 

At  Babel  thus,  when  Heavcn  the  tongue  confounds, 

tiudden  a  thousand  different  jargon-sounds, 

Like  jangling  be) la,  harsh  mingling,  grate  the  ear  ! 

AU  stare !  all  talk !  all  mean ;  b  ut  uone  cohere  ! 

Mark !  wiley  fowlers  medttate  their  doom,  [gloom  ! 

And  sraoky  Fate  speeds  thundering  thrmigh   tha 

Stopp'd  short,  they  cease  in  airy  rings  to  fly, 
Whirl  o'er  and  o'er,  and,  fluttering,  fali  and  die. 

Still  Fancy  wafts  me  on !  decciv'd  I  stand, 
EstrangM,  adventurous  on  a  foreign  land ! 
Widc  and  morę  wide  extcnds  the  scenc  unknown  ! 
tyhere  shall !  tum,  a  Wanderer,  and  alone  ? 

From  hilly  wilds,and  riepths  where  snows  rcmain, 
My  wmding  steps  up  a  steep  motintaiń  $train  !" 
EmerBłd  a-top,  I  mark,  the  hiłh  sobside, 
And  towen  a«pire,  but  with  interior  prfde ! 
On  this  bleak  height  tali  firs,  with  ice-work  crown*d, 
Bend,  wbite  their  flaky  winter  shades  the  ground ! 
Hoarse,  and  direct,  a  bhistertng  north-wind  blows ! 
On  boughs,  thick-rustling,  crack  the  emped  snows ! 
Tangles  of  frmt  half-frirht  the  wiMerM  eyc, 
By  beat  oft  blacken'd  like  a  lowering  sky ! 
Hence  down  the  sWe  two  turbid  rivolets  pour, 
And  derom*  two,  in  one  huge  cataract  roar ! 
While  pleasM  the  watery  progres*  I  purmie, 
Yon  rocki  in  rough  assemblage  rush  in  view1 
In  form  an  amphitheatre  they  rise ; 
And  h  dark  gułf  in  their  broac)  centrę  lies. 
There  the  dim'd  sigfit  with  dizzy  weakness  fatts, 
And  horrour  o*er  the  firmest  brain  prerails ! 
Thiiher  these  mountam-streams  their  passage  take, 
Headlong  foam  down,  and  form  a  dreadfu!  lakę  ! 
The  lakę,  high-swełling,  so  redundant  grows, 
From  the  beap  «  storę  dertvłd,  a  mer  flows ; 
Which,  deepening,  traveU  thro*  a  distant  wood, 
And,  thence  emerging,  meets  a  sister-flood ; 
Mingled  they  flash  on  a  wide-opening  plain, 
And  pass  yon  city  to  the  far-seen  main. 

So  Mend  two  soah  by  Hea*en  for  union  madę, 
And  strengthenmg  fbrwafd,  lend  a  mutual  aid, 
And  pwre  in  every  transient  turn  their  aim, 
Through  finite  life  to  infinite  the  same. 

Nor  ends  tbe  iandacape — Ocean,  to  my  sight, 
Fełnts  a  blue  arm,  where  satlfog  ships  delight, 
In  prospect  IcasenNl  !— Now  new  rocks,  rearMhigh, 
Stretcb  across-ridge,  aud  bar  the  curious  eye ; 
-There  lies  obscurM  the  ripening  diamond's  ray, 
And  thence  red-branching  coral '»  rent  away. 
In  eonie  form  there  gelid  crystal  grows  ; 
Thro'  such  the  palace4amp,  gay  lustre  throws ! 
Lustro*  which,  tbrough  dim  night,  as  rarious  plays, 
As  play  from  yonder  snows  the  changeful  rays  ! 
For  nobler  use  the  crystaPs  worth  may  rise, 
tftubas  panpeetfoe  beam  tne  snoUess-prize ; 


Thro'  these  the  beams  af  the  far-lengthenM  eya 
Measure  known  stars,  and  new  remoter  spy. 
Hence  Commerce  many  a  shorten'd  voyaipe  stean\ 
Shorten'd  to  montbs,  tbe  hazard  once  of  years  ; 
Hence  Halleyłs  soul  etherial  flight  easays ; 
Instructire  there  from  orb  to  orb  she  strayi ; 
Sees,  round  new  countlens  suns,  new  systems  roU! 
Sees  God  in  all !  and  magnifies  tbe  wbole  ! 
Yon  rocky  side  enricbM  the  summer  scenę. 
And  peasants  search  for  herbs  of  healthful  green; 
Now  naked,  pale,  and  comfortleas  it  lies, 
Like  youth  extended  cold  in  death'*  disgiuse. 
There,  while  without  the  sounding  tempest  aweQa, 
lncav*d  secure  thł  exulting  cagle  dwells; 
And  there,  when  Naturę  owns  prolinc  spring*, 
Spreads  oYr  hor  young  a  fondling  mother'*  winf. 
Swains  on  the  coast  the  far-fum'd  fiah  desery, 
That  gives  tbe  fleecy  robę  the  Tyrian  dye ', 
While  shelłs,  a  scatter'd  ornament  bestow, 
The  tinc'tur'd  rivals  of  the  showery  bow. 
Yon  limcless  sands,  loo«e-driving  with  tbe  wind, 
In  futurę  cauldrons  useful  testure  6nd, 
Tlli,  on  tbefumace  thrown,  tbe  gknring  masa 
Brighteas,  and  brightening  hardens  into  gUss, 
When  winter  halcyons,  flickering  on  the  ware, 
Tune  their  complaints,  yon  sea  forgets  to  rare; 
Though  lash'd  by  storms,which  naval  pride  o,ertnm 
The  foaming  deep  in  sparkles  seema  to  bum, 
Ix>ud  winds  Uirn  Zephyrs  to  en^rge  their  notes, 
And  each  safe  nest  on  a  calu  surfkoe  floats. 

Nów  veers  the  wind  fuli  east  i  and  keen,  and  sore> 
Its  cutting  influence  aches  in  every  porę ! 
How  weak  thy  fabric,  man !— \A.  puff,  thus  błown, 
StąggpTB  thy  strength,  and  echoes  to  thy  groui. 
A  tnoth's  minutest  nerve  let  angukh  aeise, 
Swift  kindrod  fibres  catch  !  (so  frail  our  ease !) 
Pincird,  piercM,  and  tom,  mflam^d^ndunassnag^d, 
They  Rinart,  and  swell,  and  throb,  and  shoot  enragd ! 
From  nerve  to  ncrve  fierce  flies  th'  eaculting  pain ! 
-  -And  are  we  of  this  mighty  fabric  vain  ?     [giidea  1 

it 


Now  my  Wood  cbills !  scarce  through  my 
Surę  on  each  blast  a  shirermg  agne  rides; 
Warn'd  let  me  this  bleak  eminence  forsake, 
And  to  the  vale  a  different  winding  take ! 

Half  I  descend  :  my  spirits  fast  decay  ; 
A  terrace  now  relieves  my  weary  way. 
Close  with  this  stage  a  precipk*e  conibines; 
Whence  still  the  spacious  country  far  dec.'ine* ! 
The  berds  seem  insects  in  tbe  distant  glades, 
And  men  diminish'd,  as,  at  noon,  their  shades ! 
Tbick  on  this  top  o'ergrown  for  walks  are  seen 
Grey  leafltss  wood,  and  winter-greens  between ! 
The  reddenirtg  berry,  deep-tingłd  bolly  shows, 
And  matted  mistletoe,  the  wbite,  bestows ! 
Though  lost  the  banquet  of  autumnal  fruits, 
Tho'  on  broad  oaks  no  vernal  umbrage  sboots ! 
These  boughs,  the  silencM  shivering  songsteni 
These  foodful  berries  ftJl  the  hungry  beak. 

Beneath  appears  a  place,  all  oiitward  bare, 
Inward  the  dreary  man^ion  of  Oespair ! 
The  water  of  the  mountain-road,  hatf-stray^d, 
Breaks  o'er  it  wild,  aod  falls  a  brown  Cascade. 

Has  Naturę  this  rough,  naked  piece  design'^ 
To  hołd  inhabitants  of  mortal  kiod  ? 
She  has.    ApproachM,  appears  a  deep 
^Tiich  opens  in  a  rock  a  large  esetent ! 
And  hark  ! — its  hollow  entrance  reach*d,  I 
A  trampling  sound  of  footsteps  hastenmgoear ! 
A  death-like  chillneas  thwarts  my  pantng  hrmati 
Sofii  the  wisttd  object  standi  at  leiigth  confcst I 
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€>f  youtn  Ms  form!— But  wfcy  with  anguiah  bent  ? 

Why  pin'd  with  salto*  marks  of  discontent > 

Yet  Patience,  labouring  to  beguhe  his  care, 

fieem*  to  rawe  hope,  and  amiies  away  despair* 

Gmmaańon,  in  his  eye,  sunreys  my  grief, 

And  in  hit  voice  hwites  me  to  relief, 

"  Preveutive  of  thy  cal),  bebold  my  hastę," 

(He  says,)  "  nor  let  warm  thanks  tby  spirits  watte ■ 

Ali  fear  forget Each  portal  I  possess, 

Daty  wide-opens  to  recefre  distress." 
Obligtt,  I  follow,  by  bis  guidanoe  led; 
The  Ysulted  roof  re-echoiug  to  our  trend ! 
And  now  in  sqoar'd  division»,  I  survey 
Chambera  sequester'd  from  tbe  glare  of  day ; 
Yet  needful  lights  are  taught  to  iuterrene, 
Through  rifts;  each  forming  a  perspectfoe  scenę. 

in  front  a  parlour  meets  my  entering  view ; 
Oppos'd,  a  room  to  sweet  refection  due. 
Herę  my  cbill'd  veins  are  wann'd  by  chippy  fires, 
Tbrough  the  bor'd  rock  above,  the  smoke  expires ; 
Keai,  tfer  a  bomely  board,  a  napkin  's  spread, 
Crown'd  with  a  heapy  canister  of  bread. 
A  mapie  cup  i*  next  dispatch*d  to  bring 
The  comfort  of  the  sahitary  spring : 
Kor  moniu  we  absent  blessings  of  the  Tinę, 
Herę  laughs  a  frugal  bowl  of  rosy  winę ; 
And  saronry  cates,  upon  elear  embers  cast, 
Lie  hissing,  till  snatchM  off;  a  rich  repast ! 
Soon  leap  my  spirits  with  enlhnen'd  power, 
Aod  'm  gay  conrero  gtides  the  feastful  hour« 

Tbe  Hermit,  thiis : "  Thou  wonderfe  at  thy  fore : 
On  me,  yon  city,  kind,  bestows  her  care : 
Meat  for  keen  famine,  and  the  generons  juice, . 
That  warms  cbill'd  lifo,  her  charities-prodnee : 
Accept  without  reward ;  unaak'd  Hwas  name; 
Herę  what  thy  heahh  reąuires,  as  free  be  thine. 
Hence  leara  that  Gon,  (wbo  in  the  tirae  of  need, 
In  firoaen  deserts  can  the  raven  foed) 
WeJl-soughtyWill  delegaie  some  pitying  breast, 
Hat  secood  ineans,  to  succour  man  distrest" 
He  pautfd.  Deep  thought  upon  bis  aspect  g(oom*d; 
**"ben  be,with  smile  humane,  his  voice  resumM, 
•*  Pm  jnst  informM,  (and  laugh  me  not  to  scorn) 
By  one  onseen  by  thee,  thon'rt  English-born. 
Of  England  I— To  me  the  British  state 
Riscs,  in  dear  memoriał,  ever  great ! 
Herę  stand  we  conscioas :— diffidence  suspend ! 
Free  flow  oar  words ! — Oid  ne'er  thy  Muse  extend 
To  grots,  wliere  Gontemplation  smiles  serene, 
Wtiere  angels  yisit,  and  where  joys  convene  ? 
To  grores,  where  morę  than  mortal  voices  rise, 
Catch  the  rapt  soul,  and  waft  it  to  the  skies  ? 
This  cave  l  — Yon  walks ! — But,  e're  I  morę  unfbłd, 
Whatartful  scenes  thy  eyes  shall  here  behold, 
Think  snbjects  of  my  toil :  nor  wondering  gazę  I 
What  cahnot  Industry  completely  raise  ? 
Be  the  whole  Earth  in  one  great  landscape  found, 
By  Industry  is  ałl  with  beauty  crown'd  ! 
He,  he  aione,  explores  the  minę  for  gajn, 
Hues  the  bard  rock,  or  harrows  up  the  plam; 
He  fbnns  the  sword  to  smite ;  he  sheaths  tbe  steel, 
Drawa  heahh  from  heros,  and  shows  the  balm  to  heal ; 
Or  with  loom'd  woot  the  natire  robę  supplies ; 
Or  bida  yonng  plants  in  futurę  forests  rise ; 
Or  fella  the  monarch  oak,  wbich,  borne  away, 
Sh&łl,  with  new  grace,  the  distant  ocean  sway ; 
Hence  goldea  Commerce  news  her  weahh  inerease, 
The  blssfal  child  of  Liberty  and  Peace. 
He  scoope  the  stobbom  Alps,  and,  still  empby*d, 
Fit*l*u*  srtfeititouoaU,  Uh  ateril  veidj 


StopM  up  wbite  rocka,  imał),  ydlew  harrests  grow, 
And,  green  on  terraeM  stages,  vineyards  blow  1 
By  him  fali  mountains  to  a  leweł  space, 
An  istbmus  sinks,  and  sundeitt  seas  embraoe  ( 
He  founds  a  city  on  the  naked  shore, 
And  desolatkm  staires  the  tract  no  morę. 
From  the  wUd  wave*  he  won  the  Belgie  land ; 
Where  widetbeyfoamM,  hertownsandtraAcsstand^ 
He  deat^dy  manur^d,  enlarg^d  the  furtive  groond, 
And  firms  the  conqueat  with  his  fonceful  mound. 
Evłn  mid  the  walery  worki  his  Venice  rosę, 
Each  fiibric  there,  as  Pleasui^s  seat  he  shows  ! 
There  marts,  sports,  councils,  are  for  aotion  songht^ 
Landscapes  for  bealth,  and  solitnde  for  thought. 
What  wonder  then,  I,  by  his  petent  aid, 
A  mansion  in  a  barren  mountain  madę  ł 
Part  thou  hast  riew'd !— If  further  we  explore, 
Let  Industry  deserre  applaose  the  morę. 

"  No  frowning  care  yon  blest  apartment  sees, 
There  Sleepfetires,  and  fiods  a  couch  of  ease. 
Kind  dreams,  that  fly  lemorse,  andpamper^d  wealth, 
There  shed  the  smiles  of  innocence  and  health. 

"Mark !— Hete  deaeenda  a  grot,  delightral  seat  I 
Which  warms  e'en  wmter,  tempera  summer  heat ! 
See  1— Gurgling  from  a  top,  a  spring  distils ! 
In  monrnful  measuies  wind  the  dripping  rills ; 
Soft  ooos  of  distant  doves,  recerrfd  arouna\ 
In  aootbing  rohtture,  swell  the  watery  sonńd; 
And  hence  the  streamkts  seek  the  terrace*  sfcade, 
Within,  without,  alike  to  ałl  comreyM. 
Pass  on— New  scenes,  by  my  creatire  power, 
Invite  Reflectkm'8  sweet  and  solemn  bour.** 

We  enterd,  where, in  wełUrans/d  order,  stood 
Th'  instruethre  volumes  of  the  wbe  and  good. 
"Thesefrienda"  (said  be)  "  thongh  I  desert  man- 
Oood  angels  never  woukł  permit  behiad.         [kind, 
Each  genius,  youth  conceals,  or  time  displays, 
Iknow;  each  work  some  seraph  here  ooAveys, 
Retirement  thua  presents  my  searcbrul  thought, 
What.  Heaven  inspir'd,  and  what  tbe  Muse  bas  taught; 
What  Yonng  satiric  and  subłime  bas  writ, 
Wbose  life  is  virtue,  and  whose  Muse  is  wit. 
Rapt  I  foreseethy  Mallet»g  i  early  ahn 
Sbine  in  fuli  worth,  and  shoot  at  Jeugth  to  famę. 
Sweet  fency'8  Woom  in  Fenton^s  lay  appears, 
And  the.  ripe  judgment  of  instructive  years. 
In  Hill  is  all  that  generons  souls  revere, 
To  Virtue  and  tbe  Muse  for  ever  dear : 
And  Thomson,  in  this  praise,  thy  merit  see, 
The  tongue,  that  praises  merit,  praises  thee.">(age, 

"  These  scorn11  (saki  I)  "  the  veree-wrigtt  of  their 
Vain  of  a  labour'd,  languid,  useless  page ; 
To  whose  dim  foculty  tbe  meanmg  song 
h  glaring,  or  obscure,  when  elear,  and  strong ;  - 
Who,  in  cant  phrases,  gires  a  work  disgraoe ; 
His  wit,  and  oddness  of  his  tonę  and  foce  ; 
Ijet  the  weak  małiee,  nnrs'd  to  an  essay, 
In  some  Iow  libel  a  mean  heart  display ; 
Tbose,  who  once  praisM,  now  undeceiv'd,  despise, 
It  lives  contemn'd  a  day,  then  barmless  dies. 
Or  sbould  some  noblor  bard,  their  worth,  unpraise, 
Deserting  morals,  that  adom  his  lays, 
Alas !  tno  oft  each  science  shows  the  same, 
The  great  grow  jealous  of  a  greater  name: 
Ye  bards,  the  frailty  mourn,  yet  brare  the  shock ; 
Has  not  a  Stiltingflpet  oppo»'d  a  Locke  i 
Oh,  still  proceed,  with  aacred  rapture  nVd*1 
UnenvyM  had  he  lir*d,  if  unadmir*d." 
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"  Let  Envy,»  be  repKed,"  all  ireful  rbe, 
JEnvy  pursues  aJone  the  brave  and  wise ; 
Maro  and  Socrates  inspire  her  pain,  / 

And  Pope,  tbe  mooareh  of  the  tuneful  train ! 
To  whom  be  Nature's,  and  BriUnnia's  nraise ! 
Ali  their  brigbt  honorna  rusb  into  his  fmjs ! 
And  all  that  glorious  warmth  his  lays  reveal, 
Which  only  poets,  kings,  and  patriota  feel  i 
Though  gay  as  mirth,  as  curious  thought  sedate, 
As  elegance  polite,  as  power  elate; 
Profbund  aa  reason,  and  as  justice  elear  ; 
Soft  as  compassion,  yet  as  truth  severe  j 
As  bounty  copious,  as  persuasion  sweet ; 
Lilce  Naturę  various,  and  iike  Art  complete; 
So  fine  her  morals,  so  sublime  her  views, 
His  life  is  almost  eqaall'd  by  his  Mose. 

44  Q  Pope 1— -Since  Envy  isdecreed  by  Fate, 
Since  she  pursues  alone  the  wise  and  great; 
In  one  smali,  embletnatic  landscape  see, 
How  vast  a  distance  'tw«t  thy  fbe  and  jthee ! 
Truth  from  an  emmence  surveys  out  scenę 
(A  hill,  where  all  is  elear,  and  all  serene). 
Rude  eaith-ored  storms  o'er  meaner  valleys  blow, 
And  wandering  mists  roli,  blackening  far  below  j 
Dark,  and  debas'd,  Iike  them,  is  finTy's  aim, 
And  elear,  and  eminent,  Iike  Truth,  thy  famc." 

Thus  I.  "From what  dire  cause  canEnry  spring? 
Or  why  embosom  we  a  viper's  stmg ? 
Tis  £nvy  stings  our  darling  passion,  pride.M 
*4  Alas ! "  (the  man  of  mighty  soul  replied) 
u  Why  chuse  we  miseries  ?  Most  derive  their  birth 
From  one  bad  souTce— we  dread  superior  worth , 
PrefeWd,  it  seems  a  satire  on  our  own ; 
Then  heedless  to  eacel  we  meanly  moan : 
Tben  we  abstract  our  views,  and  envy  show, 
Whence  spiings  the  misery,  pride  is  doom'd  to  know. 
Thus  folly  pain  creaies :  by  wis<k>m'8  power, 
We  shun  the  weight  of  many  a  restless  hour— 
Lo !'  I  meet  wrong:  perhaps  the  wrong  I  feel 
Tends,  by  the  scheme  of  things,  to  ptiblic  weal. 
I,  of  the  whole,  am  part— the  jny  men  see, 
Must  circulate,  and  so  revolvc  to  me. 
Why  should  I  then  of  próate  loss  complain  ? 
Of  loss,  that  proves,  perchance,  a  brothe^s  gain  ?  - 
The  wind,  that  binds  one  bark  within  tbe  bay, 
May  waft  a  richerfreijrht  its  wishM-fbr  way. 
If  rains  redundant  flood  the  abject  ground, 
Mountains  are  but  supplied,  when  vales  are  drownM  $ 
If,  with  soft  moisture  swell'd,  the  vale  looks  gay, 
The  rerdure  of  the  mountain  rades  away. 
Sball  olouds,  but  at  my  weKare's  cali  descend  ? 
Shall  gravity  for  me  her  laws  suspend  ? 
For  me  shall  suns  tbeir  noon-tide  coune  forbear  ? 
Or  motion  not  subsist  to  influence  air  ? 
Let  the  means  vary ,  be  they  f  rost  or  flame, 
Thy  end,  O  Naturę  *  still  remams  the  same  1 
Be  this  the  motrre  of  a  wise  mar^s  care,— «• 
To  fhun  deserring  ills,  and  learn  to  bear." 
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Whiii  thus  a  mind  huntane,  and  wise,  he  shows, 
AU  etoquent  of  truth  his  language  flows.  [appears; 
Youtb,    though   depress'd,  through   all  his  form 
Tbrough  all  his  sentiments  the  depth  of  years. 
Thus  be—4  Wet  fiuther  Industry  behold, 
Which  co-?scioiifl  waits  new  wonders  to  unfbld, 
F.nter  my  chapel  r4xt— Lo !  berę  begin 
fGą  Wtar1*  ńtei,  that  eheck  the  growth  of  sin. 


When.  fint  we  met,  how  soonyou  seemM  to  fcnoiT 
Mybosom,  labouring  with  the  throbsof  woe!  {care% 
Such  racking  throbs  ! — Soft  I   when  I  rouse  tbosf 
Oa  my  chill'd  mind  pale  ReooUectioa  gtares ! 
When  .moping  Frenzy  strave  my  thoaghts  to  sway, 
Herę  prudent  labours  chacłd  her  power  away. 
Fuli,  and  rough-rismg  from  yon  sculptnrM  wali,' 
Boki  prophets  nations  to  repentance  cali '     [groan ! 
Meek  martyrs  smile  in  flames !   gorM  championf 
And  muse-like  cheruba  tune  their  harps  in  stooe  ! 
Next  shadow'd  light  a  rounding  force  beatowa. 
Swe  I  la  into  life,  and  speakiag  action  growa ! 
Herę  pleasmg,  melancboly  subjccts  fiod, 
To  calm,  amuse,  exaltthe  pensive  mind  i 
This  figurę  tender  grief,  Iike  minę,  impliet, 
And  semblant  thoughts,  that  earthly  pomp  desniśe, 
Such  penitential  Magdalenę  reveah ; 
Loose-veird,  in  negltgence  of  charmsshe  knee)a> 
Though  dress,  near-stor'd,  its  vanity  «uppties> 
The  vanity  of  dress  unheeded  ltes. 
The  smral  world  in  sorrowing  eye  she  keepe, 
As  o'er  JerusaJem  Messiah  weeps. 
One  hand  her  bosom  smites ;  in  one  appears 
The  lifted  lawn,  that  drinks  her  mlling  tears. 

"  Since  evil  outweigbs  good,  and  swaya  maakmd, 
Tnie  fortitude  assumes  the  patient  mind : 
Such  provłd  Messiah^a,  though  to  soffermg  bora. 
To  penury,  repulse,  reproach,  and  scorn. 
Herę,  by  the  pencil,  mark  his  flight  design^d  \ 
The  weary'd  vjrgin  by  a  stream  reclin'd, 
Wbo  feeds  the  cbild.    Her  looks  a  cbatm  espiesa, 
A  modest  chana,  that  dignifies  distress. 
Boughs  o'er  their  heads  with  bluahing  froits  depe&4 
Which  angels  to  her  busied  consort  bend. 
Hence  by  the  smifing  infiurt  seems  dłsoertfd, 
Triflea,  concerning  Him,  all  Heaven  conoenPtL 

"  Hece  thetranafigur^d  Son  from  earth  retiresł 
See !  the  wbite  form  m  a  brigbt  doud  asptres ! 
Fullton  his  followers  bnrats  a  flood  of  rays, 
Prostrate  they  fali  beneath  th'  o^erwhelming  blase! 
Iike  noon-tide  summer-suns  the  rays  appear, 
UnsufFerable,  magnihcent,  and  near ! 

"What  scenę  of  agony  the  garden  brines;' 
The  cup  of  gali ;  the  soppłiant  King  of  kings ! 
Tbe  crown  of  thorns ;  the  cross,  that  felt  him  die; 
These,  languid  m  the  sketch,  unfinishM  lie. 

44  There,  from  the  dead,  centuriona  see  hia  rise, 
See !  but  struck  down,  with  horrible  snrprise '. 
As  the  first  glory  seem^d  a  son  at  noon, 
This  casts  the  silver  splendour  of  tbe  Moon. 

44  Herę  peopled  day,  th'  ascending  CJod  sarreyt ! 
The  glory  varies,  as  tbe  myriads  gase ! 
Now  soften'd,  Iike  a  sun  atdistanoe  seen, 
When  through  a  cloud  bright-glancing,  yet  serene ! 
NoW  fiut-inereasing  to  the  crowd  amaz'd, 
Like  some  rast  meteor  high  in  ether  raisM ! 

44  My  labour,  yon  higb-vaultcd  alter  stains 
With  dies,  that  emulate  etherial  plaiiis. 
The  convex  glass,  which  in  that  opettmg  gfews, 
Mid  circlmg  rays  a  ptcturM  Saviour  soows ! 
Bright  it  collects  the  beanw,  which  trembliiigiu% 
Back  from  the  God,  a  showery  radiance  fali. 
Lightening  the  scenę  beneath !  a  scenę  drrine  t    * 
Where  saints^  douds,  sera(fhs,  mtermiuglcd  shioe !, 

44  Herę  water-mlte,  that  play  metodfous  rotmd, 
Like  a  sweet  organ,  swell  a  lofty  sound ! 
The  sołemn  notes  bid  earthly  paasions  fly, 
Luli  all  my  caret,  and  lift  my  soul  on  high ! 

44  This  monumental  marble— tok  I  rear 
To  ono— Oh  l  e^«m0ura,d!---Obri  wer 
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Mi  stop*— pathetic  gighs  the  j»use  snpply, 
And  the  prompt  tear  Harta,  quivermg,  on  his  eye ! 
I  look'd-— two  cotumns  near  the  wali  were  scen, 
An  imag'd  beauty  streteh'd  at  length  tetween. 
Near  the  wept  fair,  her  harp  Oeciiia  strung  5 
Leaning,  from  high,  a  listening  angel  hang  I 
Friendship,  who6e  figurę  at  the  feet  retaains, 
A  pbeohc,  with  irradiate  crest,  sustains: 
ThW  grac'd  one  palm,  whiie  one  extends  V  impart 
Two  foreign  banda,  that  cłasp  a  burning  heart, 
A  pendent  vcil  two  horermg  seraphs  raise, 
Which  epeuing  Heaven  upoo  the  roof  displaye  1 
And  two,  beneralent,  less-distant,  hołd 
A  Tatę,  colłectHre  of  periumes  uproUM! 
These  from  the  heart,  by  Friendship  held,  anse,    . 
Odoroos  aa  ineense  gatherkig  io  the  skies. 
In  the  ibad  pelican  k  love  express'd, 
Wbo  opens  to  her  young  her  tender  breast. 
Two  mated  tnrttes  hovermg  hang  in  air; 
One  by  a  felcon  struck !— hi  wiJd  despair, 
The  bennit  cries—  "  So  death,  alas  !  destroys 
The  tender  consort  of  my  cares  and  joyi  1" 
Again  soft  tears  upon  his  eyę-lid  hung, 
Again  dtecktt  sounds  dyM,  tUrttering,  on  his  tongoe. 
Too  well  his  piniag  inmost  tbonght  I  know  ! 
Ibo  well  er^n  sileoce  tells  the  itory'd  woe  1 . 
Ib  his  my  sighs,  to  bis  my  tears  reply ! 
[  stray  oto  a)l  the  tómh  a  walery  eye ! 

Neśt,  on  the  wali,  her  scenes  of  life  I  gazM, 
the  form  back  leanmg,  by  a  globe  half-rais*dl 
Cherub*  a  profierM  crown  ofglory  show, 
Bf%d  wistfol  by  th'  admiringniir  beiow. 
[n  actkm  eleouent  dispos'd  her  hands, 
>ae  shows  her  breast,  in  raptureone  expands ! 
rhis  the  fcsjd  bennit  seix'd  i— -o^er  all  his  soul, 
rhe  soft,  wild,  waiting,  amorons  passion  stole ! 
In  stedtast  gase  his  eyes  her  aspect  keep, 
[hen  tarn  nway,  awhile  dejected  weep ; 
rhen  he  rererts  them ;  but  reverts  in  vain, 
9imm'd  wirh  the  swelhng«grief  tbat  streams  agam. 
1  Where  now  ismy  philosophy  ?"  (he  cries) 
'  My  joy,  hope,  reason,  my  Olympia  dies ! 
(Vhy  did  I  e*er  thatprmie  of  blessings  know  ? 
Was  it,  ye  cruel  Pates,  V  embitter  woe  r 
AThy  wonld  yonr  bolts  not  level  first  my  head  > 
tfhy  nrast  l  lb/e  to  weep  Olympia  dead  ) 
-Sr,  I  had  once  a  wife !  Fair  bloom'd  her  youth, 
Jer  form  was  beaoty,  and  hor  sonl  was  truth ! 
)h,  she  was  dear !  How  dear,  what  words  cąn  say  ? 
Ihe  dies  !-^ny  Hea?en  at  once  is  snatch'd  away  i 
Lh !  what  avads,  that,  by  a  fethert  care, 
rasę  a  wealthy  and  illustripus  heir  ? 
rhat emrty  inny  youth  1  learn'd  to proro 
V  instoructhre,  pleasing,  academic  grove  r 
rhat  m  tbe  senate  eioqnence  was  minę? 
rhat  valour  gare  me  in  the  field  to  sbine? 
Tiat  love  ahow«r'd  blessings  too— far  morę  than  aH 
figh-raftf  ambition  e'«r  could  happy  cali  ? 
kh  !— What  are  these,  which  ev'n  the  wke  adore  ? 
At*  hi  nvy  pride  I— Olympia  is  no  morę  1 
lad  I,  ye  peneentingpowers !  baen  boni 
rhe  worWs  cotd  pity,  or,  at  hast,  its  scorn ; 
)f  wsalthy  of  rank,  of  kindrod  wannth  bereft^ 
[b  want,  to  sharnw,  toruthless  eeasure  left! 
>atienoe,  ar  pride,  to  this,  fehaf  mpplies  I 
a*alostwnV— <boreł  thert  distractaon  llee  1 

"  Now  tbraesad  ytars  I  yield  maaUtog»i< 
Lud  ty  the  katod  ismfcrt  afiaiinl?     * 
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Thongh  rich,  great,  young",  I  leave  a  pompona  seat 
(My  brother'8  now)  to  seek  soine  dark  retreat : 
Mid  cłoisteHd  solitary  tombs  1  stray, 
Despair  and  horrourlead  the  cheerlens  way  ! 
My  sorrow  grows  to  such  a  wild  esccess,  * 

Life,  injur'd  life,  mubt  wish  the  passion  less ! 
Olympia  ! — my  Olympia  łs  lost  1  (I  ery) 
Olympia  's  lost,  the  hollow  vaults  reply } 
Louder  I  make  my  lamentable  moan ; 
The  swtełlingechoes  learn  like  me  to  groan }  [sweepf 
The  ghosts  to  sercam,  as  throogh  lone  aisles  they 
The  shrines  to  shudder,  and  the  saints  to  weep  ! 

"  Now  grief  and  ragę,  by  gatbering  sighs  sopprest, 
Swell  my  fuli  heart,  and  heave  my  labouring  breast ! 
With  struggling  starta,  each  vital  stnng  they  straio* 
And  strike  the  tottering  fabric  of  my  brain  i 
Cer  my  sunk  spirits  frowns  a  vapcniry  scenę, 
\\'oe's  dark  retreat !  the  madding  maże  of  Spleen  I 
A  deep  damp  gloom  o^erspreads  the  murky  celi ; 
Herę  pining  thoughts  and  secret  terrours  dwell ! 
Herę  learn  the  great  nnreal  wants  to  feign ! 
Unpleasing  tmths  berę  mortify  the  vain  ! 
Herę  Learning,  blinded  first,  and  then  begniPcl^ 
Looks  dark  as  Ignorance,  as  Frenzy  wild  ! 
Herę  first  Orodulity  on  Reason  won  ! 
And  berę  false  Zeal  mysterious  rants  begnn  ¥ 
Herę  Love  impearis  each  moment  with  a  tear^ 
And  Soperstition  owes  Jo  Spleen  her  fear  { 

"  Fantastic  lightnings,  through  the  dreary  wa^ 
In  smift  short  signals  flaah  the  burstingday  ! 
Above,  beneath,  across,  around,  theyfiy ! 
A  dtre  deception  strikes  the  mental  eye ! 
By  tbe  blue  fires4  pale  phantoms  grin  serere ! 
Sbrill,  fancy'd  echoes  wound  th'  affirighted  ear ! 
Air-banish'd  spirits  flag  in  fbgs  profoand, 
And,  all  obscene,  shed  baneful  damps  around ! 
Now  whispers,  trembling  in  some  feeble  wind, 
Sigh  out  prophetic  fears,  and  freeze  tbe  mrad  l 

"  Loud  laughs  the  hag  ! — She  mocks  compiaint 
CJnroofs  the  den,  and  lets-in  morę  than  day.  r^way, 
Swarms  of  wild  fancies,  wing'd  in  various  fliglit, 
Seek  emblematic  shades,  and  mystic  light ! 
Some  drive  with  rapid  steeds  the  shtning  car ! 
These  nod  from  thrones  l  Those  tbnnder  inthe  war ' 
Till,  tirM,  they  turn  from  the  delusive  show, 
Start  from  wild  joy,  and  ftx  in  stupid  woe. 

"  Herę  the  lone  bour  a  Mank  of  life  displays, 
Tdl  now  bad  thoughts  a  fiend  morę  active  raise  ; 
A  fiend  in  eril  moments  erer  ntgh ! 
Death  in  her  hand,  and  frenzy  in  ber  eye  T 
Her  eye  all  red,  and  sunk !— A  robę  she  wort^ 
With.life^f  caUmities  embroiderM  ołcr. 
A  minor  in  one  hand  collectiye  shows, 
Vary*d  and  multiply^d,  that  group  of  woes. 
This  endless  foe  to  generoiis  toil  and  pain 
Lolls on  a coućh for  ease ;  but iollsin vain; 
She  muses  o'er  her  woe-embroider'd  Test, 
And  self-abhorrence  heigfatens  in  her  breast* 
To  shun  her  care,  the  foroe  of  sleep  she  tries, 
9till  wakes  her  mind,  though  slumbers  doz%  hor  eyes  i 
Sbe*  dreams,  starta,  risas,  stalks  from  place  to  place, 
With  restless,  thirughtful,  interrupted  pace : 
Now  eyes  the  Sun,  and  curses  evary  ray, 
Now  the  green  ground,  where  oołour  fiades  away. 
Dim  spectra  daoce.    Again  her  eye  she  raars ; 
Tdan  from  tbe  blood-shot  bali  wipes  purpled  tears; 
Then  presseshard  her  brow,  with.  miachief  Iraught, 
Her  brow  half  bursts  with  agoay  of  thoaght! 
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"  Ha  A !  the  ranereal  belPs  deep  aouoding  toll, 
To  blłss,  from  tnisery,  calls  some  righteous  soul ! 
Ju6t  freed  from  life,  (He  swift-aacending  fire, 
Glorious  it  inounts,  and  gleams  from  yonder  spite ! 
Ligbt  claps  its  wings !— it  views,  with  pitying  sight, 
The  friendly  mourncr  pay  the  pious  rite j 
The  plume  high  wrought,  that  blackenrag  nods  in  air; 
The  slow-pacM  weeping  pomp ;  the  solemn  prayer  ; 
The  decent  tomb ;  the  verse,  that  Sorrow  giyes, 
Wbere/  to  remembrance  sweet,  fkir  Virtne  lives. 

Kow  to  mid-hea?en  tbe  whiten'd  Moon  inclines, 
And  shades  contract,  mark'd  out  in  clearer  lines  ; 
With  noiseless  gloom  the  plains  are  deiug*d  o'er : 
Sec!— from  tbe  north,  what  streamtng  meteors 
Beneath  Bootes  springs  the  radiant  train,     (pour ! 
And  quiver  through  the  axle  of  his  wain. 
0'erattars  thiu,  impainted,  we  behóld 
Halfcirding  glorie*  shoot  in  rays  of  gold.    • 
Cross  ether  swift  clancc  che  vivid  tires  ! 
As  swift  again  eaeh  pointed  flarae  retires ! 
In  Fancy's  eye  encountering  armie?  glarr, 
And  sanguine  ensigns  wave  iuifarl'd  in  air  ? 
Hence  the  weak  vulgar  deem  inpending  fate, 
A  monarch  rain'd,  or  unpeopled  statc 
Tbns  comets,  dreadful  visitants  !  arise 
To  them  wild  omens !  science  to  tbe  wise  ! 
These  maik  the  comet  to  the  Sun  melinę, 
While  deep-red  flames  around  its  centrę  shioe ! 
While  its  fierce  rear  a  winding  trail  dispłays, 
And  lights  all  ether  with  the  sweepy  Maże  1 
Or  when,  compelTd,  it  flies  the  torrid  zonę, 
And  shoots  by  worlds  unnumberM  and  unknown  j 
By  worlds,  whose  people,  all-aghast  with  fcar, 
May  view  that  minister  of  vengeance  near ! 
Tlłl  now,  the  transient  glow,  reniote  and  lost, 
Decays,  and  darkens  *mid  involving  frost ! 
Or  when  it,  sunward,  drinks  rich  beams  again, 
And  burns  imperious  on  th'  etherial  plain  ! 
The  learhM-one,  cnrious,  eyes  it  from  afar, 
Spai kling  through  night,  a  new  illustrious  star ! 

The  moon,  descendinjr,  saw  us  now  pursue 
Tbe  rarious  talk  :r— the  city  near  in  vicw  ' 
••  Here  from  still-life"  (he  cri«)  "  avert  thy  sight, 
And  niark  what  deeds  adorn,  or  Khanie  the  night ! 
But,  heedful,  each  immodest  proepect  fly ; 
Where  decency  forbids  inmiiry^  eye. 
Man  were  not  man,  without  love'g  wanton  fir©» 
But  reasons glory  is  to  queil  defire. 
What  are  thy  frnits,  O  Lust  ?  8bort  blessings,  bought 
With  long  remorse,  the  seed  of  bitter  thought  j 
Perhaps  some  babę  to  dire  diseasus  bom, 
DoomM  for  another's  crimes,  through  life,  to  ntoufń  ; 
Or  murderM,  to  preservc  a  motherłs  famr ; 
Or  cast  obscure }  the  child  of  want  and  ebame ! 
False  pride !  What  Tices  on  our  conduct  steal, 
From  tbe  worłd*s  eye  one  frailty  to  conceal ! 
Ye  cnie*!  mofhers !— Soft !  thośc  words  command  ; 
$o  near  shall  cruelty,  and  mother  stand  ? 
Gin  tbe  dove't  bosoin  snakey  venom  drew  ? 
Can  Ha  fbot  sharpen,  like  the  ▼ulture'»  claw } 
Can  the  fbnd  goat,  or  tender,  fieecy  dam 
Howl,  like  the  wolf,  to  tear  the  kid,  or  lamb  ? 
Yea,  Śhere  are  motbeT3M— -There  l  fear'd  his  aim. 
And,  conscious,  trembled  at  the  coming  name  ; 
Then,  włth  a  »gh,  his  issuing  words  oppos'd  ! 
Straight  with  a  fidling  tear  the  speech  he  clos'4. 
That  tenderness,  Which  ties  of  blood  deny, 
Katwre  repaid  me  frooi  a  stranger^  eye. 


fale  grew  my  cheeks !— But  now  to  geneaa) 
Our  converse  turns,  which  thus  my  frieod  renewA, 

M  Yon  mansion,  madę  by  beaming  tapers  gay#    • 
Drowns  the  dim  night,  and  countetfeks  tbe  dajp» 
PitHn  lumin'd  windows  glancing  on  the  eye, 
Arounłdv  athwart,  the  frisking  shadowa  fly. 
Tnere  midnight  riot  spreads  i{lustve  joys, 
And  fortunę,  health,  and  dearer  tirn^  destroyaw 
Soon  death'h  dark  agent  to  luumant  ease, 
Shall  wake  sharp  warnings  in  some  fierce  diaeag*. 
O  man !  thy  fabric  's  like  a  weU-fbrm'd  state ; 
Thy  thoughts,  first  rank'^  were  surę  design^d  th» 
Passions  plebeians  are,  which  fkctioa  raise ;  [greatj 
Winę,  like pourd  oil,  ezcites  the  raging  blaze : 
Then  giddy  anarchy's  rude  triumpbs  lisa : 
Then  sovereigu  reason  from  ber  empire  flies : 
That  nUer  once  depos'd,  wisdom  and  wit, 
Tb  noise  and  folly,  place  and  power  submit ; 
Like  a  frail  bark  thy  weakeńM  mind  is  tost, 
UnsteerM,  uubalanc^d.  till  its  wealth  is  lost. 

"  The  miser-spirit  eyes  tbe  speudthrht  heir, 
And  mourns,  too  late,  enects  of  sordidcare. 
His  treasures  fiy  to  cloy  each  fiiwning  slave  ; 
Yet  giudge  a  stone  to  dignify  his  grave. 
Porthis,  low-thoughtcd  craft  his  lifeemploy*d ; 
For  thia,  though  wealthy,  he  no  wealth  enjoy 'd  | 
For  this,  he  grip'd  the  poor,  and  alms  deuy'd, 
Unfriendcd  liv'd,  and  unlamented  died. 
Yet  smile,  giiev'd  shade !  wben  that  unnrosperoiie 
Fast-lesseiM,  when  gay  bouia  return  no  morę ;  [i 
Smile  at  thy  heir,  bebolding,  in  bis  fali, 
Men  once  obligM,  like  him,  ungratefiii  all ! 
Then  thóught-inspiring  woe  his  beart  shall 
And  prove  his  only  wise,  unflatteriog  friend. 

"  Folly  exhibits  thus  unmanly  sport, 
Whil^  plotting  Mischief  keeps  reserr'd  ber  court 
Lo !  from  that  mount,  in  blasting  sulphor.  bnoave, 
Stream  flameS  voluminous,  enwrapp*d  with  smoka  f 
In  chariot  shape  they  wbirl  up  yonder  tower, 
l-oan  on  its  bmw,  and  like  destruetton  lower ! 
From  the  black  deptb  a  fiery  legion  springs : 
Fach  bold,  bad  spectre  clapa  ber  sounding  wiogi: 
And  straight  beneath  a  summon^d,  traiterous  \ma\ 
On  horrour  beot,  in  dark  canveution  stand : 
From  each  nenda  mouth  a  rnddy  vaaonr  flowm* 
Glides  thru'  the  roof,  and  o'er  the  couneil  głowa.* 
Tlie  villai»,  close  beneath  th*  infection  poat» 
Feel,  all-posse«s'd,  their  rising  galls  ferment; 
And  burn  with  faction,  hate*  and  vengefuł  ve, 
Por  raprne,  blood,  and  derastation  dire  1 . 
(hit  Justice  marks  their  ways :  sht  waves,  in  air, 
The  sword,  high-threatening,  like  a  comefa 

41  While  here  dark  Yillamy  heraełf  deoeiioa, 
Th«re  studious  Uonesty  our  view  rełietea, 
A  feeble  taper,  from  yon  lopesomę  room, 
Scattering  thin  rays,  jurt  glimmen  taro*  tae 
There  sita  the  sapient  bard  in  musefoł  mood. 
And  glow8  impassio^d  for  his  countsy^s  good  i 
All  the  bright  spirits  of  the  juat,  oombin^d, 
Inforpt,  rafino,  and  uromptlus  toweriog  miad '. 
He  takes  tbe  gifted  qm)l  fronihands  dńrino, 
Around  his  temples  rays  lefolgant  soine ! 
Now  rapt !  now  morę  thasi  man  l—l  se* 
To  riew  this  speck  of  Earthiom  worids  oaoliflaal 
I  sce  him  now  o^er  Natnres  wo«^s-presiie ! 
Hoar  elear  the  vUion !  and  tbescane  how  wkbi 
I  et  some  a  name  by  adulatipa  raiae, 
Ol  scandal,  saeaner  than  a  tenai  prajoa^« 
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•  My  Mfcsc'  (he  cries)  '  a  nobłer  prospect  view ! 
'  Throogh  fancy's  włlds  torne  monit  point  pumie ! 
From  dark  deception  clear-drawn  truth  display, 
As  from  black  chaos  rosę  resptendeutday  f 
Awake  compassion,  and  bid  terrour  rise ! 
Bid  humble  sorrows  strike  superior  'eyes ! 
Sb  pamper*d  power,  unconscious  of  distrcss, 
May  see,  be  mov'd,  and,  bemg  morM,  redress.' 

*'  Ye  traitoi-s,  tyrants,  fear  hii  stinging  layl 
Ye  powers  ualov'd,  nnpityM  in  decay  ! 
But  know,  to  you  sweet-blossomM  Parne  be  brings, 
Ye  heroes,  patriota,  and  paternal  kingst 

•  O  Thou,  whp  fbrmM,  who  raisM  the  pnetfs  art, 
(Voioe  of  thy  wiU  !)  unerring  fbrce  impart ! 
[f  wailing  worth  can  generous  warmth  excite, 
If  rer*e  can  gnid  instrurtion  with  deltght, 
fospire  bis  bonest  Muse  with  orient  flarac, 
To  rite,  to  dare,  to  reacb  the  noblest  atol ą. 

*«  But,  O  my  friend !  mysterious  is  onr  fetę ! 
ffow  mean  his  fortunę,  though  his  mind  elate  l 
Eneaa-like  he  passes  through  the  crowd, 
Unsought,  unseen  beneath  misfortnue'8  ctoud ; 
Dr  seeo  with  slight  regard  :  impraisM  his  name; 
flis  after~honour,  and  our  after-shame. 
IWdoomM  desert,  to  Ararice  stands  confess'd ; 
Her  eyes  amted  are,'and  tteel'd  ber  breast. 
Envy  asoumt  the  futurę  wonder  eyes : 
Sold  Insult,  pointmg,  hoots  htm  as  he  flies ; 
Wmle  coward  Censure,  skitrd  in  darker  ways, 
ffiotsture  detraction  in  dissembled  prawe  ! 
konger,  thirst,  nakedness,  there  grierout  fali  i 
Unjust  uerision  too  f — that  tongue  of  gali ! 
Henr  comes  Relief,  with  no  miki  charms  endned, 
JsherM  by  Pride,  and  by  Repmach  pursued. 
'orcM  Pity  meets  him  with  a  cold  respect, 
Jidńud  aa  Soorn,  uogeneróus  as  Neglect 

"  Yet,  tuffering  Wofth !  thy  fbrtitude  wiłt  some 
rby  Ibes  are  yhtutfs,  and  her  friends  are  tbme ! 
>aiience  ts  tbme;  and  Peaoe  thy  days  shail  crown; 
Tiy  treasnre  Prudence,  and  thy  clatai  Renown : 
fcfyriads,  nnborn,  shall  mourn  thy  hapless  fetę, 
Ind  myriads  grow,  by  thy  esampte,  great  t 

«'  Hark !  from  the  watch-tower  rolls  Ihe  trurapefs 
sound, 
iweet  throngh  still  night,  proclatmmgsafety  round  ! 
ron  sbade  itlustrious  ouits  the  realms  of  rest, 
*o  ąid  some  orphan  of  its  race  dwtreat, 
tafe  wńids  him  through  the  subterraneous  way, 
*hat  tnmes  yon  mansśon,  gttwn  With  ruin  grey,  ; 
ind  marks  the  wealthy,  unsuspected  ground, 
RThere,  green  with  rast,  long-bttried  coins  abouud. 
rb»  plaintive  ghost,  from  Earth  when  newly  fled, 
law  those,  the  Krmg  trusted,  wrong  the  dead; 
le  saw,  by  fraud  abus'd,  the  nfefosi  hand 
ign  the  false  deed  that  atienates  his  land ; 
Eeaid»  oo  his  famę,  mjurions  censure  thrown, 
md  mourn'd  the  beggarM  orpharfs  bitter  groan. 
bmmisaio^d  now  the  felsehood  he  reveals, 
'o  justice  soou  th'  enabled  heir  appeals ; 
ooti,  by  his  weałth,  are  oostly  pleas  mamtairfd, 
jid,  by discorerd  truth,  loatfigfat regaitfd. 

'♦  But  why  (maysojim  tnquire)  wfay  kind  succett, 
ince  mystic  tlearen  gives  misery  oft  to  Mess  ? 
"hoogh  misery  leads  to  happines*  aad  trufb> 
7neqoai  to  the  toad,  tms  languid  youth, 
JnstrengtbeuM  ^irtue  searce  iris  botom  firffl, 
jm!  feafrul  from  his  jprowing  wants  retir:su 
m,  lei  not  censure,  if  (untried  by  rri  ~ 
f^a^idst  woe,  ua4ewjpsed  by  Jctef,) 


He  stoop'd  reluctant  to  Iow  arts  of  smarne,     [hame. 
Whicb  then,  et»n  then  he  scoroM,  and  Wus^d  to 
Heaven  sees,  and  makes  th*  imperfect  worth  its  careg 
And  ebeers  the  trembling  hcart,  nnfbrm'd  to  beaty 
Now  rising  fortunę  elevates  his  mind, 
He  shines  unclouded,  and  adorns  mankind. 
"  So  in  some  engine,  that  denies  a  vent, 
If  unrespiring  is  some  creature  pent, 
It  sickens,  droops,  and  pants,  and  gasps  for  breath* 
Sad  p'er  tbe  sight  swim  sbadowy  mirta  of  dtath ; 
If  theri  krad  air  pours  powerful  in  again, 
New  heats,  new  pulses  ąuicken  erery  TeJnj 
From  the  cłear'd,  lifted,  life-rekindled  eye, 
Dispers^,  the  dark  anddampy  rapoure  fly. 
41  FiomtremblingtombttbeghostsofgreatneMrńsy 

And  o,er  their  bodies  hang  with  wistful  eyes ; 
Or  discontented  stalk,  and  mhtibeir  howls 
With  bowling  woires,  their  screams  with  screaminf 
The  inten*a1  'twbet  night  and  mora  is  nigh,     [owU. 
Winter  morę  nitrous  chills  the  shadowM  sky. 
Sprhogs  with  soft  heats  no  morę  give  borders  green, 
Nor  smoaking  breatbe  along  the  whiten'd  scenę ; 
Whiłe  steamy  currents,  sweet  in  prospect,  cbarm 
Like  Teins  hlue-winding  on  a  rah*-one'»  arm^ 

"  Now  Sleep  to  Fancy  parts  with  half  his  poWer 
And  broken  slumbers  drag  the  restless  hour. 
The  murder^d  seems  a(ive,  and  ghastly  glarea, 
And  in  dire  dreams  the  cooscious  murderer  scares, 
Shows  the  yet-spouting  wound,  th1  ensanguiD,óVfloorł 
The  walls  yet-srqoakmg  with  the  spatte^d  gore ; 
Or  shrieks  to  dozing  Justice,  and  revealt 
The  deed,  which  fraadful  Art  from  day  conceala; 
The  delve  obsoene,  where  no  suspidon  pries, 
Where  the  disfigurtl  corse  tmshrouded  lies ; 
The  surę,  the  striking  proof,  so  strong  maintain'd, 
Pale  Guilt  starta  sełf-convicted,  when  arraign'd. 

"  Tfeese  spirits  treason  of  its  power  divest, 
And  turn  the  peril  from  the  patrioto  breast 
Those  solemn  thought  inspire,  or  bricht  descend 
To  snatch  m  vision  sweet  the  dying  friend. 

"  But  we  deoeive  the  głoom,  the  matm  beli     . 
Summons  to  prayer !— Now'breaks  th'  inchantera 
And  now— Bot  yon  fair  spirit'*  form  sorvey  '  [spell  f 
*Tis  she !— Otympia  beckons  me  away ! 
I  hastę  ł— I  fly  (—adieu  \ — and  when  you  see 
The  youtli  who  bleeds  with  ibndness,  think  on  max 
Tell  him  my  tale,  and  be  bis  pam  carest; 
By  love  I  tortnr^d  was,  by  love  Pm  blesL 
Wpcn  worshipp'd  woman  we  entrancM  behoid, 
We  praise  tbe  Maker  inhis  mirest  mould  ; 
The  pride  of  naturę,  harmony  combin^d, 
And  light  immortal  U)  the  s«ui  refia*d  1 
Deprivd  of  charming  women,  soon  we  miss 
The  prize  of  friendship,  and  the  hfe  of  Wisi ! 
"  Still  through  theshadesOiympiadawningbreaka  t 
What  bloom,  whatbrightuesBlustres  ołer  her  chaeks ! 
Again  she  calls  !^-I  dare  no  kmgerstay  1 
A  kind  ferewell— dympia,  I  obcy" 

He  tnrnM,  no  hmger  in  my  sight  remainU; 
The  mountain  he,  1  safe  the  city  gahVd. 

CANTO    IV. 

Still  o,er  my  mind  wild  Fancy  holdi  ber  sway, 
Still  on  sjtrange,  ▼isionary  land  1  stray, 
Now  scenes  crowd  thick  !  now  indistinct  appear ! 
Swift  ghde  the  montha,  and  tom  the  varying  year ! 
Near  the  Bnll^s  bora  lighfs  rising  monarch  draw# 
Now  oaits  ^ask  tba  Pltiadeji  he  thaws  1 
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From  vernal  heatpale  Winter  forcM  to  flyv 
^orthward  retires,  yet  turns  a  watery  eye ; 
Then  with  an  aguish  breath  nips  infant  blooms, 
Peprives  unfolding  spring  of  rich  perfumes, 
Sbakes  the  slow-arcliug  blood  of  human  race, 
And  in  sharp,  livid  looks  contracts  the  face, 
Now  o'er  Norwegian  hi  lis  he  strides  away : 
Stich  slippery  paths  Arabit:on's  steps  betray, 
Tarning,  with  sighs,  far  spiral  firs  łie  sees, 
Which  bow  obedient  to  the  southcru  breeze : 
Kow  from  yon  Zemblan  rock  his  crest  he  shrouds, 
Łike  Fame's,  obscurM  amid  the  wbitening  cloud* ; 
Thence  his  lost  empire  is  with  tears  deplorU: 
Such  tyrants  shed  o'er  liberty  restor'd. 
Beneath  his  eye  (that  throws  malignant  ligbt, 
Ten  times  the  measur'd  round  of  mortal  siglft) 
A  waste,  pale  gUmraering,  like  a  moon  that  wanes, 
A  wild  expanse  of  frozen  sea  contains. 
It  cracks ! — vast  floating  mountains  beat  the  śnore ! 
Far  off  he  hears  those  icy  ruins.roar, 
Ąnd  from  the  hideous  erach  di»tracted  flies, 
1  jke  one,  w  ho  feels  his  dying  infenfs  cne*. 
Naar,  and  morę  r.ear  tlie  rushing  torrents  sound, 
And  one  great  rift  runs  through  the  vast  profound, 
Swift  as  a  shooting  meteor ;  groanmg  loud, 
Likp  deep-roird  thunder  through  a  reodiog  cioud. 
The  lale  dark  pole  now  feels  unsetting  day : 
In  hurricanes  of  wrath  he  whirls  his  way  ; 
^>'er  many  a  polar  alp  to  Fro*t  he  goes, 
O 'er  crackling  vales,embrown*d  with  ineltingsoows : 
Herę  bears  stałk  tenants  of  the  barren  spacc, 
Few  men,unsoc  al  those !— -a  barbarous  race  ! 
At  length  the  cave  appears  !  tbe  race  is  run ; 
How  he  recount*  vast  conquests  lost  and  won, 
AjKl  taleful  in  th'  embrace  of  Prost  remains, 
Barr'd  from  our  climes,  and  bouud  in  icy  chatns. 

Mcanwhile  the  Son  his  beams  on  Cancer  tbrows, 
Which  now  beneath  his  warmest  influence  glows. 
Froin  glowing  Cancer  fallen,  the  king  of  day, 
Red  through  tbe  kindling  Lion  shoots  his  ray. 
The  tawny  harvest  pays  tbe  earlier  plough, 
And  mellowing  fruitage  loads  the  bending  bough. 
*ITs  day-spring.     Now  green  labyrinths  I  frecpient, 
Where  Wisdum  oft  retires  to  mect  ContenŁ 

Tbe  mounting  lark  her  warbling  antbem  lends, 
From  notę  to  notę  the  rarishM  soul  nscends ; 
'  As  thus  it  would  the  patriarcho  ladder  climb, 
By  sonie  good  angel  led  to  worlds  subliine  : 
Oft  (legends  aay)  the  snake,  with  waken  d  ire, 
Jjke  Envy  rcars  in  many  a  scaly  sptre.; 
Then  songs^ers  droop,  then  yield  tbeir  vjtal  gore, 
And  innocence  and  musie  are  no  niore. 

Mild  rides  the  Morn  in  orient  beauty  drest, 
An  azure  mantlc,  and  a  purple  vest, 
Which,  blown  by  gale*,  her  gemmy  feet  display, 
Her  amber  trestes  negligently  gay. 
Collected  now  her  rosy  hand  they  fili, 
And,  gently  wrung,  the  pearly  dewi  distil, 
'Che  soogftil  Zephyrs,  and  the  laughing  Hourt,  fers. 
Breathe  sweet ,  and  strew  her  opening  way  with  fiow- 
The  chattering  swallows  leave  their  nested  care, 
Fach  promising  return  with  plenteous  farę, 
So  the  flmd  swain,  who  to  the  market  bies, 
Stills,  witb  bighopes,  his  infant's  tender  erie*. 
Yonder  two  turtles,  o^er  their  callow  brood, 
Hanfc  bovering,  ere  they  seek  tbeir  guiltless  food. 
Tbodly  they  bill.     Now  to  their  morning  care, 
{ifce  ©ujr  fint  parents,  part  the  amorous  pair; 


But  ah  !— a  pair  no  morę !  —With  spreading  sn np» 
From  the  high-sounding  efiflf  a  vulture  springs ; 
Steady  he  sails  aloog  th'  aerial  grey, 
Swoofis  down,  and  bears  yon  timorous  dove  away. 
Start  we,  who  worse  than  vultures,  Nimrods  fina, 
Men  meditating  prey  on  human  kind  ? 

Wild  beasts  to  gloomy  dens  repace  tbeir  way. 
Where  their  couch'd  young  demand  thealaughter*d 

prey. 
Rookfi,  from  their  uodjtingnests,  black-swarnung  fly. 
And,  io  lioarse  uproar,  tell  the  fowler  uigh. 

Now,  in  his  tabernacke  rouz'd,  the  Son 
Ts  warn'd  the  błue  etberial  steep  to  run. 
While  on  his  couch  of  floating  Jasper  laid, 
From  his  bright  eye  Sleep  calls  the  dewy  sbade. 
Tbe  ery  stal  dome  transparent  pil  lar*  raise, 
Wbence,  beaui'd  from  sapphires,  liyingazure  playa: 
The  liqukl  floor,  in-wrought  with  pearla  divme, 
Where  all  his  labours  in  mosaic  shine. 
His  coronet,  a  cloud  of  sil ver-white ; 
His  robę  with  unconsuming  crimsoa  bright, 
Variejd  with  gems,  all  heaven's  collected  storę ! 
While  hU  loose  loeks  desceud,  a  golden  ahower. 
If  to  his  steps  compar'd,  we  tardy  fiud  • 
The  Grecian  racers,  who  outstript  the  wind, 
Fleet  to  tbu  glowing  race  behold  bim  start ! 
His  qtiiokeiting  eyes  a  quiver  ng  radiance  dart. 
And,  while  tbis  last  nocturnal  flag  is  furl'd, 
Swift  into  life  and  mution  look  the  world. 
The  sun-flower  now  averts  her  blootning  check 
From>west,  to  Tiew  bis  eastern  lustre  break. 
What  gay,  creatńre,  power  his  presence  briugs  ! 
Hills,  lawn%  lakes,  Tillages  !— thefacft  of  thuags, 
All  nigbt  beneath  successive  shadows  miss^d, 
Instant  begins  in  colours  to  exist : 
But  absent  these  from  bons  of  riot  keep, 
Lost  in  impure,  unmeditating  sleep. 
T  tuilack  his  lence,  the  new-riseu  swain  prepara. 
And  ere  forth-driven  rccounts  bis  fleecy  cares  ; 
When,  Io !  an  ambusbM  wolf,  with  bunger  bold, 
Springs  at  the  prey,  and  fierce  inrades  the  nid  ! 
But  by  tbe  pastor  not  in  vain  defted, 
Łike  our  arch  foe  by  sonie  celestial  guide. 

Spread  on  yon  rock  the  sea-calf  I  surrey : 
Faskd  in  the  sun,  his  skin  reflects  the  day. 
He  sees  yon  tower-like  ship  tbe  waves  dWide. 
And  slips  again  beneath  the  glassy  tide.  [nt, 

The  watery  herbs,  and  shrubs,  and  rines,  and  now- 
Rear  their  bent  beads,  0'ercharg'd  with  nigbtly  showw 
Hail,  glorious  Sun !  to  whose  attractire  firn,  [ers, 
Tbe  weaken'd,  vegctative  life  aspires ! 
The  juices,  wrougbt  by  tliy  directiye  fbroe, 
Thro'  plants,  wid  trees,  perfbrm  tbeir  genial  oourse, 
£xtend  in  root,  with  bark  unyielding  bind 
Tbe  hearted  trunk ;  or  weave  the  branching  rind  j 
Expand  iq  leaves,  in  flowery  bloasoms  shoot, 
BJeed  io  rich  gums,  and  swell  in  ripenM  fruiL 
From  thee,  bright,  unirersal  power !  began 
lnstinct  in  brute,  and  generous  (ore  in  man. 

TalkM  I  of  love  ?-^Yon  swain,  with  amorous  air» 
Soft  swells  his  pipę,  to  chann  the  rund  nur. 
Sbe  mUk»  the  flocksj  then,  listęning  as  he  plays, 
Steals,  in  the  running  brook,  aconscious  gazę. 

Tbe  trout,  thatdeep,  in  winter,  oozd 
Up-springs,  and  sunward  turns  its  crimsoA 

The  tenants  of  the  warren,  vainly  chas*d  j 
Now  lurM  to  ambient  fields  for  green  repast, 
Seek  their  smali  vaulted  labyrioths  in  vaiuj 
Entangling  neta  betray  tbe  skjppiag  train  i 


THE  WANDERER-C anto  V. 


Sil 


fted  masaacres  througb  tbar  repubuc  fly, 
And  benps  on  heaps  by  ruthless  spaniela  die. 

The  fisher,  wbo  the  lonely  beach  has  stray'd, 
And  all  the  ltve~loog  night  his  net-work  spread, 
Draga  m,  and  bears  the  foaded  anare  away ; 
Where  flounce,  deceiv*d,  th'  expiring  Anny  prey. 

Ncar  Neptune's  tempfe  (Neptune's  now  no  morę), 
'Whose  statuę  planti  a  trident  on  tbe  shore, 
In  sportwe  ringu  the  generous  dolphios  wind, 
Anłeye,  and  think  the  image  human~kind: 
Dear,  pleasingfriendship !— See !  the  pilecommands 
The  Tale,  and  grim  at  Superstitioo  stawia ! 
Ttrae'6  hand  there  leaves  its  print  of  inossy  green, 
WHh  hollows,  carv'd  for  snakes,  and  birds  obscene. 

O  Oibbs,  whose  art  the  solemn  fane  can  raise, 
Where  God  delights  to  dwell,  and  man  to  praisej 
When  roouIderNi  thus  the  column  falls  away, 
Like  come  great  prince  majestic  io  decay  ; 
When  Ignorance  and  Scorn  tbe  ground  shatl  tread, 
Where  Wiadom  tutortl,  and  Devotion  pray'd ; 
Where  shall  thy  pompous  work  our  wooder  claim : 
What,  but  tbe  Muse  alone,  presenre  thy  nąone  ? 

The  San  ihines,  broken,  tbrough  yon  arch  that 
Tbisoncc-iound  fabrkt,  half  depriv'd  by  years,[reaxs 
Which  rosę  a  gtatety  colonnade,  and  crown'd 
Eocircling  piUars  now  unfaithful  found ; 
In  fragmeuts,  theae  the  fali  of  those  forebode, 
Which,  nodding,  just  up-beare  thejr  crumbling  load. 
High,  on  yon  column,  which  has  batteril  stood, 
like  some  stripp'd  oak,  the  grandeur  of  the  wood, 
Tbe  stork  inbabits  ber  aeriel  oeró; 
By  her  are  liberty  and  peace  carcst; 
She  flies  the  realms  that  own  despotic  kingą, 
And  oniy  spreada  o'er  free-born  states  her  wings. 
Tnę  roof  is  now  the  daw's,  or  rayen's  haunt, 
And  loathtome  toads  in  the  dark  entraoce  pant; 
Or  snakes,  that  lork  to  snap  the  heedlcas  fly, 
And  fitfed  biid,  that  oftcomw  fluttcring  by. 

An  aąueduct  aerow  yon  vale  is  laid, 
Its  channel  througb  a  ruin'd  arch  betray'd; 
Whńitt  down  a  ftteep,  it  flies  with  torrent-force, 
Flashes,  and  roars,  and  plows  a  devk>us  course. 

Attracted  mists  a  golden  cloud  commence, 
Wbite  througb  higb-cokraril  air  strike  rays  inteuse. 
Betwbtt  two  points,  which  yoo  stecp  mountainąshow, 
Iies  a  miki  bay,  to  wbich  kind  breezes  flow. 
Beneath  a.grotto,  archfd  for  calm  retreat, 
Leeds  lengthening  in  the  rock— Be  this  my  seat 
Heat  never  enters  here ;  but  Coołness  reigns 
Cer  zephyrs,  and  distilling,  watery  veins. 
Secluded  now  I  tracę  th9  instructiTe  page, 
And  live  tfer  scenes  of  many  a  backward  age ; 
Througb  day*,  months,  years,    througb  Time's 

wbole  course  I  run, 
ind  preseut  stand  where  Ume  itself  begun. 

Ye  migbtydead,  of  just,  distinguishM  famę, 
Yow  tboughts,  (ye  bright  instructors ! )  here  I  claim. 
Berę  aacient  koowledge  openg  Nature's  springs  ; 
Here  trutni  historie  give  the  hearts  of  kingą. 
Hence  contempłation  learns  white  hours  to  find, 
And  kbours  ▼irtue  on  th'  attentWe  mind: 
O  lor'd  retreat !  thy  joys  content  testów, 
Nor  goih,  norshame,  nor  sharp  repentance  know. 
What  tbe  fifth  Charles  long  ainVd  in  power  to  see, 
That  happmeas£>e  (bund  leser^d  in  thee, 

|<k>vletn^cbaagetbepage--HereTunyweeps, 
While  in  Death's  icy  arms  bis  Tullm  sleeps, 
His  dwugbter  dear ! — RetirM  I  see  him  metro, 
fey  aB  tfca  fonzy  now  of  aagułsh  tom. 


Wild  his  oomplaint !   War  sweeter  sorrow's  stratna, 
When  Singer  for  Alexis  lost  complains. 
Each  friend  condoles,  espostulates,  reproTes  ; 
Morę  than  a  nither  raving  Tully  lores; 
Or  Sallustcensurca  thus  ! — Unbeeding  blame, 
He  sebemes  a  tempie  to  his  TulUa's  natne. 
Thus  o' er  my  Hermit  once  did  grief  prevail, 
Thus  roae  Olyropia'8  tumb,  bis  moving  tale,  , 
The  sighs,  tears,  frantic  starto,  that  banisb  rest, 
And  all  the  bursting  aorrows  of  his  breast. 

But  hark !  a  sudden  puwer  attunes  the  air ! 
Th'  enchanting  sound  epamour^  breezes  bear; 
Now  Iow,  now  high,  they  sink,  or  lift  the  song, 
Which  the  care  ecboes  sweet,  and  sweet  the  cteekf 
prolong. 

I  listeuM,  gaz'd,  when,  wondrous  to  bebold ! 
Prom  ocean  6team'd,  a  yapour  gatbering  roll'd  : 
A  blue,  round  spot  on  the  mid-roof  it  came, 
Spread  broad,  and  redden'd  into  dazzling  flame. 
Fuli  orb*d  itsbone,and  dimm'd  tbąswimming  sight^. 
While  doubling  objects  danc'd  with  darkling  light* 
AmazM  I  stood !— «maz'd  I  still  remain  \ 
What  earthly  power  this  wooder  can  explain 
Gradual,  at  lengtb,  the  lustre  dies  away : 
My  eyes  resjortl,  a  mortal  form  survey. 
My  Hermit-friend !  Tis  ha— "  All  hajl ! "  (be,<qes>> 
"  I  see,  and  would  alleviate,>thy  surprise. 
Tbe  Tanish'd  meteor  was  Hcaven's  message  meantt 
To  warn  thee  hence :  I  knew  the  high  intent. 
Hear  tneu !  in  this  aeąuetterM  cave  retii^d, 
Departed  saints  converse  with  men  inspirU. 
Tis  sacred  ground ;  nor  can  thy  mind  eodure, 
Yet  imprepa^d,  au  intercourse  so  pure. 
Quick  let  us  hence. — Aod  now  extend  thy  views 
Oer  yonder  kum ;  there  find  the  hearen-bom  Museb 
Or  seek  her,  where  she  trusts  ber  tuneful  tale 
To  the  mkl,  silent  wood,  or  ▼ocal  vale;       [sbadea, 
Where  trees  half  check  the  light  with  tremhlins;, 
Close  in  deep  glooms,  or  open  elear  in  glades  i 
Or  where  surrounding  ristas  far  descend, 
The  laodscape  varied  at  each  lessening  end  ; 
She,  only  she  can  mortal  thought  refine, 
And  raise  thy  voice  to  Yisitants  dWine." 

CANTO  V. 

Wb  left  tbe  cave.    "  Be  Fear"  (said  I)  "  defy'dl 
Vbtue  (for  thou  art  Vtrtue)  is  my  guide." 
By  time-worn  steps  a  steep  ascent  we  gain, 
Whose  summit  yields  a  prospect  o'er  tbe  plain. 
There,  benchM  with  torf,  an  oak  our  seat  extendt> 
Whose  top  a  verdant,  branchM  pavilion  bends. 
Vi8tas,  with  leave»,  diversify  tbe  scenę, 
Some  pale,  some  brown,  and  some  of  Ihrely  green^ 

Now,  from  the  full-grown  day  a  beamy  shower 
Gleams  on  the  lakę,  and  gilds  each  glossy  flower* 
Gay  insects  sparkle  in  the  genial  blaze, 
Variou8  as  light,  and  countless  as  its  rays: 
Tbey  dance  on  erery  stream,  and  pictnr'd  play, 
Till,  by  the  watery  racer,  snatch^  away. 

Now,  from  yon  rangę  of  rocks,  strongraysrebounój^ 
Doubling  the  day  on  flowery  plams  around : 
K*mg-cup«  beneath  fer-striking  colours  glance, 
Bright  as  th'  etherial  glows  the  green  expanse. 
Gems  of  the  field !— the  topaz  charms  the  sighj^ 
like  theae,  efiulgmg  yellow  streams  of  light. 
From  the  same  rocks,  fell  rills  with  soften'd  force, 
Meet  in  yon  moad,  a^d  weU  a^riyei^s  sourca.. 
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Through  her  elear  cfcaimel  shme  Her  fimry  shoalt, 
O 'er  sands,  like  goM,  the  liquid  crystal  rolls. 
Dimm  d  in  yon  coarser  moor,  ber  cbarms  decay, 
And  shape,  through  rustling  reeds,  a  ruflted  way. 
Near  willowa  ihort  and  bushy  shadows  throw: 
Kow  lost^  she  seems  thtoogh  nether  tracts  to  flow; 
Yet,  at  yon  point,  winda  out  in  sHrer  state, 
Like  Yirtue  from  a  labyrinth  of  fate. 
In  lengtheniag  rows,  prone  from  themoontams,  ran 
The  flocks:— their  fleeces  glistentngin  the  sun; 
Her  streams  Łhey  aeek,  and,  'twnet  her  neighboiirmg 
Recline  in  various  attłtodes  of  ease.  [trees, 

Where  the  herds  6ip,  tbe  little  scaly  fry, 
Swift  from  the  storę,  in  scattenng  myrióds  fly. 

Each  livery'd  cłoud,  that  round  th?  horizou  glows, 
Shifts  in  odd  scenes,  like  Earth,  from  whenec  it  rosę, 
The  bee  hums  wanton  in  yon  jasmine  bower, 
And  cireling  settles,  and  despoits  the  ftower. 
Melodious  there  the  plumy  songsters  meet, 
And  cali  charafd  Echo  from  her  archM  retreaL 
Neat  polish'd  tnansions  rise  in  prospect  gay ; 
Time-batter'd  towera  frown  awful  in  decay ; 
The  Snn  plays  głittering  on  the  rocki  and  spires, 
And  the  lawn  lightens  with  reflected  fires. 

Herę  Mirth,  and  Fancy*s  wanton  train  advance, 
And  to  light  measures  turn  the  swimming  dance* 
Sweet,  slow-pac'd  Melancholy  next  appears, 
Pompona  in  grief,  and  eloauent  of  tears. 
Herę  Medttatłon  slńnes,  in  azure  drest, 
^11-starrM  with  gems ;  a  sun  adom*  her  erest 
Heligion,  to  whose  lifted,  raptur*d  eyes 
Serapliic  hosts  desceod  from  opening  skies ; 
Beauty,  w  ho  sways  the  heart,  and  cbarms  the  alght ; 
Whose  tongne  is  musie,  and  whose  sinile  delight ; 
Whose  brow  is  majesty  j  whose  bosom  peace  ;    • 
Who  bade  creation  be,  and  chaos  cease ; 
W  bose  breath  perfumes  the  spring ;  whose  aj  e  dirine 
Kindled  the  Sun,  and  gave  its  light  to  shine. 
Herę,  inthy  likeness,  fair  Opheiia  l,  sof-n, 
She  throws  kind  lustre  o'er  th'  enliveu'd  green. 
Next  bar  Deacription,  rob*d  in  various  hnes, 
Invjtes  attention  from  the  penaire  Muse  ! 
The  Muse  !  — che  oomes !  reflnd  the  Passions  wait, 
And  Precept,  ever  winniug,  wise,  and  great 
The  Muse !  a  thousaod  apirits  wing  the  air 
(Once  men,  who  madę  like  her  mankind  their  carc)  : 
Enamour'd  round  her  press  th'  inspiring  throng, 
And  iswell  to  ecstacy  her  solemn  song. 

Thus  in  the  damę  each  noblęr  grace  we  find,       1 
Fair  Wortleyłs  angel-accent,  eyes,  and  mind. 
T^bcther  her  sight  the  dew-bright  dawn  sunreys, 
The  uoorTs  dry  beat,  or  evening'«i  temper'd  rays, 
The  hours  of  storm,  or  ca  Im,  the  gleby  ground, 
The  coxal'<i  sea,  gcmM  rock,  or  sky  profound, 
A  Raphaer*  lancy  animates  each  linę, 
Eacb  image  strikes  with  energy  dirine ; 
Bacon  and  Newton  in  herthoughts  conspire  ; 
Nor  sweeter  thaq  ber  voicc  is  HandePs  lyre. 

My  Hermit  thus.     "  Sbe  beckons  us  away : 
Oh,  let  us  swift  the  high  behest  obcy  !"        [crust, 

Now  through  a  lane,  which  rningling  tracts  have 
The  way  unequal,  and  the  landscape  lost, 
We  rove.    The  warblers  lively  tuoes  essay, 
The  lark  on  wing,  the  linnet  on  the  spray, 
While  miisic  tremblcs  in  tbeir  songful  tbroats, 
The*  bulikach  whistles  soft  his  flute-like  notes. 
The  bołder  bląckbird  swej  U  sonorous  lays ; 
yhe  rarying  thrush  commands  a  tuneful  maże  j; 

>  Mrs.  Oldfield, 


'Each  a  wild  length  of  metody  pnrme») 
While  tbe  soft  murm  u  ring,  amorous  wood-do^ecoos  * 
And,  when  in  apring  these  mełting  mńdares  flow, 
The  cuckoo  sends  her  unison  of  woe* 

But  as  ainooth  seas  are  furrow'd  by  a  storm  ; 
As  troubles  all  our  tranqull  joyi  deform  ą 
Si),  toitd  tbrough  air,  unwelóome  noises  sound, 
And  narmony^s  at  once,  m  discord,  drown,*d. 
From  yon  dark  cypress,  croaks  tiie  tąTesi*s  ory  i 
As  dlssonant  the  daw,  jay,  chatteiing  pie : 
The  ct&jmorous  crows  abandon  d  carnage  anekv 
And  the  harsh  owi  sbrdis  out  a  aharpeomg  sbridu 

At  the  tane'8  end  a  high-lath'd  gate's  prefer*d, 
To  bar  the  tre&paas  of  a  ragrant  herd. 
Fast  by,  a  meagre  mendicant  we  Ifrd, 
Whose  russet  raga  hang  fluttering  in  the  wind  : 
Year*  bow  białek,  a  ataff  supports  hia  treadP 
And  soft  whitc  hairs  shade  thin  bis  pa4sy*d  head, 
Poor  wretch  ! — Is  this  for  charity  his  baont  ? 
He  meets  tho  freąuent  sligbt,  and  ruthless  taont. 
On  slaveś  of  guitt  aft  smiies  the  sqaanderins;  peer  j 
But  piuaing  knows  not  coramon  bounty  bera. 
Vain  thing Ą.  in  what  dost  thou  superior  shine  r 
His  our  flrst  slre :  what  race  morę  anoient  thiae  ? 
I<ess  baekward  traołd,  be  may  his  Kneage  draw 
Erom  men,  whose  inmienoe  kepttHe  world  in  awe  9 
Whose  worthlesssoDs,  Itlcethee,  peivbaiioacflaaiim'«i 
Their  ample  storę,  their  linę  to  want  waadootn*d, 
So  thine  may  perish,  by  the  co«rae  of  things, 
\Vhil«  bis,  from  beggars,  re-aacend  to  ląmgs^ 
Now,  iazar,  as  thy  hardships  I  pernse, 
On  my  own  state  inatructed  wouM  l  muse, 
When  I  vicw  greatness,  I  my  lot  lament; 
Compar'd  to  thee,  I  snatch  supremę  content 
I  might  hare  felt,  did  Hearen  not  graeiotts  dealt 
A  tatę,  which  I  must  mourn  to  se«  thee  foeL 
But  soft !,  tlie  cripple  our  approach  descries, 
And  to  the  gate,  thon«  1  weak,  officioiia  hies. 
1  spring  preventi*e,  and  uhbar  the.  way, 
Then,  turning,  with  a  amile  of  pity,  say, 
(<  Herę,  friend  ! — this  little  copper  ałms  recert*, 
Iruitanćetif  will,  withotit  the  power  to  gire. 
Hermit,  if  here  with  pity  we  redect, 
How  must  wegrievet  when  learning  meets  negteot  ? 
When  Ood-itke  aouls  endure  a  mean  restnunt ; 
When  generons  will  is  ourb*d  by  tyrant  want  ? 
He  truły  feełs  what  to  distress  beiongs, 
^  ho  tf>  his  pmate,  adds  a  people*s  wrongs  ; 
Merit  '$  a  marł,  at  which  disgrace  is  turown, 
And  erery  mjurłd  virtue  is  bis  own. 
Snch  their  own  pangs  with  patience  here  endnre, 
Yet  there  weep  wonnda,  they  are  denied  to  cuse : 
Thus  rich  in  porerty,  thus  burnWy  great, 
And,  though  depress^,  superior  to  their  fate. 
Miniona  in  power,  and  misers,  'mid  their  stora; 
Are  mean  in  greatness,  and  in  planty  poor.      [atd, 
What's  power,  orwealthr  Werę  they  fM*fbrai'dfe# 
A  spting  for  Tirtue,  and  frotn  wrongs  a  shade  f 
In  power  we  savage  tyranny  behoM, 
And  wiły  ararłce  owns  pollatsd  gold. 
From  golden  sands  her  pride  could  Libya  raise, 
CouM  she,  who  spreads  op  pastxure,claimoor  same  ł 
Loath%d  were  her  wealtb,  where  rabaimonstarahseed; 
Where  serpents,  pamper*d  on  her  yenoaa,  feed, 
No  sheltery  trees  imrite  the  Wanderer»s  eye, 
Nolrnits,  no  graia,  no  guma,  her  uracts  s«pp|y  j 
On  her  yast  wilds  no  k>vely  prospecta  na  ; 
But  alt  liet  barren,  though  beneath  the  SyB.*> 
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My  Herntitthns.    «  I  know thy  ml 
'Tis  hard  vice  triumphs,  and  tbat  virtue  grietes  j 
Yet  aft  aflhction  purifies  the  mind, 
Kind  benefHs  oft  Aow  from  meana  nnkind. 
Were  the  whołe  known,  that  we  uncouth  auppoae, 
Doobtlees,  wontd  beauteou*  syntmctry  disclose.  "" 
The  naked  cliff,  that  smgły  roogh  remaira, 
In  proapectdignifies  the  fertile  plains ; 
Lead-colour'dclouda,  in  scattenng fragiueuta  seen, 
Show,  tbough  in-broken  ▼iews,  the  blae  screne. 
Serere  distrcsses  mdcistry  impire  ; 
Thwcaptires  oft  excetl)ng  arts  acouire, 
And  boldly  struggle  through  a  stale  of  aharae> 
To  liffe,  ease,  pleuty,  Liberty,  and  famę. 
Sword-law  nas  ofien  Europę'*  bałance  gainM, 
And  one  red  victory  ycan  of  peace  maintaioM. 
We  paasthrough  wanttowealth,  throughdismalgtrife 
Tocalm  content,  through  dca>h  to  endłesa  Ufe. 
Libya  tbou  namłst--Let  Afric's  wastea-  appear 
Curet  by  those  heate,  that  fructify  the  yeaf ; 
Yet  the  same  auns  her  orange-grores  befriend, 
Wfcere  clustering  globes  in  shtntng  rows  depend. 
ilere  when  nerce  beama  o'er  withering  planta  are 

roH»d, 
There  the  green  fatit  aeems*ipen*d  into  gold 
Ey^n  aeenes  that  strike  with  terrible  surniae, 
Still  prove  a  God,  just,  merciftd,  and  wise. 
Sad  wintery  blasts,  that  strip  the  autumn,  bring 
The  milder  beanties  of  a  flowefy  spring. 
Ye  snlphurous  fires  in  jaggy  łightnings  break  j 
Ye  thnudera  rattie,  and  ye  nation*  shake ! 
Ye  storma  of  rivmg  flame  the  fcrest  tear ! 
Deep  crack  the  rocka  !  rent  trees  be  whirPd  in  air ! 
Reft  at  a  stroke,  soroe  stately  fane  weMl  moum ; 
Her  tombe  wide*shatter'd,  and  her  dead  up-torn ; 
Were  noxku»  spirits  not  from  caverna  drawn 
Hack'd  Earth  would  soon  in  gulfs  enormous  yawn  : 
Then  a!l  were  lóat ! — Or  wmild  we  floating  view 
The  bałeml  ckmd,  there  would  deatruction  brew; 
Piague,  ferer,  frcnzy,  close-engendering  Jie, 
Till  these  red  ruptures  elear  the  sulKed  sky." 

Now  a  field  opera  to  enłarge  my  thought, 
In  parcelM  tracts  to  varioua  uses  wrought. 
Herę  hardening  ripeness  the  first  btooms  behold, 
There  the  lastbloasoms  spring-like  pride  unfold. 
Herę  swelling  peas  on  leafy  stalks  are  seen; 
Mhrtł  flowers  of  red  and  a2ure  shtne  between ; 
Whote  weaving  beauties,  heighten'd  by  the  Sun, 
In  colourM  lanea  along  the  furrows  ran. 
There  the  next  prodnee  of  a  genial  shower, 
The  bean's  fresn-bfossoms  in  a  spcckled  Auwer ; 
Whcee  morning  dewe,  when  to  the  8un  resignM, 
Wkh  ondnlating  sweets  embalm  the  wind. 
Now  daiay  plats  of  dover  aquare  the  plain, 
And  part  the  bearded  from  the  beardteas  grain. 
There  fibrons  flar  with  ▼erdure  binds  the  field, 
Whićh  dn  the  loom  ahall  art-spun  labonra  yield. 
The  mulberry,  in  fiur  summer-green  array'd, 
Folkin  the  midst  starte  up,  a  uilky  ahade. 
For  haman  taate  the  rieh-atam'd  fnritage  błBeds  ; 
The  leaf  the  atlk-enuttmg  reptile  feeda, 
Aa  anaot  tbeir  down,  aa  flocke  their  fleecea  leave, 
Herę  worma  for  man  their  głowy  entraite  weacre. 
Hence,  to  adom  the  fair,  in  testnre  gay, 
Spriga,  froita,  and  flowers  onflgur*d  yestmente  play  : 
Bof  indnatiy  preparea  them  oft  to  pieaac 
The  goilty  pnde  of  Tam,  hisuriant  eaae. 

Jfowlreąnent,  detty  galea  offenafre  błow, 
Ąnd  o^er  my  aight  a  tranaient  b^indoesi  throw. 


Winflward  we  ahift.      Near  down  fh'  etherial  steep 
The  lamp  of  day*  hanga  hovering  o'er  the  deep. 
Dun  shadea,  in  rocky  ahapea  up  ether  roird, 
Project  long,  shaggy  points,  daep-tiag^  with  gold. 
Otbers  take  faint  th'  unripen'd  cherry^  die, 
And  paint  amnaing  landacapea  on  the  eye. 
Their  blae-veil'd  yełlow,  tbrongh  a  aky  serene 
In  swelling  mtzture  forma  a  floating  green.   [ahinet, 
StreakM    through  wbite  clowda  a  mild  Termiłion 
And  the  breeze  freahens,  aa  the  heatdecKnea, 

Yon  crooked,  sunny  roada  change  riaing  viewa 
From  brown  to  aandy  red,  and  ehałky  hnea. 
One  mingled  scenę  another  qtitck  socceeds, 
Men,  cbariots,  teams,  yokU  ateers,  and  prancing 

steedSy 

.  Which  cllmb,  deacend,  and,  as  lond  whipa  reaonnd, 
Stretch,  sweet, and  smoka  along  uneonai  ground. 
On  windmg  Thames,  reflectingradiant  t)eam% 
When   boats,   ships,  barges  mark  the  roughen*d 

streama, 
ThSs  way,  and  that,  they  dhterent  points  purane ; 
So  mix  the  motions,  and  so  shifts  the  riew, 
While  thns  we  throw  around  our  gladdenM  eyes, 
The  gHta  of  Heaven  in  gay  proruskni  rise ; 
Trees  rich  with  guma,  and  rroita ;  wkh  jewels  rocka  ; 
Plains  with  flowers,  herba,  and  planta^  and  bee*es» 

and  flocka ; 
Mountktns  with  minea  ;  with  oak,  and  cedar,  woods  ; 
Quarries  with  marMe,  and  with  fiah  the  floods. 
In  darkenmg  spots,  mid  fielda  of  various  diet, 
Tiłth  new  manur'd,  or  nalbed  tallow  lies.  ,■ 

Near  uplands  fertile  pride  enclos'd  display, 
The  green  grass  jrełlowing  into  scentfut  hay. 
And  thick-set  hedges  fence  the  full<ear*d  corn, 
And  berries  blacken  on  the  virid  tbornw 
Mark  in  yon  heath  oppos'd  the  c"Qltor'd  scenę,       # 
Wild  thyme,  pale  box,  and  firs  of  darker  green. 
The  natiye  strawbcrry  red-ripening  growa, 
By  nęttles  guarded,  as  by  thorna  the  roae. 
There  nightlAgaJea  in  unprnn'd  copaes  build, 
In  shaggy  funtes  lies  the  hare  conceai*d* 
Twixt  ferns  and  thistks,  nnaown  flowers  araose, 
And  form  a  lucid  chaae  of  varions  hnea ; 
Many  half-grey  with  dust)  confusfd  they  lie, 
Scent  the  rich  year,  and  lead  the  wandering  eye* 

Contemplatfre,  we  tread  the  flowery  plain, 
The  Mttse  preceding  with  her  hearenly  train. 
When,  lo !  the  mendicant,  so  lato  behind, 
Strange  view !  now  journeymg  in  cer  front  we  find  I 
And  yet  a  view,  morę  strange,  our  heed  demanda : 
TbuchM  by  the  Muse?s  wand  transform'd  be  standa* 
Cer  skin  latewrinkled,  instant  beaoty  apreada  ; 
The  late-dimm'd  eye,  a  vrrid  lustre  sheds ; 
Hairs  once  so  thin,  now  graceful  loeks  decline ; 
And  rags  now  changM,  in  regal  vestmenta  ahine. 

The  Hermit  thns.     "  In  nim  the  Bard  behold, 
Once  aeen  by  midnighfs  lamp  in  winter's  oołd ; 
The  Bard,  whoae  want  so  multiplied  his  woes, 
He  sunk  a  mortal,  and  a  aeraph  roae. 
See !— where  those  stately  yew-trees  darklmg  grow, 
And,  waving  o'er  yon  graves,  brown  horronrs  throw, 
Scornful  he  pointa— there,  o'er  hia  aacred  diwt, 
Ariae  the  aculpturMtomb,  and  labour*d  bust 
Vam  pomp  !  bestow'd  by  ostentatious  pride, 
Who  to  a  Itfe  of  want  relief  deny'd." 

But  thus  the  Bard.     "  Are  these  the  gifts  of  state  ? 
Gifta  unreceiv'd  ? — These  !  Ye  ungenerons  great  •' 
How  was  I  treated  when  in  lifefurlorn  ? 
My  claim  your  pity ;  but  my  lot  your  acoro. 
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Wby  were  my  atudiotfi  bour*  oppoaM  by  need  ? 
In  me  did  poverty  from  guilt  proceed  > 
Did  I  contemporary  authora  wrong, 
Arid  deetn  their  worth,  hut  aa  they  prizM  my  song) 
Did  I  sooth  vice,  or  veaal  strokes  betray, 
In  the  low-purpoa'd,  loud  polemic  fray  r 
Did  e'er  my  verse  immodest  warmth  contam, 
Or,  ouce-licentioua,  heavenly  trnths  profane  ? 
Nerer. — And  yet  when  envy  gunk  my  name, 
Wbo  calPd  my  ahadow'd  merit  into  famę  ? 
When  uwłeserVd,  a  priaon'a  grate  I  saw, 
What  hand  redeem'd  me  from  the  wrestedlaw  ? 
Who  cloath'd  me  naked,  or  when  hungry  fed  ? 
Why  cruahM  the  lhring  ?  Why  etfolPd  the  dead  ?— 
But  foreign  languagea  adopt  my  laya, 
Ąnd  diatant  nationa  sbame  yon  into  prawe. 
Wby  should  unrelishłd  wit  theae  bonoura  cauae  } 
Cuatom,  not  knowledce,  dictates  your  applause : 
Or  think  you  thua  a  self-renown  to  raise, 
And  mingle  your  vam-gloriea  with  my  baya  ? 
Be  yoors  the  mouMering  tomb  ?    Be  minę  the  lay 
Immortal !— "  Thua  he  scofla  the  pomp  away. 
Though  worda  like  theae  unletter'd  pride  impeach, 
To  the  meek  heart  he  turns  with  milder  speech* 
Though  now  a  aeraph,  oft  be  deigna  to  wear 
The  face  of  human  fhendship,  oft  of  care  j 
To  walk  disguisU  an  object  of  relief, 
A  lenra'd,  good  man,  long  exarcia'd  in  grief  j 
łtarlorn,  a  friendlesa  orphan  oft  to  roam> 
Cmring  some  kind,  aome  hospitable  borne ; 
Or,  like  Ulyasea,  a  łow  lasar  stand ; 
Beaeeching  Pity'8  eye,  and  Bounty'a  hand  *, 
Or,  like  Ulyases,  royal  aid  reouest, 
Rendering  from  cdtort  to  conrt,  a  king  dirtrest. 
Thua  Yaryinsshapea,  the  seeming  aon  of  woe 
Tyes  the  coW  heart  and  heart*  that  generou*  glow  t 
Then  to  the  Muae  relatea  each  lordly  name, 
Who  deala  impartaal  infamy  and  famę. 
Oft,  aa  when  mad  in  mortat  atatc  depiWd, 
Hia  laya  taught  virtue,  whicb  hia  life  oowWd, 
He  now  forma  viaionary  acenea  below, 
Inapiring  patience  in  the  heart  of  woe ; 
Patience,  that  aoftena  erery  aad  estreme,    fgleam, 
That  caata  throngh  dungeon-glooma  a  cheerful 
Diaarma  diaeaae  of  pain,  mocka  slander'*  ating, 
And  atripa  of  terroura  the  terrific  king, 
"Gainat  Want,  a  aourer  foe,  ita  auccourlenda, 
And  amiling  aeea  th'  ingratititde  of  frienda. 

•  Nor  are  theae  tanka  to  nim  alone  conaignU 
MUliona  invisible  befriend  mankind. 
When  watery  atructurea,  aeen  croaa  Heaven  tftaoend, 
Arch  above  arch  in  radiant  order  beud, 
Fancy  hebolda,  adown  each  glittering  aide, 
Myriada  of  miasiooary  aerapha  glide  $ 
Shc  aeea  good  angela  genial  abowera  beatow 
From  the  red  convex  of  the  dewy  bow. 
TTiey  amile  upon  the  awain :  He  viewa  tbe  prize  j 
Then  grateful  benda,  to  biesa  the  bounteoua  akiea. 
Some  winda  collect,  and  aend  propitioua  galea 
Oft  wmere Britaunias  navy  spreada  her  aaila $ 
There  ever  wafting,  on  the  breath  of  famę, 
tJneauaTd  glory  in  her  aovereign'a  name, 
Some  teach  young  zephy  ra  verna)  sweeta  to  bear, 
And  float  the  balmy  health  on  ambient  air  | 
Zephyra,  that  oft,  where  lovera  hatenmg  lie, 
Along  the  grove  in  melting  musie  die, 
And  in  lone  cavea  to  minda  poetic  roli 
Seraphic  wbiapei*,  tbat  abaaract  tfee  inni. 


Some  nnge  the  coloara,  aa  fheypsited  #y) 
Clear-pointed  to  the  philoaophie  eye ; 
The  flaming  red,  that  paina  the  dwelłing  gazę  ; 
The atainlesa,  Ughtaome yellowa  gilding  ravs$ 
TTie  clouded  orange,  that  betwbrt  them  głowa, 
And  to  kind  mixture  tawny  luatreowca ; 
AU-cheerJng  green,  that  gires  the  apring  ita  dye  $ 
The  bright,  transparent  blite,  that  robeit  the  aky  $ 
Andindigo,  whkh  ahaded  lightdisplayi} 
And  Tiolet,  whtcMn  the  vjew  decaya. 
Parental  buea,  whence  othera  ail  prooeed ; 
An  ever-mingling,  changeful,  countleaa  breed  a- 
Unraverd,  Yariegated,  lines  of  light, 
When  hlended,  daszling  in  promiscuoua  whHe. 
Oft  through  theae  bowa  departed  sptrita  rangę, 
New  to  the  akiea,  admiring  at  their  change ;. 
Each  mind  a  void,  aa  when  firat  boni  to  earth, 
Bebold  a  aecond  blank  in  aecond  birtb ; 
Then,  aa  yon  eeraph  bard  fram  d  hearts  below, 
Each  aeea  him  berę  tranacendent  knowłed^ge  ahom9 
New  sainta  he  tutora  into  truth  refiu'd. 
And  tunea  to  rajituroua  tarę  the  uew-formM 
He  awella  the  łyre,  whoae  lond,  meiodiona  laya 
Cali  high  Hoaannaa  from  tbe  voice  of  praiae  ; 
Though  one  bad  age  anch  poeay  couid  wrong, 
Now  wprlda  around  retentiw  rolt  tbe  song  : 
NowQod'a  high  thronetbe  nill-voic'd  raptures 
Celestial  hoatit  returning  atrain  for  ajkam* 

Ttiua  he,  who  once  knew  want  witbout  relief 
Sees  joya  reaulting  from  well-aunering  grief. 
Hark  I  wbile  we  udk»  a  diatant  pattecing  raio 
Resoiinda !— See  !  up  the  broad  etherial  plain 
Shoota  the  oright  bow  !— Tlie  aeraph  flita  awsty  ; 
Tbe  Muae,  the  <*racea  from  our  view  decay. 

Behind  yon  western  hill  the  globe  of  light 
Propa  audden  ;  fast-puraued  by  ahadea  of  night. 

Yon  grarea  from  winter-aoenea  to  mind  recall 
RebeUion**  council,  and  rebelliosTafatL 
What  fienda  ra  sulpburou^,  car-like  cloudaup-S< 
A^Tiat  midnight  treason  glartt  beneath  their  view/ 1 
And  now  tbe  trartora  rear  their  Bahel-ecbenws, 
Big,  and  mqre  big,  atupendoua  mischief  seema  i 
But  Justice,  rouaM,  superior  atrength  employs, 
Their  acheme  wide  ahattera,  and  their  hope  destjpoya. 
Diacord  ahe  willa  j  the  miaaile  ruin  flies  ; 
Sudden,  unnatural  debatea  ariae, 
Doubt,  mutual  jealouay,  and  dumb  diagoat, 
Dark-hinted  mutteringa,  and  avow'd  distntst^ 
To  aeeret  ferment  ia  each  heart  reaign^d  » 
Suapicion  bovera  in  each  clouded  mind  i 
They  jar,  accua'd  accuae,  revil'd  rerile, 
And  warmth  to  warmth  oppoae,  and  guile  to  guile  $ 
Wranghng  they  part,  themaeWea  tbemsehea  bebay  4 
Each  dire  derice  starta  nakc.d  into  day ; 
Tbey  feel  coofnaion  in  the  van  with  fear ; 
They  feel  the  king  of  terroura  in  the  rear. 

Qf  theae  were  taree  by  difierent  motivea  firM» 
Ambition  one,  and  one  Rerenge  inapired. 
The  third,  O  Mammon»  waa  tby  nwaner  sUtw^- 
Tbouido)  aeldom  of  tbe  great  a^d  brave ! 

Florio,  wboae  We  waa  one  contioued  feast, 
Hm  wealth  duBhush,d,  and  hia  debta  inereasd, 
Vain  pomp,  and  eauipage,  hia  Iow  desires, 
Who  ne'er  ta  mteliectnal  Wisa  aapirea  ; 
He,  to  repaieby  vice  what  vice  bas  broke, 
Durat  wh^,hoJatreaaonajudgmeiitta  rod  prorokte. 
His  atrength  oinund,  by  kizury  half  disaolv»d, 
111  brooks  the  w***  wheredeep  be  atawla.inwj|B^AV 
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Re  weeps,  stamps  wild,  and*  to  and  fro  now  flies  ; 
Now  wrings  his  hands,  and  sendt  unmanly  cries, 
Arraigns  his  judge,  affirms  unjust  he  bleeds, 
And  now  rccants,  and  now  for  mercy  pleads ; 
Now  blames  associates,  rave»  with  iiiward  strife, 
Upbrajds  himself  j  then  thinks  alone  on  life. 
Ho  rolls  red  swelling,  tearful  eyes  around, 
•  Sore  smites  his  breast  and  sioks  upon  thc  ground. 
He  warłs,  be  quite  despnnds,  cunvulsive  lies, 
Shrinks  from  thc  fancied  axe,  and  thinks  he  dies : 
Revives,  with  hojłe  inquircs,  stops  short  with  fear, 
Eotreats  ev'n  fiattery,  nor  the  worst  will  hear ; 
The  worst,  alas,  his  doom  ! — What  friend  replies  ? 
£ach  speaks  with  shaking  head,  anddown-cast  cyes. 
One  silence  breaks,  thcn  pauses,  drops  a  tear : 
Nor  hope  aflbrds,  nor  quite  confirms  his  fear ; 
Botarbat  kind  friendship  part  resenres  unknown 
Cotnes  thundering  in  his  keepert  surly  tonę. 
Eoough  struck  throughaud  throngh,  in  gliastly  stare, 
He  stands  transfix'd,  the  statuę  of  despair  ; 
Nor  aught  of  life,  nor  aught  of  death  he  knows, 
TUI  thougbt  returns,  and  brings  return  of  woes : 
Now  pours  a  Storni  of  grief  in  gushing  streams : 
That  past— collected  in  himself  he  seems, 
And  with  fcrc'd  smile  retires — His  latent  thougbt 
Bark,  horrid,  as  the  prison's  dismal  vaulL 

If  with  himself  at  variance  ever-wild, 
With  angry  Heaven  how  stands  be  reconcil'd> 
No  pemtential  orisons  arise ; 
Nay,  he  obtests  the  justice  of  the  skies. 
Not  for  his  gaik,  for  sentenc'd  life  he  moans ; 
His  chains  rough-clanking  to  discordant  gnians, 
To  bars  harsh-grating,  heavy-creaking.door9, 
Hoarse-echoing  wal  U,  and  holiow-ringing  floors, 
To  tboughts  morę  dissonant,  far,  far  less  kind, 
One  anarchy,  one  chaos  of  the  mind. 
-At  length,  fetigued  with  grief,  on  earth  he  lies  : 
Bat  soon  as  sleep  weighs  down  th'  unwilling  eyes, 
Glad  liberty  appears,  no  damps  annoy, 
Treason  succeeds,  and  alł  transforms  to  joy. 
Proud  palaces  their  glittering  stores  display : 
Gain  he  pursues,  and  rapine  leads  the  way.  [prize ; 
What  gold !  What  gems ! — he  strains  to  seize  the 
Quick  frora  his  touch  dissolv'd,  a  cloud  it  flies. 
Conscious  he  cries — and  must  1  wake  tu  weep  ? 
Ah,  yet  return,  return,  delusive  sleep  ! 
Sleep  comes ;  but  liberty  no  morę : — Unkind, 
The  dungeoo-glooms  hang  heavy  on  his  mind. 
Shrill  winds  are  heard,  and  howltng  demons  cali ; 
Wide-flying  portals  seem  unhing'd  to  fali : 
Then  close  with  sudden  claps ;  a  dreadful  dra  ! 
He  starto,  wakes,  storms,  and  all  is  heli  within. 

His  genius  flies— reflects  he  now  on  prayer? 
Alas !  bad  spirits  tura  those  thoughts  to  air. 
What   shall   be  next  ?    What,  straight  relinquish 

breatb, 
To  ber  a  public,  just,  tbongh  shameful  death  ? 
Rash,  horrid  thougbt !  yet  now  afraid  to  live, 
Muiderous  hc  strikes— may  Hea*en  the  deed  forgi  ve ! 

Why  had  he  thus  felse  spirit  to  rebel  ? 
And  why  not  fbrtitude  to  sufler  well  r 
Werę  hk  saccess,  how  terrible  the  blow  ! 
And  it  recoUfl  on  him  eternal  woe, 
Heaven  this  affliction  then  for  mercy  meant, 
That  a  good  end  might  close  a  life  mispent 

Where  no  kind  lips  the  hallowi  dirge  resound, 
Far  from  the  compassof  yon  sacred  ground  ; 
Ful!  m  the  centrę  of  three  meetmg  waya, 
8tak'd  througbhe  lies,— Warn^  1  et  the  wicked  gazę. 


I     Near  ypnder  fane,  where  Misery  sleeps  m  peace, 
Whose  spire  fest-lessens,  as  these  shades  inerease, 
Left  to  the  north,  whence  oft  brew'd  tempests  roli, 
Tempests,  dire  emblems,  Cosmo,  of  thy  soul ! 
There  mark  that  Cosmo,  much  for  guile  renown'd  i 
His  grare  by  unbid  plants  of  poison  crownM. 
When  out  of  power,  through  him  the  public  good, 
So  strong  bis  fectious  tribe,  suspended  stood. 
In  power,  vindictive  actions  were  his  a  im, 
And patriots  perish'd  by  th'  nngenerous flame* 
If  the  bert  cause  he,in  the  senate  chose, 
Ev»n  right  in  him  from  soine  wrong  motive  rosę* 
The  bad  be  loath'd,  and  would  the  weak  despise ; 
Yet  courted  for  dark  ends,  and  shunn'd  the  wise. 
When  ill  his  purpose,  eloouent  his  strain ; 
His  malice  had  a  loolf  and  voicc  bumane* 
His  smile,  the  signal  of  some  vile  intent, 
A  private  poniard,  or  empoison  d  scent ; 
Proud,  yet  to  popular  applause  a  slavc ; 
No  friend  be  honour'd,  and  no  foe  forgare. 
His  boons  unfreąuent,  or  unjust  to  need  j 
The  hire  of  guilt,  of  infemy  the  meed  : 
But,  if  tbey  cbanc'd  on  learned  worth  to  fali, 
Bounty  in  him  was  ostentatipn  all, 
Natrue  beneTolence  his  thougbt  sublimes, 
His  noblest  actions  are  illustrious  crimes, 
Fineparts,  wliich  rirtue  might  have  rankd  with  famę, 
Enhance  hfe  guilt,  and  magnify  bis  shame. 
When  parte  in  probity  in  man  combine, 
In  wisdomfs  eye,  how  charming  must  be  sbine ! 
Let  him,  lesf  happy,  truth  at  least  impart, 
And  what  he  wants  in  genius  bear  in  heart. 

Cosmo,  a$  deatb  draws  nigh,  no  morę  conceala 
That  storm  of  passion,  wbich  his  naturę  feels : 
He  feels  much  fear,  morę  aoger,  and  most  pride  ; 
But  pride  and  anger  make  all  fear  subside. 
Dauntless  be  meets  at  length  untimely  fetę ; 
A  desperate  spirit !  rather  fierce',  than  great. 
Darkling  he  glides  along  the  dreary  coast, 
A  suilen,  wandering,  self-tormenting  ghost 

Where  vemy  marble  dignifles  the  ground, 
With  emblem  fair  in  sculpture  rising  rouod, 
Just  where  a  crossing,  lengtbenmg  aisle  we  find, 
Fuli  east;  whence  God  returns  tojudge  mankiod, 
Once-lov*d  Horatio  sleeps,  a  mind  elate ! 
Lamented  sbade,  ambition  was  thy  fetę. 
Ev'n  angels,  wondering,  oft  his  worth  sarreyM  ; 
BehoM  a  man,  like  one  of  us !  they  said. 
Straight  beard  the  Furies,  and  with  envy  glar'd, 
And  to  precipitate  his  fali  prepar^d. 
First  Avarice  came.    In  vain  self-love  she,pressfd; 
The  poor  he  pityM  still,  and  still  redress'd : 
Learning  was  his,  and  knowłedge  to  commend, 
Of  arts  a  patron,  and  of  want  a  friend. 
Next  came  Rerenge :  but  ber  easay  how  vain ! 
Not  hate,  nor  envy,  in  his  heart  remain. 
No  prerious  malice  could  his  mind  engage, 
Malice  the  mother  of  vindictive  ragę. 
No— from  his  life  his  foes  might  leara  to  live  ; 
He  held  it  still  a  triumph  to  forgive. 
At  length  Ambition  urg*d  his  country's  weal, 
Assuming  the  fair  look  of  public  Zeal  \t 
Still  in  his  breast  so  generous  glow'd  the  flame, 
The  vice,  when  there,  a  yirtue  half  became. 
His  pitying  eye  saw  millions  in  distress, 
He  deem'd  it  godlike  to  have  power  to  bless: 
Tbus,  when  unguarded,  treason  stain'd  him  o  er; 
Aud  virtue  and  content  were  then  no  moce. 
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Bat  whcn  to  death  by  rigdrons  justfee  AtomM* 
Hit  genuine  spirit  sarat-likc  state  rcs\nVd, 
Oft  from  soft  pcnitence  ó5stiH'd  a  tear ; 
Oft  hope  in  hea\enly  mercy  1ighten'd  fear ; 
Oft  would  a  drop  frooi  struggling  naturę  faO, 
And  then  a  smile  of  patience  brighten  al!. 

He  leeks  in  hearen  a  friend,  nor  seeks  in  Train. 
His  guardian  angel  swift  descends  again; 
And  resotcttion  thus  bespeaks  a  mind 
Kot  scorning  life,  yet  all  to  death  restgnM ; 
— "  Ye  chains,  fit  only  to  restram  the  will 
Of  dom  mon,  desperata  veterans  in  fil, 
Thougli  rankling  on  my  limbs  ye  lie,  declnre, 
D*d  e>r  my  rising  soul  yonr  pressure  wear  ? 
No !— free  as  liberty,  and  qnick  as  light. 
To  worlds  remote  she  takes  unbounded  fltfcht. 
Ye  dungeon  glooms,  tbat  drm  corporeal  eye*, 
fould  ye  once  biot  her  prospcct  of  the  skies  ? 
Ko ! — from  ner  clearer  sight  ye  fled  away, 
Iike  errour,  pierc*d  by  rrotb*s  resistless  ray. 
Ye  walts,  tbat  witness  my  repentant  moan! 
Ye  echoes,  that  to  midnight  sorrows  groan! 
Do  I,  in  wrath,  to  yoa  of  fate  complain  ? 
Or  once  betray  fear'8  most  roglorious  pain  ? 
No  !  — H«fl,  twicc  hail  tben,  ignomiuious  death  ! 
Behold  how  willing  glides  my  parting  breath ! 
Far  greater,  bettcr  far— ay,  far  mdeed! 
Iike  me,  have  sufler'd,  and  Iike  me  will  bleed. 
Apostles,  patnarchs,  prnphets,  roartyTB  alf, 
Iike  me  once  fell,  nor  mnrrnur'd  at  tbetr  fali, 
Shall  I,  whose  days,  at  best,  no  111  designTI, 
Whose  virtne  shone  not,  tnough  l  tor'dinanktnd, 
Śhall  I,  now  gnflty^wretch^ball  I  repme  l 
Oh,  nó  !  to  justice  let  me  life  resign ! 
Quick,  as  a  friend,  would  I  prnbrace  my  fbe  ? 
He  taught  Tne  patience  who  first  taught  me  woe ; 
Bnt  friendś  are  foes,  they  render  woc  severe. 
For  me  they  wail,  from  me  extort  tbe  tear. 
Not  those,  yet  ataent,  missiro  grieft  contro! ; 
These  periods  weep,  those  rave,  and  these  condole ; 
At  entrance  shricks  a  friend,  with  pale  surprise ; 
Another  panting,  prostrate,  speecbless  lies ; 
One  gripes  my  hand,  one  sobs  npon  my  breasł  ! 
Ah,  wbo  can  bear  ? — it  shocks,  it  mnrders  test ! 
And  is  it  yours,  alas  ?  my  friends  to  feel  ? 
And  is  it  minę  to  comfort,  minę  to  heal  ? 
Is  minę  the  patience,  youni  the  botom  strife  ? 
Ah !  would  rash  lora  lure  hack  my  tboughta  to  life; 
Adieu,  dear,  dangerous  mourners !  swtft  depart ! 
Ab,  fly  me !  fly  ! — I  tear  ye  from  ray  heart. 
•'  Ye  saints,  whom  fears  of  death  conld  ne'er  conjtrol, 
In  my  last  hour  compnsc,  support  my  soul ! 
See  my  blood  wash  repented  sin  away  ! 
Receive,  receive  me  to  eternal  day !" 

With  words  Iike  these  thedestin'd  bero  dies, 
While  angelswaft  his  soul  to  happier  skies. 

Distinction  now  ghtes  way ;  yet  on  we  talk, 
Fuli  darkness  deepening  tfer  tbe  formless  wafk. 
Kighttreads  not  with  light  step  the  dewy  gale, 
Nor  brigbt<distends  her  star-^mbroiderM  veil  j 
Her  leaden  feet,  inclementdamps  distil, 
Ćlouds  shut  her  face,  black  winds  her  vesture  fili ; 
An  carth-bom  meteor  lights  the  sable  skies 
£astward  it  &hoots,  and,  sunk,  forgotten  diet. 
Sq  pride,  that  rosę  from  dust  to  guilty  power, 
Glares  out  in  vain ;  so  dust  shall  pride  devour. 

Ffshers,  who  yonder  brink  by  torches  arain, 
WitU  t^etyul  trideste  tóki  te  aaaty  Uaia 


Lifcie  snakes  itr  (,ag!e•,  claws,  in  rain  they  strrrę, 
Wlien  hear*d  aloft,  and  quivering  yet  alive. 

While  horr,  methought,  oar  time  in  conrent- 
passM, 
The  Moon  clcjadstnuffled,  and  tbe  night  wore  fasL 
At  prowfing  woNes  was  faeard  the  masthTs  bay  * 
And  the  warjt*d  master*s  arms  fbrbad  the  prey, 
Tbus  treason  steels,  the  pttriot  thus  descries, 
Bortb  spring*  the  tnonarch,  and  tbe  miaehief  fliet. 

Pale  glow-worms  gKmmer*d  through  the  depth  of 
night, 
Scattering,  Iike  hopc  through  fear,  a  doubtful  light 
Lone  Phflomela  tun*d  the  stlent  grove, 
With  pensire  pleflsure  listenM  wakeful  Lorę. 
Half-dreamtng  Panry  form'd  an  angel'8  tongue, 
And  Paiu  forgot  to  groan,  so  sweet  she  simg. 
The  njght-crone,'  with  the  melody  aUrm"d, 
Now  paus'd,  now  listenłd,  and  awhile  was  charmM ; 
But  Iike  the  man,  whose  firequent  stubborn  will 
Resists  what  kind,  seraphic  sounds  instil, 
'  Her  heart  the  love~inspiring  ▼oioc  reprllM, 
Her  breast  with  agitating  mischief  swelKd ; 
Whicli  elosM  her  ear,  and  tempted  to  destroy 
The  tuneful  life,  that  charms  with  virtuous  jr«y. 

Now  fest  we  measure  back  the  trackless  way ; 
No  fnendly  stars  directire  beams  display. 
But  to !— a  thou^and  lights  shoot  inrtant  rays ! 
Yon  kindlingrock  reflects  the  startling  blaze. 
I  stand  astonish'd— thus  the  Hermit  cries : 
"  Fear  not,  but  listen  with  enlargM  snrprise? 
Still  murt  these  hours  our  rautual  conrersc  claim, 
And  cease  to  echo  still  Otympia*s  name  $ 
Grots,  mulet*,  grores,  OlyrhpWs  name  fbrget, 
Olympta  now  no  sighin^  winds  repeaL 
Can  I  be  tnortal,  and  those  hours  no  morę, 
Those  afnorous  hours,  that  p1aiiit;vc  echoes  borę } 
Am  f  tbe  same  ?  Ah  tx>! — Behold  a  mind, 
Uoroffled,  6rm,  exalted,  and  refinM  ! 
Late  months,  tbat  madę  the  rernal  scason  gay, 
Saw  my  healfb  hmguish  off  in  pale  dccay. 
No  rackine  paih  yet  gare  discase  a  datę ; 
No  sad,  presagefuł  tbooght  prcliided  fate: 
Yet  numbcr*d  were  mydays — my  destu^d  cnfi* 
Near,  and  morę  ncar-^-Nay,every  fear  suspend l 
I  pass'd  a  weary,  Itngerinjr,  sleejiless  night : 
Then  rosę,  to  walk  in  morning*s  carlicst  light: 
But  few  my  steps — a  faint,  and  cheerless  few ! 
Refmhment  from  my  flapgmg  spirits  flew. 
Wben,  Iow,  retir*d  beneath  a  cypress  shade, 
My  Umbs  ttpoh  a  flowery  bank  I  laki, 
Soon  by  soft-cree|>ing,  murmuring  winds  ooinposM, 
A  slumber  prcssM  my  lartguid  eyes — they  cfottł : 
But  clo?'d  not  long— Mctbonght  Olympia  spoke ; 
Thrice  londshe  całPd,  and  thricethe  *lurober  broke, 
I  wak'd.    ForCb-gTiding  from  a  netghbwirrag  wsod. 
Fuli  in  my  view  the  shadowy  cnarmwr  stood. 
Rapttnous  I  started  np  to  ciasp  the  shade; 
But  stflgger'd,  fell,  and  found  my  ritals  fade : 
A  mantling  chitmess  0'er  my  bosom  spread, 
As  if  that  instant  number^d  with  the  dead. 
Her  voice  now  sent  a  far  imperfect  sound, 
Whcn  in  a  swimming  trance  my  pangn  were  drowoM* 
StilJ  fartber  off  she  calPd— With  soft  surprbe, 
I  turn*d— but  roid  of  strength,  and  aid  to  rise ; 
Short,  tborter,  shorter  3ret,  my  breath  1  drew : 
Then  np  my  strnggling  soul  imburthenM  flew. 
Tbus  from  a  state,  where  s(n  and  grief  abidea 
Heaten.  suiafmohM  me  to  mercy-rt|ut  Jdied.* 


THE  WANDEŁER-Cakto  V. 


sir 


Hesaid.    IV  astnnishmfnt  with  wbich  1  start, 
Uke.bolted  ice  miw  shiTeriug  through  my  beart. 
"  Art  tfaou  not  niortal  then  r "  1  oried.    But  Jo ! 
His  raiment  lightens,  and  his  features  glow ! 
In  shady  rioglets  falls  a  length  af  hair  j 
Kmbloom'd  his  aspect  nhiues,  enlarg'd  hit  air* 
Mild  from  his  eyes  enlivening  glorie*  beain  ; 
Miki  cm  his  brow  s.ts  majesty  suprema. 
Bright  pluines  of  erery  dye,  that  round  bimflow, 
Vest,  robę,  and  wings,  in  mried  tustrc  thnw. 
Ile  looks,  aiid  forward  steps  with  mień  dWine ; 
A  grace  celestial  gives  him  all  to  shine. 
He  speaks  -Naturę  is  ravish'd  al  Łhe  sound, 
The  fbrests  morę,  and  streams  stand  listening  round ! 

Thus  hc.     "  As  incorniptioo  T  assumM, 
As  instant  in  immortal  youth  I  blooin'd  I 
RenewM,  and  chang'd,  I  Celt  my  vital  springs, 
With  different  Hghts  di*cern'd  the  fbrm  ofthmgsj 
To  earth  my  pa*mms  feH  like  mirts  away. 
And  reason  open'd  in  eternal  day. 
Swifter  tban  thought  from  worki  to  worM  I  flew, 
Celestial  knowlt-dge  shone  in  every  *iew 
My  food  was  truth — what  transport  could  I  misa  ł 
My  prospect,  aU  infinttudc  of  Miss. 
Olympia  nu-t  me  lirst,  and,  6mi(ing  gay, 
Onward  to  mercy  led  the  shining  way, 
As  far  transccndant  to  her  wonted  air, 
As  her  dear  wonted  self  to  many  a  {air ! 
fit  voice,  and  form,  beauty  morę  beauteiiis  shows, 
And  harmonystill  morę  harmonious  grows.  (charms, 
She  points  out  souls,  who  taught  me  irtendship's 
They  gaxe,  they  glow,  they  *pring  into  my  arms !  * 
Weil  plcas'd,  high  ancestort  my  *iew  command; 
Patrrms  and  patriots  all ;  a  glorious  band ! 
Horatio  too,  by  well-born  fa&  refin  d, 
Bhone  out  white-rob'd  with  6aintx,  a  sprtlessjnind  j 
What  once,  below,  ambition  madę  him  miss, 
Humility  herc  gainM,  a  life  of  bliss! 
Tbough  late,  lct  sinners  then  from  sin  dcpart  t 
Hearen  never  yet  dcspis'd  the  contrite  beart. 
J-ast  shone,  with  sweet,  exałted  lustre  grac'd, 
The  Seraph-Bard,  in  highest  order  plac'd  1 
Seers,  k>vcrs,  legislator^  prclates,  kings, 
Ali  rapturtł  listen,  as  he  rapturtt  sincs. 
Sweetness  and  strength  his  look  ,and  iays  empk>y, 
Greet  smile*  with  smiles,  and  every  joy  with  joy ; 
Charmful  he  rosę;  his  ever-cbarmfullongue 
Joy  to  our  secund  hymeueals  sung; 
sStill  as  we  pa<s'd,  the  bright,  celestial  throng 
HaiTd  us  in  social  love  and  hearenly  song. 

•*  Of  that  no  morę  !  my  deathless  friendship  pot  \ 
I  come  an  Angel  to  tHfc  Muse  and  thee. 
These  1'ghts,  that  vibrate,  and  piomiscuou*  ahlne, 
Are  etnanatkms  all  of  forma  divine, 
And  here  the  Muse,  though  melted  from  thy  gazę, 
Stands  among  spirtt*,  miiigHng  rays  witb  rays. 
If  thou  would'st  peace  attain,  my  words  attćnd, 
The  Uwt,  fond  words  of  thy  departed  friend  I 
Troe  joyfs  a  seraph,  that  to  Heaven  asptrcs, 
tlnburt  it  triumphs  mid*  celestial  choirs. 
But  sbould  no  cares  a  morta]  state  molest, 
Ufewere  a  state  of  ignorance^it  best 

•'  Khtm  then,  if  illa  oblige  thee  to  retire, 
Thote  ilk  sołemnity  of  thonght  inspire. 
Did  not  the  sotd  abroad  for  objects  roam, 
Wbence  could  she  learn  to  cali  ideas  home  r' 
Jnstiy  to  know  tbyself,  pertise  mankiod ; 
Iw  know  thy  God,  paint  naturę  on  thy  miód : 


Wttbowt  such  adenoa  of  the  wocldly  scenę, 

Wbat-is  retirement  ?— Empty  pride  or  spleen : 

But  with  it  wisdom.    There  sball  cares  reflne, 

Rendcr'd  by  contemplation  balf-divine». 

Trust  not  the  frantic,  or  mysterious  guide. 

Nor  staop  a  captive  to  the  schoolman'8  pride. 

On  Nature'8  wondera  fix  ąlone  thy  z^al» 

They  dim  notreason,  when  they  truth  rereal ; 

So  shaJl  rdigion  in  thy  heart  endure, 

From  all  traditkrnary  nUsebood  purej 

So  life  make  death  fiuniliar.to  thy  eye, 

So  shalt  thou  live,  as  thou  may'st  learn  to  die ; 

And,  though  thou  view'st  thy  worst  oppressor  thriver 

From  transient  woe,  immortal  bliss  derite. 

FareweU— Nay,  stop.the  parting  tear  1—4  go ! 

But  leave  the  Muse  thy  comforter  below.1'' 

He  said.     Instant  his  pinlons  upward  soar, 

He  lessening  as  they  rise,  til!  scen  no  morę. 

While  Contemplation  weighMthe  mystic  view, 
The  lights  all  yanished,  and  the  rision  flew. 


BASTARD ; 
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THE  readar  wID  easily  perceWc  these  rerses  were 
begun,  when  my  beart  was  gayer  than  it  has  been 
of  late^  andflnished  ip  hours  ofdeepest  melann 
choly. 

I  hope  the  world  wuj  do  me  the  justice  to  be* 
liere,  that  po  part  of  this  flows  from  any  real  anger 
against  the  łady,  tP  whom  it  is  ioscribed.  What- 
ever  undesf  rved  seyerities  I  may'have  received  at 
her  hands,  would  she  dea^sd  candidly  as  acknow. 
ledge  truth,  she  very  well  knows,  by  an  experience 
of  many  years,  that  I  hare  erer  behaved  myself 
towards  ber,  Hke  one  who  though t  it  his  duty  to  sup- 
port  with  patience  all  anTictions  from  that  quarter. 
Indeed  if  I  bad  not  been  capable  of  fbrgivmg  a 
mother,  I  roust  have  blushed  to  receive  pardon  my-' 
self  ąt  the  )»ands  of  my  sovereign. 

Keither,  to  say  the  truth,  were  the  manner  of  my 
birth  all,  should  I  have  any  reason  for  oomplaiot 
— When  I  am  a  little  disposed  to  a  gay  tum  oP 
thinking*,  I  conskler,  as  I  was  a  derelict  from  my 
c radlę,  I  have  the  bonour  of  a  lawfut  cląim  to 
the"  best  protectionin  Europę,  For  betng  a  spot  of 
earth,  to  which  nobody  pretends  a  tHIe,  I  de*olve 
aaturally  opon  the  king,  as  one  of  the  rights  of  hi* 
royalty.  Whlle  I  presume  to  name  bis  majesty, 
I  look  hack,  with  corkusion,  unon  the  mercy  [  bave 
latały  experienced ;  beeanse  it  is  inrpossible  to  re-^ 
member  it,  hot  with  sometnm^  t  would  fain  forge^. 
for  the  sake  of  my  futurę  peace,  and  alleriation  of 
my  past  mismituse,  • 
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I  owe  my  life  to  tbe  royal  pity,  if  a  wretch  can , 
with  propriety,  be  faid  to  live,  whose  days  are 
fewer  than  his  sorrowB ;  and  to  whom  death  had 
been  but  a  redemptton  from  misery. 

But  i  will  suffer  my  pardon  as  my  punishment, 
till  that  life,  which  has  so  graciously  been  given 
me,  shall  beoome  considerable  enough  not  to  be 
nseless  m  his  service  to  whom  it  was  forfeited. 
Under  influence  of  these  sentiments,  with  which 
his  majesty's  gTeat  goodnesB  has  inspired  me,  I 
constder  my  loss  of  fortunę  and  dignity  as  my  hap- 
pioess  ■>  to  which,  as  1  am  bora  without  ambition, 
I  am  thrown  from  them  without  repiuing — Possess- 
ing  those  advaotages,  my  care  had  been,  perhaps, 
how  to  enjoy  life;  by  the  want  of  them  1  am 
taught  this  nobler  lesson,  to  stndy  how  to  desenre  it. 

RICHARD  SATAGE. 


THE 

BASTARD. 


In  gayer  hours,  when  high  my  fancy  ran, 
Tbe  Muse,  emlting,  thus  her  lay  began.       [ways» 
«'  filest  be  the  Bastanft  birth !  through  woairous 
He  shines  eccentric  like  a  cometfs  blaze ! 
No  siekły  fruit  of  faint  compliance  he  ! 
He !  stampt  in  nature's  miot  of  ectacy ! . 
He  Hves  to  build,  not  boast,  a  generous  race  : 
No  tenth  transmitter  of  a  foolish  face : 
His  daring  hope,  no  sire^s  eacample  bounds ; 
His  first-born  tights,  no  prejudice  confounds. 
He,  kindling  from  within,  requires  no  flame; 
He  glories  in  a  Bastard's  glowing  name. 
/      "  Born  to  himself,  by  no  possession  led, 
7     In  freedom  fosterM,  and  by  fortunę  fed ; 

Nor  guides,  nor  rules,  his  sovereign  choioe  control, 

His  body  independent  as  his  soul ; 

LoosM  to  the  world's  wide  rangę — enjoyM  no  aim, 

PrescribU  no  duty,  and  assign'd  no  name : 

Nature's  unbounded  son,  he  stands  akme, 

His  heart  unbiass'd,  and  his  mind  his  owa. 

"  O  mother,  yet  no  mother !  'tis  to  you, 
My  thanks  for  such  distinguishM  claims  are  due, 
You,  unenslav'd  to  Naturę**  narrow  laws, 
Warm  championess  for  freedom's  sacred  cause, 
From  all  the  dry  deroirs  of  blood  and  linę, 
From  ties  maternal,  morał  and  dmne, 
DischargM  my  grasping  soul ;  push'd  me  from  shore, 
v_   And  lanćh'd  me  into  life  without  an  oar. 

"  What  had  I  lost,  if,  conjugally  kind, 
By  naturę  bating,  yet  by  tows  confin'd, 
Untaught  the  matrimoniał  bounds  to  sligfat, 
And  coldly  conscious  of  a  husband's  right, 
You  had  faint-drawn  me  with  a  form  alooe, 
A  lawful.ltimp  of  life  by  fbrce  your  own  ! 
Then,  while  your  baekward  will  retrench'd  desire, 
And  unconcurring  spirtts  lent  no  fire, 
I  had  been  born  your  duli,  domestic  heir, 
Eoad  of  your  life,  and  motive  of  your  care ; 
Perhaps  been  poorly  rich,  and  meanly  great, 
The  slave  of  pomp,  a  cypher  in  the  state  ; 
Łordly  neglectful  of  a  worth  uuknown, 
And  slambering  in  a  seat,  by  chance  my  own. 

"  Far  nobler  blessirigs  wait  the  Bastard's  lot; 
Couceiv'd  in  rapture,  and  with  fire  begot ! 


StrónsJI  as  necessity,  he  starts  away, 

Climbs  against  wronga,  and  brightens  into  day-J* 

Thus  unprophettc,  lately  misinspird, 
I  sung :  gay  fluttering  hope,  my  faocy  firM; 
Inly  secure,  through  conscious  scorn  of  iii, 
Nor  taught  by  wisdom,  how  to  balance  will, 
Rashly  deceiv'd,  I  saw  no  pito  to  shun, 
But  thought  to  purpose  and  to  act  were  one  j 
Heedless  what  pointed  cares  penrert  his  way, 
Whom  caution  arms  not,  and  whom  woes  befcray  ; 
But  now,  esposM,  and  shrinking  from  distreas, 
I  fly  to  shelter,  while  the  tempests  press; 
My  Muse  to  grief  resigns  the  varying  tonę, 
The  raptures  languish,  and  the  munbeni  groaru 

O  Memory  !  thou  soul  of  joy  and  pain  ! 
Tbou  actor  of  our  passions  o'er  again ! 
Why  dost  thou  aggravate  the4rretch's  woe  ? 
Why  add  continuous  smart  to  erery  blow  > 
Few  are  my  joys ;  alas !  how  soon  forgot ! 
On  that  kind  quarter  thou  invad'st  me  not : 
WbHe  sharp  and  numberless  my  sorrows  nil  ; 
Yet  thou  repeafst,  and  multip|y'st  them  all  ? 

ts  chance  a  guilt  ?  that  my  dkosterous  heetrt, 
For  mischief  never  meant,  must  ever  smart  ? 
Can  self-defence  be  sin ! — Ah,  plead  no  morę  ! 
What  though  no  purpos'd  malice  stain'd  thee  o*er  t 
Had  Heaveu.bernended  thy  unbappy  stde,    ' 
Tbou  hadst  not  been  prorok 'd — Or  thou  hadst  died. 

Far  be  the  guilt  of  homeshed  blood  from  all 
On  whom,  unsought,  embroiling  dangers  fali ! 
Still  the  pale  dead  revives,  and  lives  to  me, 
To  me !  through  Pity»s  eye  coudemn'd  to  see. 
Kemembrance  veils  his  ragę,  but  swells  his  fate; 
Griev'd  1  forgive,  and  am  crown  cool  too  lale. 
Young,  and  unthoughtral  then  $  who  knows,  one  day, 
What  ripening  virtues  might  have  madę  their  way  ? 
He  might  hare  liv*d  till  fblly  died  in  sbame, 
Till  kindling  wisdom  feh  a  thirst  for  famę. 
He  might  perhaps  his  countrys  friend  have  prorM  j 
Both  happy,  generous,  candtd,  and  belov'd, 
He  might  have  sav'd  some  worth,  now  doomM  to  foli  j 
And  I,  perchance,  in  htm,  have  murderd  all. 

O  fate  of  late  repentance !  always  vain; 
Thy  remedies  but  luli  undying  pain. 
Wbere  shall  my  hope  find  rest  ? — No  mother*s  care 
Shielded  my  infant  innocence  with  prayer : 
No  father'8  guardian  band  my  youth  maratatn'd, 
Cairdforth  my  Tirtues,  or  from  vice  restrain^L 
Is  it  not  thine  to  snatch  some  powerful  ann, 
First  to  advance,  then  skreen  from  futurę  harm  r 
Am  I  return'd  from  death  to  Iive  in  pain  ? 
Or  would  imperial  Pity  sare  in  vam  ł 
Distrusts  it  not — What  blame  can  mercy  find, 
Which  ghres  at  once  a  life,  and  rears  a  mind? 

Mother,  miscaird,  ferewell — of  soul  severe, 
This  sad  reflection  yet  may  fbrce  one  tear; 
All  I  was  wretched  by  to  you  I  ow'd, 
Alooe  from  strangers  every  comfort  flowM ! 

Lost  to  the  life  you  gave,  your  son  no  morę,    ' 
.And  now  adopted,  who  was  doom'd  before» 
New-bom,  I  may  a  nobler  mother  claim, 
But  dare  not  whisper  her  immortal  name; 
Supremely  lorely,  and  serenely  great ! 
Majettic  mother  of  a  kneeling  state ! 
Oueen  of  a  people's  heart,  who  ne,er  befort 
Agreed — ^yet  now  with  one  consent  adore ! 
One  contest  yet  remains  in  this  desire, 
Who  most  shall  gire  applaiwe^  where  all  adain. 
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ISCOTEKY  AT  BATH. 

Where  Thames  with  pitf  ebeholds  Angoetfscliarms, 
And  either  India  ponrs  into  ber  arms  j 
Where  libeity  bid*  honest  arts  abound, 
And  płeasures  dance  in  one  eternal  round  ; 
High-tbron'd  appears  tbe  Jaughter-loving  damę, 
Goddess  of  mirth  !  Eophrosyne  ber  name. 
Her  stnile  morę  cheerful  than  a  rernal  moro ; 
Alllife!  allbloom!  of  Youth  and  Fancy  boro. 
Touch'd  into  joy,  what  hearts  to  ber  submit  1 
•Ćhe  fooks  ber  tire,  and  speaks  ber  motbert  wit. 

Cer  tbe  gay  world  tbe  sweet  inspiierreigna; 
Spleen  flies,  and  Elegance  her  pomp  sustains. 
Tbee,  goddess !  thee !  tbe  fair  and  young  pbey; 
Wealth,  Wit,  Love,  Musie,  all  confess  thy  iway. 
Id  tbe  bleak  wild  ev*n  Want  by  tbee  is  b)ess'd, 
And  pamper*d  Pride  wjthout  thee  pines  for  reat. 
Tbe  rich  grow  richer,  while  m  thee  tbey  find 
The  matchless  treasore  of  a  smiling  mind. 
Science  by  tbee  flows  soft  in  social  ease, 
And  Virtuet  losing  rigonr,  learns  to  please. 

The  goddess  summons  eaph  Uiustrions  name, 
Bida  the  gay  talk,  and  forma  th'  amusive  gamę. 
flhe,  wbose  mir  throne  is  fix'd  in  buman  souls, 
From  joy  to  joy  ber  eye  dclighted  roli*. 
"  But  where"  (she  criei)  "  is  sbe,  my  fawrite  I  the 
Of  all  my  race,  tbe  dcarest  far  to  me  1 
Whose  life'8  the  life  of  each  refinłd  dejigbt  r" 
Sbe  saki— But  no  Tyrconnel  glads  ber  sigh(. 
Swift  sunk  ber  langhing  eye*  in  Janguid  fear ; 
Swift  rosę  the  swelling  sigh,  and  trembiing  fcpąn 
In  kind  Iow  murmurs  all  the  loss  deplore ! 
Tyrconnel  druups,  and  pleasurc  is  no  morę. 

The  goddess,  stlent,  paus'd  in  musem)  air ; 
But  Mirth,  like  Virtue,  caonot  kmg  despair, 
Gelestial-binted  tlioiights  gay  bope  inspir'd, 
Smiling  she  rosę;  and  all  with  bope  were  fi>*d. 
Where  Rath's  ascending  turrets  meet  ber  eyes; 
Straight  wafted  on  the  tepid  breeze  she  flies, 
She  flies,  her  eldest  sister  Health  to  find  j 
She  ftnds  ber  on  the  mountain-hrow  recliuM. 
Around  ber  birds  in  earliest  concert  sing  j 
Her  cbeek  the  serablanee  of  the  kmdling  spring; 
Fresh-iinctur'd  like  a  summer-erening  sky, 
And  a  mild  san  sits  smiling  in  her  eye. 
toose  to  the  wind  her  verdant  yestments  flow ; 
Her  limbs  yet-recent  from  tbe  springs  below ; 
Tbere  eft  sbe  bathes,  then  peaceful  sits  secure, 
Where  erery  gale  is  fragrant,  fresh,  and  pure ; 
Where  flowers  and  berbs  their  coidialedourj.  btenfe 
And  aU  their  balmy  rirtues  Cjist  asoenA 


«  Hall,  sister,  hail !»»  (the  kindred  goddess  criet) 
"  No  common  snpptiant  stands  befbre  your  eyes. 
You,  with  wbose  liring  breatb  the  mora  is  fraught, 
Flush  themir  cbeek,  and  point  tnecheerful  thonght  i 
Strength,  rigonr,  wit,  depriv>d  of  thee,  decline  ! 
Each  finersense,  that  fcrmsdelight,  b  thine ! 
Bright  snns  by  thee  diffuse  a  brighter  Masę, 
And  the  fresh  green  a  fresher  green  display*  8 
Without  thee  płeasures  die,  or  dully  cloy,    ' 
And  life  with  thee,  howe>er  depressM,  is  joy. 
Such  thy  rast  power  i"— Tbe  deity  replies 
«  Mirth  never  aaks  a  boon,  which  Health  denjea, 
Our  mingfcd  gifts  transcend  imperial  weahh ; 
Health  strengthens  Mirth,  and  Mirth  inspirite  Health, 
These  gales,  yoa  springs,  berbs,  flowers,  and  ran,  are 

mina; 
Thinelst^eirsmilel  be  all  their  influence  thłne." 

Euphrosyne  rejoras— •"  Thy  rriendship  prore ! 
See  the  dear,  sickening  object  of  my  lorę ! 
Shall  thatwarm  heart,  so  cheerful  ev*n  in  pain, 
So  form'd  to  please,  uapieasM  itself  rematn  ? 
Sister  I  in  ber  my  smi)e  anew  display, 
And  all  the  soeial  world  shall  błess  thy  sway.19 
Swift,  as  phe  speaks,  Health  spreads  the  parple 

wiog, 
Soars  in  tbe  eoloor^d  clouds,  and  sheds  the  spring: 
Now  bland  and  sweet  she  Aoats  along  in  air ; 
Air  fceb,  and  softening  ownjithe  ethereal  mir ! 
In  stiU  descent  she  mętu  on  opening  ftowera, 
And  deep  impregnat**  plants  with  gema!  thoweft, 
Tbe  gemal  showers,  new.rismg  to  the  ray, 
Exale  in  roseate  cionds,  and  glad  theday. 
Now  in  a  Zephy^s  borrow*d  roice  she  sings,  [wtngs, 
Sweeps  the  fresh  dews,  and  shakes  them  from  her 
Shakes  them  ąmbalm'd ;  or,  m  a  gemie  kiss, 
Breathes  tbe  iure  earnest  of  awakening  blna, 
Sappbira  feels  rt,  with  a  soft  surprise, 
Glkie  throagh  her  yems,  and  qukken  in  her  eyes! 

Instant  in  her  own  form  the  goddess  glows, 
Where.,  bubbling  wann,  the  minerał  water  flows; 
Then,  plunging,  to  the  tood  new  virtue  gires ; 
Steeps  every  charnu  and  as  she  bathes,  H  lires ! 
As  from  her  looks  śle  sheds  the  tftal  shower# 
««  Tis  done !"  (she criea)  "these  springi possess my 
Let  these  imoiediate  to  thy  darling-  roił       [powef! 
Health,  rigour,  life,  and  gav-retnrninc  son!. 
Thou  simTst,  Euphrfsyne ;  and  consoions  see, 
Prompt  to  thy  smifo,  how  Naturę  jors  with  thee, 
All  is  green  life  !  all  beanty  rosy-brfgbt ; 
Fuli  Harmony,  young  Love,  and  dear  Dełightf 
Seę  yernal  Honrs  lead  etrcUng  Joya  along ! 
All  sua,  all  Woom,  all  fragranoe,  and  all  song ! 
u  Receire  thy  careł  Now  Mirth  and  Health combme, 
£aoh  heart  shall  gladden,  and  each  virtne  shine. 
Quick  to  Augusta  bear  thy  priae  away  ; 
There  let  her  śniła  and  bid  a  world  bj*  gay* 
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StiIl  let  Iow  wit*,  who  fen*  nt>r  honour  prize, 
Sneer  at  all  grotitude,  all  truth  disguise; 
At  Irring  worth,  because  alive,  exclaiin, 
Insult  the  esiTd,  and  the  dead  defeme ! 
Sucb  point,  wbat  pity  *eils  in  pmate  woes, 
And  what  we  sec  with  grief,  with  mirth  expose: 
Studious  to  urgc  .(wfaom  will  mean  antborsspare  ?) 
The  fchild'*,  the  parentfa,  and  the  consort's  tear : 
Uncooacious  of  wbat  pangs  the  heart  may  rend, 
To  tose  what  tbej  have  ne'er  deseTv»d— a  friend. 
Sucb,  ignorant  of  facta,  invent,  rełate, 
F*pos'd  persist,  and  answerM  ttiU  debata : 

Soch,  butty  fbtla,  the  clearest  lustre  see. 
And  deem  aspersing  others,  praieing  thee. 
Far  from  theee  tracka  my  honest  lays  aepire, 
And  greet  *  generoua  heart  with  generous  Are. 
Trntb  be  my  guide !  Truth,  which  thy  ▼utuedaima ! 
Thia,  nor  the  poety  nor  the  patron  snamea ! 
When  party-minds  shall  lote  contraeted  viewg, 
And  HbtoiyoncationtbereeordmgMttse; 
Ti«  thia  alone  to  after-thnes  muat  shine, 
And  ttamp  tbe  poet  and  his  theme  dmne. 

Long  bas  my  Masa,  from  many  a  mowrnfol  canae, 
Sung  with  tmall  power,  nor  aonght  snbłime  apaJause ; 
From  that  great  point  ehe  new  ahall  urge  ker  tcope  5 
On  that  fair  promiee  rest  ber  futurę  hope ; 
Wnere  poKcy,  from  surte-iUuajon  elear, 
Can  throtigh  an  open  aspect  shine  liucere ; 
Wbere  science,  law,  and  liberty  depend, 
And  own  the  patron,  patriot,  and  the  frieod ; 
(That  breatt  to  feel,  that  eye  on  worth  to  gazę, 
That  smile  to  cberjsh,  and  that  band  to  raise !) 
Whoae  bert  of  nearts  ner  bert  of  tbooghts  infleme, 
Whose  joy  wbottóty,  and  whose  gift  is  famę. 

Wber*rfer  relief,  mes  Innoeenoe  distresstt ? 
To  yon,  who*ba*e  oppreańon  from  th*  opprefti'd : 
W  ho,  whett  compiaint  to  you  alone  bekmgs, 
TorgWe  yout  own,  though  not  a  paop|e's  wrongs  r 
Who  stall  make  pubUc  property  your  care, 
And  thence  bid  pmate  grief  no  morę  despenr. 

AA  tfcey  what  stateyour  abełteringcaie  ahatt  own  ? 
Tis  youth,  *t»  ege,  the  oottage,  and  the  tbrone : 
Koreantiiepri«in'aeapeyowaaarching  eye, 
Your  ear  rtill  upening  to  the  captive,s  ery. 
Kor  len  wajpromis'd  from  thy  early  skiłl, 
Ere  power  «nfbreNl  beoerołence  of  will ! 
Tofrienda  refittM,  thy  pmate  bfaadherM, 
By  thee  unprovmg,  ere  by  thee  preferU         f  ford, 
Weil  hadrt  tt>o«  weigted  what  truth  tweh  frieodeaf- 
With  thee  reaigning;  and  with  thee  re*tor'd. 
Thon  taughtfst  them  all  esKenaWe  loveto  btar, 
And  now  mankind  with  thee  tbeir  frłendahipa  saare* 

M  the  rich  ckmd  by  due  degreea  «xpanes, 
And  showen  down  planty  wiek  on  tundry  landa, 
TTiy  spaeading  worth  in  Tarioua  bounty  feH, 
Ifade  genłns  flouriah,  and  madę  art-esoet. 

How  many,  yet  dneelfM,  all  power  oppoee } 
Tbeir  fears  incrcaahig,  aa  deereaae  tbeir  weesj 
Jealout  of  bondage,  wnile.they  freeńom  gam, 
And  most  obligtt,  most  eager  to  complain. 

But  well  we  oonnt  out  blim,  tf  well  we  riew, 
When  power  oppreańOD,  not  protectkm,  grew ; 


View  preaent  ills  that  puntsb  disUnt  ćlimea  t 
Or  bleed  in  memory  berę  from  andent  tiwes. 

Mark  first  the  robę  abus'd  Religion  wore, 
Slcry'd  with  griefa,  and  stainfd  with  human  gore  1 
What  vanoua  tortures,  engines,  firea,  rereal, 
Stndy'd,  empower^d,  and  aanctiry'd  by  zeal  ? 

Stop  herc,  my  Muae !— Pecułiar  woes  óctery  I 
Bid  them  in  sad  succesaion  strike  thy  eye ! 
La,  to  her  eye  the  sad  succession  springs  I 
She  looks,  she  weeps,  and,  as  she  weepa,  she  tungs» 
See  the  doom'd  Hcbrew  of  his  atores  bereft! 
See  boly  murder  justiry  the  theft  1 
His  ravag'd  gold  some  useless  sbrine  shall  raise. 
His  gems  on  superstitious  idofs  btaze  1 
His  wife,  his  babę,  denyfd  tbeir  little  bonie, 
StrippM,  stanr^,,  uDfriended,  and  unpityM  roam* 

Lo,  the  priest's  hand  the  wafer-god  supplies  i— • 
A  king  by  conseerated  poison  di*  s ! 

See  Learniog  rangę  yon  broad  eethereal  plain, 
From  worid  to  worki,  and  god-like  Science  gam ! 
Ah !  what  avails  the  curious  search  suatain*d, 
The  finish'd  toil,  tbe  god-like  Science  gamM  > 
Sentenc'd  to  flames  th*  npansive  wisdom  frilr 
And  truth  from  Heaveitwas  sorcery  from  HeU. 

See  Reaaon  bid  each  mystic  wite  retire, 
Strike  out  new  Itght !  and  mark  1— tbewwe  admire  1 
Zeal  shall  Such  beresy,  like  learnmg,  hate ; 
The  same  tbeir  gtory,  and  the  same  their  fate. 

Ijo,  from  sought  mercy,  one  his  life  recerrea ! 
Life,  Worse  th?  o  dearth,  tiiat  cruel  mercy  gńrea: 
The  man,  perchance,  who  wealth  and  bonoura  borę, 
Slares  in  tbe  minę,  or  ceaseless  straina  the  oar. 
So^loomd are  these,  and  such, perhapa,  out doom, 
Own'd  we  a  prince,  avert  it  HeaTen  1  from  Romę. 

Nor  prirate  worth  alone  mhe  Zeal  asuaih  ; 
Whole  nations  bleed  wben  bfgórry  prevaila. 
"What  are  swornfriendsfaips?  miatarekmdredtiei? 
Whats mith  with  heresy  ł"  (the  zealot  cries.)' 
See,  wbcn  war  sinks,  the  thondering  cannon'8  roarł 
Whett  wonnds,  and  death,  anddiscord  are  no  morę  j 
When  moslc  nids  undreading  joys  adrance, 
Swell  tbe  soft  bour,  and  turn  the  swimming  dance : 
When,  to  crown  these,  the  social  sparklmg  nowi 
LHis  the  cbeer'd  sense,  and  pours  out  aH  the  sou! ; 
Sudden  he  sends  red  massacre  abroad ; 
Paithleas  to  man,  to  prove  bis  fatth  to  God. 
Wrhat  pure  persuasive  eloąuenee  denies, 
All-drunk  with  Wood,  thearguing  sword  supplies; 
The  sword,  which  to  th'  asaassin^s  hand  is  giren  I 
Th*  assassi^s  hand !—  prononnc*d  the  hand  of  Hearent 
Sex  bleeds  with  set,  and  infancy  with  age  ; 
No  rank,  no  ptece,  no  Tirtue,  atops  his  ragę ; 
Shall  sword,  and  flame,  and  devastation  cesae, 
To  please  with  zeal,  wild  zeal !  the  God  of  Peace  ? 

Nor  less  abuao  bas  sconrt/d  Che  crril  atate, 
When  a  king'8  will  became  a  nations  Cite. 
Enormons  power  1  Nor  noble,  nor  aerene; 
Now  fierce  and  cnieł;  uow  but  wild  and  mean, 
See  titlea  sold,  to  raise  th'  unjust  attpply  t 
CompellM  the  purchase !  or  be  mYd,  or  Myl 
Nopublic  spirit*  guarded  well  by  laws, 
UocensurM  censurag  in  his  eouhtry*s  caose* 
See  from  the  merchant  fbrc^d  th'  unwilling  tean  1 
Who  dafes  deny,  or  deem  hi»  wealth  hb  own| 
Denying,  aee!  where  draigeooMlamTje  arise, 
Diseaa*d  be  pines,  arJd  unassirted  dies. 
Far  mora  that  massacre  that  fate  aocurstl 
As  of  alldeaths  the  lingering  is  the  worsL 

New  oourła  of  censnre  grie^d.with  issw  onencey* 
Tax'd  withoutpower,  and  fin'd  witbout  pretenoc. 


THE  VOL0NTEER  LAUREAT. 


3*1 


KfcplainM,  at  will,  each  statutem  wrested  ałm, 
*Trll  marks  of  merhYwere  tbe  marka  of  shame ; 
So  monstrous ! — life  was  the  severest  grief, 
And  the  worst  death  seemłd  welcome  for  relief. 

In  vain  the  subject  aought.  redress  from  law, 
Ko  senate  ltv'd  the  parlial  judge  to  awc : 
Stenates  were  void,  and  senatora  connVd 
For  the  great  cause  of  Naturę  and  mankmd  ; 
Who  kings  superior  to  the  people  own  j 
Yet  prove  the  law  superior  to  the  throne. 

Who  can  review  without  a  gefeerous  tear, 
A  church,  a  state.  so  impious,  so  severe;* 
A  land  uncultur'd  through  polemic  jare, 
Kich  ! — but  with  carnage  from  intestine  wara  ; 
The  hand  of  Industry  employ*d  no  morę,        * 
And  Gommerce  flying  to  some  safer  shore; 
Ali  property  reduc'd,  to  Power  a  prey, 
And  Sense  and  Learning  chas'd  by  Zeal  away  ? 
Who  honoura  not  each  dear  departed  ghost, 
That  strove  for  Libertv  so  won.  so  lost : 
So  well  regaintt  when  god-like  William  rosę, 
And  fint  entaiPd theblessing  George  bestows ? 
May  Walpole  still  the  growńigtriumph  raise, 
And  bid  these  emulate  Eliza's  days ; 
Still  serro  a  prince,  who,  o'er  his  people  great, 
As  far  transcends  in  virtoe,  as  in  state ! 

The  Muse  pnrsues  thee  to  thy  rura)  seat  j 
EVn  there  shall  Tiberty  inspire  retreat 
When  solemn  cares  in  flowing  wit  are  drown*d, 
And  sportire  chat  and  social  laugbs  go  round  : 
BT*n  then,  when  pansing  mńrth  beginsto  fail» 
The  comrerse  varies  to  the  serious  tale, 
The  tale  pathetic  spcaks  some  wretch  that  owes 
To  some  defictent  ław  reliefiess  woes. 
What  instant  pity  warms  thy  generous  breast! 
How  all  tbe  legislator  stands  oonfess'd !  ' 
Nów  springsthe  hint!  tidnowimpiwM  to  thooght  I 
Kow  ripe  I  and  now  to  pnblic  welfare  broughtl 
New  fcflls,  which  regulating  means  bestow, 
Jiistice  preserre,  yet  softemng  mercy  knew: 
Justice  shall  Iow  vexations  wiles  decline, 
And  still  thrive  most,  when  lawyers  most  repine, 
Jttstice  from  jargoh  sfiafl  rehVd  appear, 
To  knowledge  through  om*  nathre  language  elear. 
Hence  we  may  learn,  no  morę  deceivfd  by  law, 
Whencewealth  and  Iife  their  best  assnrance  Braw. 

The  Jreed  insoIveht,  with  industrious  hand, 
£trives  yet  to  satisfy  the  just  demand  : 
Thus  ruthless  men,  who  would  his  powera  restrain, 
Oft  what  sererity  would  lose  obtain. 
Thesc,  and  a  theusand  gifts,  thy  thought  acąuires, 
Which  Liberty  benevolent  inspires. 
From  Liberty  the  fruits  of  law  inerease, 
2>lenty,  and  joy,  and  all  tbe  arts  of  peace. 
Abroad  the  merchant,  while  the  tempests  rave, 
Adventurous  sails,  nor  fears  the  wind  and  wave  ; 
At  home  untir'd  we  find  the  auspicious  hand 
With  nocks,  and  herds,  and  harvests,  bless  the  land  : 
While  there,  the  peasant  glads  the  grateful  soi  I, 
Herę  marfc  the  shipwright,  there  the  mason  toil, 
Hew,  sqnare,  and  rear,  magnificent,  the  stone, 
And  gjve  out  oaks.  a  glory  not  their  own  I 
What  life  demands  by  this  obeys  her  cali, 
And  added  elegance  consummates  all. 
Thos  stately  cittes,  statelier'navies  rise, 
And  spread  om*  grandeur  under  distant  skiet* 
From  Liberty  each  nobler  science  sprung, 
4  Bacon  brigfaten'dj  and  a  Spencer  sungi 

you  a     • 


A  Clark  and  Łocke  new  tracks  of  tntth  exp1ore, 
And  Newton  reaches  heights  unreachM  before. 

What  trade  sees  property  that  wealth  maintain, 
Which  industry  no  longer  dreads  to  gaio; 
What  tender  conscience  kneels  with  fears  resign'd, 
Enjoys  her  worsfiip,  and  avows  her  mind ; 
What  genius  now  from  want  to  fortunę  climbs, 
And  to  safe  science  every  thought  sublimes •. 
What  royal  power,  from  his  superior  state,  * 
Sees  public  happtness  his  own  create • 
But  kens  those  patriot-souls,  to  which  he  owes 
Of  old  each  source,  wbence  now  each  blcssing  flows  * 

And  if  such  spirits  from  their  hcaren  descead, 
And  blended  flame,  to  point  one  glor(ous  end ; 
Flame  from  one  breast,  and  thence  to  Britatn  shine. 
What  h>ve,  what  praise,  O  Walpole,  thenis  thine  f 
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Twtca  twenty  tediocu  moons  hiive  rollM  away, 
Since  Hope,  kind  flatterer  !  tun'd  my  pensive  lay, 
Whispering,  that  you,  who  rais'd  me  from  despair# 
Meant,  by  yoursmiles,  to  make  life  worth  my  care4 
With  pitying  hand  an  orpban's  tears  to  screen, 
And  ofer  the  motberless  extend  the  qtieen. 
'Twill  be— the  prophet  guides  the.poet^strain ! 
Grief  never  touchM  a  heart  łike  yonr's  in  vain : 
Heavengave  you  power.  because  you  love  to  bless; 
And  pity,  when  you  feel  it,  is  redress. 

Two  fathers  join'd  to  rob  my  claim  of  one  1 
Ady  mother  too  thought  fit  to  have  no  son! 
The  senate  next,  whose  aid  the  helpless  own,  . 
Forgot  my  infant  wrongs,  and  minę  alone  l 
Yet  parents  pityless,  norpeera  unkind, 
Nor  titles  lost,  nor  woes  mysteńous  join'd, 
Strip  me  of  hope — by  Heav'n  thus  lowly  laid, 
To  find  a  Pharaoh's  daughter  in  the  shade. 

You  cannot  hear  unmovłd,  when  wrongs  implore> 
Your  heart  is  woman,  tho*  yonr  mind  be  Woni ; 
Kind,  like  the  power  who  gave  you  to  onr  prayers* 
Yon  would  not  lengthen  life  to  sharpen  cares  ; 
They,  who  a  barren  leave  to  Ihe  bestow, 
Snatch  but  from  death  to  sacrifice  to  woe* 
Rated  by  her  from  whom  my  life  I  drew, 
Whence  should  I  hope.if  not  from  Jleayen  and  yon  t 
Nor  dare  I  groan  beneath  affiiction's  rod, 
My  queen  my  mother,  and  my  father—God* 

The  pitying  Muses  saw  me  wit  jptirsue ; 
A  bastard-son,  alas  !  on  that  side  too,  * 
Dkl  not  your  eyes  exaltthe  poet's  fire, 
And  what  tbe  Muse  denies,  the  queen  msptre  } 
While  rising  thus  yonr  hearenly  soul  to  view, 
I  learn,  how  angels  think,  by  copying  you. 

Great  princess  ! '  'tis  decreed— once  every*  year 
I  march  uncaU'd  your  Laureat  Voluoteer ; 
Thos  shall  your  poet  his  Iow  genius  raise, 
And  charm  the  world  with  truths  too  vast  for  praisai 
Nor  need  I  dwell  on  glories  all  your  own, 
Since  sursr  means  to  tempt  your  smiles  are  knowai 
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Yoar  poet  shalf  allot  your  lord  his  part, 

And  paint  him  in  his  noblestthrone — your  heart. 

Is  there  a  greatness  that  adonis  bim  best, 
A  ristng  wish,  that  ripens  in  his  breast  ? 
Has  be  fbremeant  some  distant  age  to  bless, 
Disarm  oppression,  or  espel  distress  ? 
Plans  he  some  scbeme  to  reconciłe  mankind, 
People  the  seafi,  and  bu«y  every  wind  ? 
Would  he  by  pity  the  deceiv'd  reclaJra, 
And  smile  contending  factions  into  shame  ? 
Would  his  example  łend  his  la  wg  a  weight, 
And  breathe  his  own  soft  morał?  o' er  his  state  ? 
Tbe  Muk  shall  find  it  alt,  shall  mało  it  seen, 
And  teach  the  world  his  praise,  to  cbarm  his  queen. 

Soch  be  the  annual  trutbs  my  verse  imparts 
Kor  frown,  fair  favourite  of  a  people's  bearts  ( 
Happy  if,  plac'd,  perchance,  beneath  your  eye, 
My  Muse,  unpenskrfd,  might  ber  piniom  try  ; 
Fearless  to  mil,  whilst  yoa  indulge  ber  flame, 
■And  bid  me  proudly  boast  your  Laureata  name; 
Renobled  thus  by  wreaths  my  oueen  bestows,  . 
I  lose  all  memory  ef  wrongs  and  woes. 
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*'  Gs  bat  princess,  łtis  decreed!  once  erery  year, 
•'  I  march  uncalKd,  your  Laureat  Volunteer." 
ft>  sung  the  Muse ;  nor  sung  the  Muse  hi  Tam : 
My  qneen  accepts,  the  year  renews  the  strain, 
JSre  first  your  influence  shone  with  hearenly  aid, . 
fach  thought  was  terrour ;  for  each  View  was  shade. 
PorUme  to  life  each  flowery  path  deny*d ; 
Ko  wieńce  learn  d  to  bloom,  no  lay  to  glide* 
Jnstead  of  hallow'd  hill,  or  vocal  vale, 
Or  stream,  sweet-echoing  to  the  tuneful  tale ; 
Pamp  deus  confin'd,  or  barren  dcserts  spread^ 

%  With  spectres  haunted,  and  the  Moses  fled  ; 
Ruins  in  pensite  embłem  seem  to  rise, 
And  all  was  dark,  or  wild,  to  Fancy?s  eyes. 

But  bark !  a  gladdening  vo'"ce  all  naturo  cnears  1 
Disperse,  ye  glooms !  a  day  of  joy  appears ! 
Hail,  happy  day ! — Twas  on  thy  glorious  mora, 
The  first,  tbe  fairest  of  her  sex  was  boiti  1 
How  swift  the  change !  Coid,  wintery  sbrrows  fly ! 
Where-e'er  she  looks,  delight  surrouuds  the  eye  1 
Mild  shines  the  Sun,  the  woodlands  warble  round  1 
The  vales  sweet  echo,  sweet  the  rocks  resound  1 
In  cordiaVair,  soft  fragrance  floats  along ; 
Each  scenę  is  verduret  and  each  voice  is  song  f 

Shoot  from  yon  orb  divine,  ye  quickening  rays  1 
Tfcmndless,  like  her  benerolence,  ye  blaze ! 
Soft  eroblems  of  ber  bounty,  fali,  ye  sbowers  !l 
And  sweet  ascend,  and  fair  unfbld,  ye  fiowers  I 

>  Ye  roses,  lilies,  ytm  we  earliest  claim, 
In  whiteness,  and  in  fragrance,  match  her  famę  1 
Tis  yours  to  ladę,  to  famę  like  hers  is  dne 
TJndymg  sweets,  and  bloom  for  ever  new. 
Ye  blossoras,  that  one  rarjed  landacape  rise, 
And  send  your  soe/itful  Uibute  to  tbe  skiet; 


DuYusrre  like  yon  royal  branctos*  stnfle, 
Grace  the  young  year,  and  glad  the  gratenil  isfe  ^ 
Attend,  ye  Muses!  mark  the  featber'd  qnires! 
Those  the  Spring  wakes,  as  yon  the  queen  iusuiifm 
O,  let  her  praise  for  ever  swell  your  song  ? 
Sweet  let  your  sacred  streams  the  notes  profang, 
Clear,  and  morę  elear,  through  all  my  lays  refine j^ 
And  there  let  heaven  and  her  reftected  shine  1 

As,  when  chill  bjights  from  veroal  suni  retirey 
Chearful  the  vegetatrre  world  aspire, 
Put  forth  unfbldinsyblooms,  and  waving  try 
Th1  eulirening  influence  of  a  milder  sky  ; 
So  giresher  birth  (like  yon  approaching  Spring) 
The  land  to  flourish,  and  the  Muse  to  sing. 

Twas  thus,  Zenobia,  on  Palmyra's  throoc. 
In  learning,  beauty,  and  in  virttie  sbone  1 
Beneath  her  rosę,  Lunginus,  in  thy  name, 
The.poefs,  critic's,  and  the  patriot's  famę!  * 
Is  there  (so  high  be  you,  great  princess,  praisM !} 
A  woe  unpitied,  or  a  worth  iinrais'd  ? 
Art  learns  to  soar  by  your  sweet  influence  taught  j 
In  life  welł  cherish'd ;  nor  in  deoth  forgot: 
In  death  as  life,  the  leaiVd  yonr  goodness  tell  ł 
Witness  the  sacred  busts  of  Richmond's  celi  1 
Sages,  wbo  in  unfading  light  will  shine ; 
Who  grasp'd  at  science,  like  your  own,  djtfne! 

The  Muse,  who  hails  with  t?v£  fhis  glorioua  mors, 
Now  looks  through  days,  tuTough  montbs,  Łhrougfe 

years  tmborn ; 
All  wbite  they  rise,  and  in  their  coorse  etpresi 
A  king  by  kings  reye^d,  by  subjects  btest ! 
A  queen,  where-e'er  true  greatness  sprends  in  fiuxses> 
Where  learning  towers  beyond  her  sex*s  ainx; 
Where  pure  religion  no  eztreme  can  tonch, 
Of  feith  too  little,  or  of  zeal  too  much ; 
Where  these  behold,  as  on  this  blcsa'd  of  moras, 
What  love  protects  them,  and  what  worth 
Where-e'er  diffusive  goodness  smiles,  a  queea 
Still  prais'd  with  rapture,  as  with  wonder 

Sec  nątions  round,  of  everyfwish  possest! 
Life  in  each  eye,  and  joy  m  every  breast  ? 
Shall  I,  on  what  I  ligbtly  touch'd,  eaplain  ? 
Shall  t  (Tain  thought !)  attempt  the  finishd 
No !— let  the  poet  stop  unequal  laya, 
And  to  the  just  historian  yield  yonr 
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Is  youth  no  parent  nursM  my  h 

Twas  minę  to  be  inspi r'd  alone  by  wrongs  ; 

Wrongs,  that  with  life  their  fierce  attack ' 

Drank  infant  tears,  and  still  pursne  the 

Life  scarce  is  lHe— -Dejection  all  is  minę ; 

The  power,  that  loves  in  kmeły  shades  to  pcne| 

Of  fading  cheek,  of  nnelated  riews ; 

Whose  weaken'd  eyes  tbe  rays  of  hope  rerosew 

Tis  minę  the  mean,  inhuman  pride  to  find  ; 

Who  shnns  th9  oppnWd,  to  fortunę  only  knada 

Whose  pity  *S  maolt,  and  whose  coW  respaoi 

Is keen  aasoorn,  wigeosrouf  as. 
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Wa  of  benefolent,  oMigłng  grace, 
fev'n  dubious  friendship  hah*  averU  his  face. 
ftius  sunk  in  sickness,  thus  with  woes  opprest, 
Bow  thail  the  fire  awake  wtthm  my  breast  ? 
How  sball  the  Muse  ber  flagging  pinions  rata  r 
How  tanę  her  wice  to  Garolhia'8  praise  ? 
Prom  jarrraft  thought  no  toncfal  raptures  flow  ; 
Thete  with  fair  days  and  gentle  seasons  glow : 
Soch  give  alone  sweet  Philomel  to  sing, 
And  Philomel  *s  the  poet  of  the  Spring. 

But  soft,  my  soul !  *ee  yon  celestisJ  light  I 
Befbre  whose  lambent  lustre  breaks  the  night» 
It  głads  me  iike  the  morning  clad  in  dews, 
And  beams  rermng  frorn  the  vernal  Muse : 
Impiring  joyous  peace,  'tis  she !  tis  she ! 
I  stranger  k>ng  tu  misery  and  me. 

Her  v*rdant  mantle  gracefully  declines, 
and,  Aower^embroiderM,  as  it  varies,  shines. 
Fo  form  her  garland,  Zophyr,  from  his  wing, 
rhrows  the  ftrst  flowers  and  fbliage  of  the  Spring* 
Her  looks  how  lorely  ł  health  and  joy  have  lent 
Bloom  to  her  cheek,  and  to  her  brow  content, 
Behold,.  swect-beaming  her  etherial  eyes  ! 
Soft  as  the  Pleiades  &tr  the  dewy  skies. 
She  bluntsthe  point  of  care,  aHeviates  woe^ 
Ind  pours  the  balm  of  eomfort  and  repoae  j 
Bids  the  heart  yiełd  to  virtne*s  silent  cali, 
Ind  saows  ambition's  sona  merę  children  al)  $ 
Who  bont  for  toya  which  please  with  ttnsel  shine ; 
Por  which  they  sotiabble,  and  for  which  they  pine. 
Oh !  hear  her  voice,  morę  mellow  than  the  gale, 
rhat  breathM  thro'  shepherd'8  pipę  enchants  the  tale! 
Bark!  she  iotites  from  city  smoke  and  noise, 
ITapours  tmpure,  and  from  impnrer  joys; 
Prom  Tarious  evils,  that,  with  ragę  combutfd, 
Hntune  the  body,  and  polłute  the  mmd : 
From  croods,  to  wham  no  social  mith  belongs, 
*/bo  tread.one  circle  of  decek  and  wroogs  $ 
Wńh  whom  politeness  is  but  civil  guile, 
Ind  laws  oppress,  exeited  by  the  tile. 
To  this  opposed.  the  Muse  presents  the  scenę  | 
ilTbere  sylran  płeasures  ever  smile  serene ; 
•teasures  tbat  emuiate  the  błest  abote, 
leakh,  innocence,  and  peace,  the  Muse,  and  lora  $ 
Heasures  tbat  ravish,  while  alternate  wronght 
Jy  friendly  converse,  and  abstracted  thought, 
fbese  sooth  my  throbbmg  breast.    No  less  I  mourn; 
Twugh  both  from  riches  and  from  grandeur  tom. 
f eep  I  a  crnel  mother  ?  No— l  've  seen, 
tam  Hea*en,  a  pitying,  a  maternal  queeu. 
Jnegeremelife;  but  would  no  comfbrt  grant; 
łie  morę  than  life  resam*d  by  gWtng  want 
Woa\d  she  the  bemg  which  she  ga*e  destroy  > 
Hy  queen  grres  life,  and  bids  me  hope  for  joy* 
lenours  and  wealth  I  cheerfulty  resign  9 
f  compeaenee,  if  learned  ease  be  minę • 
f  I  by  meota),  heartfelt  joys  be  fir'd, 
Lud  in  the  vaJe  by  all  the  Muse  inspirM  ' 

Herecease  my  plamfc— See  yon  enlivening  scenes ! 
KU  of  the  Spring  f  behold  the  best  of  queen* ! 
ioftoess  and  beauty  rosę  this  heavenly  mont, 
tara*d  windom,  and  benevołcoce  was  bom. 
oy,  o*er  a  peopłe,  \rk  ber  influence  rosę ; 
Jke  that  which  Spring  o*er  rura!  naturę  thraws. 
Irar  to  the  peaeefbł  pipę  retigns  his  roar, 
)ad  breaks  his  billów*  on  some  distant  shore. 
>onestie  diseord  smks  beneath  her  smile,         / 
\fiv%  md  trads,  and  pknty,  glad  te  ifJt. 


Lo !  industry  sunreys  wltb  feasted  eyes, 
His  due  reward,  a  plenteous  harrest  rise  1 
Nor  (taught  by  commerce)  joys  in  that  alone  ; 
But  sees  the  hanrest  of  a  world  bis  own. 
Hence  thy  just  praiae,  thoU  mild,  majestic  Tbames  ! 
Rich-river !  richer  than  Pactolus'  streams ! 
Than  those  renownV  of  yore,  by  poeta  rolPd 
0'er  intermifigłed  pearls,  and  sands  of  gold. 
How  glorious  thou,  when  from  old  ocean's  urn, 
Loaded  with  India*s  wealth,  thy  wa?es  return ! 
Alive  thy  bank* !  along  each  bordering  linę, 
High  cultoj^d  blooms,  invking  villas  shine  : 
And  while  around  ten  thousand  beauties  glow, 
These  still  0'er  those  redoubling  lostre  throw. 

"  Come  theo"  (so  whwpe^d  the  indulgent  Muse) 
"Comethen,  in  Richmond  groves  thy  sorrows  lose  \ 
Comethen,  and  hymn  this  day !  The  pleasing  acena 
Shows,  in  each  view,  the  genius  of  thy  oueen, 
Hear  Naturę  whispering  in  the  breeze  her  song ! 
Hear  her  sweet  warbling  through  the  feather/d 

thróng  ! 
Come !  with  the  warbling  world  thy  notes  tmite. 
And  with  the  tegetatire  smile  delight ! 
Surę  such  a  scenę  and  song  will  soon  restora 
Lost  qaiet,  and  grve  bliss  unknown  before ; 
Receńre  it  graterul,  and  adore,  when  given, 
The  goodness  of  thy  parent  queen,  and  Hearen  f 

"  With  me  each  pnvate  virtue  Irfta  the  vc4ce| 
While  public  spirit  bids  a  land  rejokse  : 
Oer  all  thy  queenys  benevolence  descends, 
And  wide  0'er  all  her  vital  light  eirtends. 
As  winter  softens  into  spring,  to  you 
Blooms  fortunek  season,  through  her  smile,  ane«Ą 
Still  for  past  bounty,  let  new  lays  impart 
The  sweet  effusbns  of  a  grateful  heart ! 
Cast  through  tbe  telesoope  of  hope  your  eye  ! 
Tbere  goodness  infinite,  supremę,  desery ! 
From  him  that  ray  of  virtue  streamłd  on  Earth, 
Which  kindled  Caroline*s  bright  soul  to  birth. 
Behold !  he  spreads  one  unxversal  spring"! 
Mortals,  transformM  to  angels,  then  sball  sing  | 
Oppression  then  shall  f\y  with  want  and  shamei 
And  blessing  and  existance  be  the  same  I'1 
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Lo !  the  mitó  Sun  salutes  the  opening  Spring;' 
And  gladdening  Naturę  calls  th<?  Muse  to  arng  ; 
Gay  chirp  the  birds,  the  bloomy  swects  exbaie, 
And  health,  and  song,  and  fragrance  fili  the  gat«V 
Yet,  mildcst  sum,  to  me  are  pain  serere, 
And  music's  self  is  diseord  to  my  ear  1 
I,  jocund  Spring,  unsympathizing,  see, 
And  health,  that  coraes  to  all,  comes  not  to  me* 
Dear  health  once  fled,  wbat  spirits  can  I  find  t 
What  solące  meet,  when  fled  my  peace  of  mmd  ? 
From  abseut  books  wbat  studious  hint  derise  ? 
From  absent  friends,  what  aid  to  thooght  can  rise  { 
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A  genins  whiperM  hi  my  ear— "  Go  seek 
Some  man  of  state  1 — The  Muse  your  wrongs  raay 

speak."  * 

But  -will  such  listen  to  the  plaintWe  strein  ? 
The  happy  seMom  heed  the  unhappy 's  pain. 
To  wealth,  to  honours,  wherefbre  was  I  boru  } 
Why  left  to  poverty,  repulse,  and  scnrn  ? 
Why  wa*  I  form'd  of  elegant  desires^ 
Thought,  wbieb  beyond  a  vulgar  flight  aspires  ! 
Why,  by  the  prood,  and  wicked,  crushd  to  earth  ? 
Better  the  day  of  death,  than  day  of  birth  ! 

Thus  ]  exclaim'd  :  a  little  cherub  smil'd ;  [chi Id  ! 
"  Hope,  Fam  callłd"(said  he),   "  a  heaven-bom 
Wrongs  surę  you  hare ;  complain  you  justly  may : 
But  let  wild  sorrow  whir)  not  thought  away  ! 
No— trnst  to  honour  !  that  you  ne'er  will  stain 
;From  peerage-blood,  which  tires  your  tilial  vein. 
Trust  morę  to  Providence *  from  me  ue'er  swerve  ! 
Once  to  disf  rnst,  is  never  to  deseire* 
Did  not  .this  day  a  Caroline  disekwe  ? 
I  promis'd  at  her  birth,  and  *blessing  rosę  ! 
(Ęlessing,  o'er  all  the  lctter>d  world  to  shioe, 
In  knowledge  elear,  beneficence  divine  !) 
♦Jis  hers  as  mina,  to  chase  away  despair  ; 
Woe  undeserrłd  is  ber  peculiar  care. 
Her  bright  benevolence  sends  me  to  grief : 
On  want  sheds  bounty,  and  on  wrong  relief." 

Then  calm-ey'd  Patience,  bom  of  angel-kind, 
Open*d  a  dawn  of  comfort  on  my  miód. 
With  her  came  Fortitude  of  god^like  air ! 
These  arm  to  conquer  ilts ;  at  least  to  bear : 
Arm'd  thus,  my  queen,'while  wayward  fates  ordaia, 
My  life  to  lengthen,  but  to  lengthen  pain  ; 
Your  bard,  his  sorrows  with  a  smile  endures  ; 
lince  to  be  wretched  is,  to  be  madę  youia. 
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Te  spiriU  bright,  that  ether  rore, 

That  breathe  the  remal  sonl  of  lorę; 

Bidhealth  descend  in  balmy  dews, 

And  life  iii  every  gale  dhTuse ; 
That  give  the  ftowers  to  shine,  the  birds  to  ring  j 
Oh,  glad  tbis  natal  day,  the  prime  of  Spring  I 

The  Virgm  snow-drop  first  appears, 

Her  gołden  head  the  crocus  re  ars. 

The  flowery  tribe,  profuse  and  gay, 

Spread  to  the  soft,  inriting  ray. 
śo  aiU  sball  bloom  by  Carolina's  smile, 
So  shall  her  faine  waftfragrance  tfer  the  isle. 

The  warblers  rarious,  sweet  and  elear, 

From  bloomy  spraye  salute  the  year. 

O  Muse,  awake !  ascend  and  sing  1 

Hail  the  nur  rival  of  the  Spring ! 
To  woodland  honours  woodlandhymns  belong; 
To  her,  the  pride  of  arts !  the  Muse's  song. 

Kind,  as  of  late  her  element  sway, 

The  season  sheds  a  tepid  ray. 

The,  storms  of  Boreas.  rave  no  morę  j 

Taa  stomuof  fcctioo  ceate  to  iw, 


At  vernal  suns  aj  wintery  tempests  ćease, 
She,  lovely  power !  tmiles  faction  into 
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Oft  ha*  the  Muse,  on  this  distingmsh'd  day, 
Tun'd  to  glad  harmony  the  ▼ernal  lay ; 
But,  O  lamented  change !  the  hty  must  flow 
From  grateftil  raptore  now  to  grateftil  woe. 
She,  to  this  day  whojoyous  lustre  gare, 
D^scends  for  ever  to  the  silęnt  graw. 
She,  born  at  once  to  charm  as  and  to  mend, 
Of  hnman  race  the  pattern  and  the  fneod. 

To  be  or  fbndly  or  severely  land, 
To  cheek  the  raso  or  prompt  the  better  niind, 
Parents  shall  learn  from  her,  and  thus  sbail  draV 
From  fllial  love  alone  a  rilrai  awe. 
Who  seekrni  avarice  wiadom'8  art  to  sare  ; 
Who  often  s(|uander,  yet  who  nerer  gave  ; 
From  her  these  knew  the  righteoos  mero  to  find. 
And  the  miłd  Ttrtue  stole  on  half  mank  md. 
The  lavisb  now  cancht  fragal  wwdom's  Jare; 
Yet  still,  the  morę  tbey  sav*d,  bestow'd  the  asore* 
Now  misers  learnM  at  otbers  woes  to  melt, 
And  ąaw  and  wonder'd  at  the  ebange  they  fełt. 
The  generous,  when  on  her  they  tarn*d  tfaeśr  view, 
The  generous  ev*n  -themsekea  morę  geneious  grew, 
LearnM  the  shann'd  hannts  of  bhame>£sc'd  want  to 

tracę; 
To  goodnesa,  delicacy,  adding  grace. 
The  conscious  cheek  no  rising  Uush  confeasM, 
Nor  dwelt  one  thought  to  pain  the  modest  breastf 
Kiad  and  morę  kind  did  thus  her  boonty  ahower# 
And  knew  nó  limit  bot  a  bounded  power. 
This  trnth  the  widowi  *«igh8,  alas !  prodaim  s 
For  this  the  orphan*s  tears  embałm  her  fane, 
The  wise  beheld  her  learmngfs  sommtt  gmin* 
Yet  never  giddy  grow,  nor  ever  vain : 
But  on  one  bcienoe  point  a  stedfiut  eye, 
That  science— how  to  live  and  how  todie. 

Say,  Memory,  while  to  thy  grateftil  sśa^st 
Arise  her  virtues  in  unlading  Kght, 
Wbat  joys  Werę  ours,  what  sorrows  now  remaiwt 
Ah !  h  «.  sub!ime  the  bliss  1  bow  deep  the  pain  ? 

And  ihou,  bright  princess,  aeated  now  od  high* 
Next  one,  the  fairest  daughter  of  the  sky, 
Whosc  warm*feJt  love  ia  to  all  berags  known, 
Thy  sister  Charity  !  neit  her  thy  tbrone  ; 
See'  at  thy  tomb  Ute  Yirtuea  weepiag  lie ! 
There  in  dumb sorrow  seem  the  Acta  todie* 
So  were  the  Sun  o'er  other  orbs  to  blaze, 
And  from  our  world,  like  thee,  withdraw  ha  Kam 
No  morę  to  visit  where  be  warm*d  befbre, 
All  life  must  ceaae  and  Naturę  be  no  morę. 
Yet  shall  the  Muse  a  heaveuly  height  essay 
Beyond  the  wcakness  mixtl  with  mortal  ob/4 
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Beyond  the  lo*,' which,  thongh  shebleeds  to  see, 
Thougb  ne'er  to  be  redeemM,  the  toss  of  thee  ! 
Beyond  ev'n  thts,  she  hails  with  joyous  lay, 
Tay  bctter  birth,  thy  first  tnie  natal  day ; 
A  day,  that  sees  thee  borne,  bcyond  tbe  tomb, 
To  endtess  health,  to  youfjfs  eternal  bloorn  ; 
Borne  to  tbe  migbty  dead,  tbe  souls  sublime 
Of  every  fanuras  age,  and  every  clime  ; 
To  goodness  nxM  by  truth'i  iińvarymg  laws, 
To  Miss  that  knows  no  period,  knows  no  pause— 
Sarę  when  thioe  eye,  from  yonder  pure  serene, 
Sbeds  a  soft  eye  on  this  onr  gloomy  scenę. 

With  me  now  liberty  and  learning  mourn, 
From  att  reKef,  like  thy  lov'd  (onsort,  torn  j 
Por  where  cmn  prince  orpeople  hope  relief, 
When  each  cońteud  to  be  supremę  in  grief  ? 
So  ry\i  thy  virtues,  that  could  point  the  way, 
So  well  to  govern  •  yet  so  well  obey. 

Deignpne  look  morę !  ab  !  see  tby  coosortdear 
Wisbing-  all  hearta,  except  his  own,  to  chcer. 
Lo !  still  be  bids  thy  wonted  bounty  fiow 
To  weeping  familie*  of  wpith  and  woe. 
Me  stops  atl  tears,  howerer  fest  tbey  rise, 
Save'  those  that  still  must  fali  from  gratcfu!  eye«, 
And,  spite  of  griefe  that  so  usurp  his  mind, 
SciJJ  watcbes  o'er  the  welfare  of  mankind. 

Father  of  those,  whose  rights  thy  care  defends, 
Still  most  tbeir  own,' when  most  their  sovereign's 

friends; 
Tben  chiefly  brare,  from  bondage  ehiefly  free, 
When  most  tbey  trust,  when  most  they  copy  tbee  i 
Ab '  lei  the  lowest  of  thy  subjects  pay 
His  Donest  heart-fełt  tributary  lay ; 
In  angnish  happy,  if  permitted  here, 
One  rigb  to  vent,  to  drop  one  yirtnouś  tear ; 
Happier,  if  pardoń*d,  should  he  wildly  moan, 
And  with  a  monarćh'6  sorrow  mix  his  own. 
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Of  reseiroirs,  and  their  use ;  of  draining  fens,  and 
baildhig  bridges,  cutting  canals,  repairing  har- 
boors,  and  stopping  inundations,  makinjr  rivers 
nairigabłe,  btiilcLng  light-houses;  of  agrioulture, 
gardening,  and  planting  for  the  noł?lest  uses ;  of 
commerce;  of  public  roads;  of  public  build- 
ings,  tiz.  sooares,  streets,  mansions,  palaces, 
coorts  of  justice,  senate-bouses,  theatres,  hospi- 
tals,  churches,  eolleges  ;  the  nuriety  of  worthieą 
produced  by  tbe  latter  ;  of  colonies,  tbe  slave- 
trode  oensured,  &c. 

Gbsat  Hope  of  Britain !— Here  the  Muse  essays 
Atheme,  which,  to  attempt  alone,  is  praisa. 
Be  ber^s  a  zeal  of  Public  Spirit  known  ! 
Aftwędj  zeal !—  a  spirit  all  yotor  wwu ! 


Where  never  Science  beam'd  a  friendly  ray, 
Where  one  vast  blank  neglected  Naturę  lay  ; 
From  Public  3pirit  there,  by  arts  empłoyM, 
Creation,  varying,  glads  the  cheerless  wid, 
Hail,  Arts !  where  safety,  treasure,  and  delight, 
On  land,  on  wave,  in  wondrons  works  unitę  ! 
lliose  wondrous  works,  O  Muse !  successive  raise, 
And  point  tiieir  worth,  their  dignity,  and.praise  ! 

What  thon^h  no  streams,  magnificently  play'd, 
Rise  a  proud  column,  fali  a  grand  cascade  j 
Through  ncther pipes,  which  nobler  use  renowna, 
Lo.!  dactile  riTulets  visit  distant  towns ! 
Now  vanish  fena,  whence  vapours  rise  no  morę, 
Whose  agueish  influence  tainted  heaven  before. 
Tbe' solid  isthmus  sinks  a  watery  space, 
And  wonders,  in  new  state,  at  naval  grace. 
Where  the  flood  deepening  rolls,  or  wide  e^tends, 
From  ruad  to  road  yon  aroh,  connective  bends :       \ 
Włiere  ports  were  chok'd  /  where  mouods,  in  vain» 

arose; 
There  harbours  open,  and  there  breaches  clote  ; 
To  keels,  obedient,  spreads  each  liquid  plain, 
Aad  bulwark  moles  repęl  the  boisterous  main. 
When  the  sunk  Sun  no  homeward  sail  befriends, 
On  the  rock'8  brow  the  light-house  kind  ascends. 
And  from  the  shoaly,  o'er  the  gulfy  way, 
Pointa  to  the  pifofs  eye  the  warning.  ray. 

Count  still,  my  Muse  (to  count,  what  Muse  can^ 
cease?)  * 

The  works  of  Pubiic  Spirit,  freedom,  peace  1 
By  them  shall  plants,  in  fbrests,  reach  the  skies  ; 
Then  luse  their  leafy  pride,  and  navies  rise. 
(Nav.es,  which  to  invasive  fbes  explain, 
Hearenthrowtfnotroundus  rocksand  seas  in  vain)  / 
The  sail  of  commerce  in  each  sky  aspires, 
And  property  assureswbat  toil  acquires. 

Whodigs  the  minę  or  quarry,  digs  with  glee  j- 
No  slave  ! — His  opbon  and  his  gain  are  free  : 
Him  the  same  laws  the  sanie  protection  yield,    • 
Who  plows  the  furrow,  or  wlio  owns  the  field. 

Unfike,  where  tyranny  the  rod  maintaias 
0'er  turfless,-łcafless,  and  unculturM  plains, 
Here  heros  of  food  and  physic  plenty  showers, 
Qives  fruits  to  blush,  and  colours  vańous  flowers. 
'  Where  sands  or  stony  wilds  once  starvM  the  year, 
I^aughs  the  grecn  lawn,  and  nods  the  golden  ear : 
White  shine  tlie  fleecy  race,  which  fate  shall  doom 
The  feast  of  life,  the  treasure  of  the  loom. 

On  'plains  now  bąre  shall  gardens  wave  their 
groves; 
While  setUing  songsters  woo  their  featherfd  loves. 
Where  pathless  woods  no  grateful  openings  knew, 
Walka"  tempt  the  step,  and  vistas  court  the  vj«w. 
See  tbe  parterre  confess  expansive  day ; 
The  grot,  elusKe  of  tbe  noon-tide  ray. " 
Up  yon  green  slope  a  length  of  terrace  lies, 
Whence  gradnal  landscapes  fade  in  distant  skiea^ 
Now  tbe  bluelake  reflected  heaven  display s^ 
Now  darfcens,  regularly-wiJd,  the  maże. 
Urns,  obelłsks,  £anes,  statues  intervene  ; 
Now  centrę,  now  commence,  or  end  the  scenę. 
Lo,  proud  alcoTes  !  lo,  soft  secjuępte^d  bowess] 
RetreaU  of  social,  or  of  studibus  bours  1  ' 
Rank  above  rank  hereshapely  greens  ascend  j 
There  others  natively-grotesque  depend. 
Tbe  rude,  the  delicate,  immingled  tell 
How  Art  would  Naturę,  Naturę  Art  excel ; 
An8  how,  while  these  their  rival  charms  impart| 
Art  brightens  Naturę,  Naturę  brightens  Art^ 
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Thus,  in  the  rarious,  yet  harmonious  space, 
Blend  order,  symmetiy,  and  force,  and  grace. 
When  tbese  from  Public  Spirit  smile,  we  see 
Free-opening  gates,  and  bowery  pieasures  free ; 
For  surę  great  souls  one  truth  can  never  misa, 
Uliss  not  communicated  is  not  Miss. 

Thus  Public  Spirit.  li  berty,  and  peace, 
Carve,  build,  and  plant,  and  give  tbe  landincrease, 
From  peasant  hands  imperial  works  arise, 
And  British  hence  with  Roman  grandeur  vies  j 
Kot  grandeur  tbat  in  pompous  wbim  appears, 
That  levels  hills,  tbat  vales  to  mountains  rears; 
That  alters  Nature*9  regulated  grace, 
Meaning  to  deck,  but  destin'd  to  deface. 
Though  no  proud  gates,  with  China's  taugbt  to  vie, 
Alagnificently  useless  strike  tbe  eye ; 
(Useless,  wbere  rocks  a  surer  barrier  lend, 
Where  seas  encircle,  and  where  fleeta  defend  ;) 
What  though  no  arćh  of  trimnph  is  assign'd 
To  laurełM  pride,  whose  sword  has  thinn'd  mankind  ; 
Though  no  vast  wali  extends  from  coast  to  coast, 
Ko  pyramid  aspires,  sublimely  lost ; 
Yet  the  safe  road  through  rocks  shall  winding  tendv 
And  the  firm  eaiseway  o'er  the  clays  ascend. 
Lo!  stately  streets,  lo !  ample  squares  invite 
■  The  salutary  gale,  that  breatbes  delight. 
Lo  !  structures  mark  the  charitable  soil 
x    For  casual  ill,  maim'd  ralour,  feeble  toil 
Worn  out  with  care,  innrmity,  and  age; 
The  life  here  entering,  quitting  therc  the  stage : 
The  babę  of  lawless  birtb,  doom'd  else  to  moan, 
To  starve  or  bleed  for  erroura  not  his  own ! 
Let  the  f raił  mother  'scape  the  famc  defiPd, 
Jf  from  the  murdering  mother  'scape  the  chtld  1 
Oh  !  guard  his  youth  from  sin's  allur  ng  voice j 
From  deeds  of  dire  necessity,  not  choice  ! 
His  grateful  hand,  thus  never  harmful  known, 
Shall  on  the  public  welfare  build  his  own. 

Thus  worthy  crafts,  which  Iow  bom  lifediride, 
liive  to*ms  their  opulence,  and  courts  their  pride. 
Itacred  to  pleasure  structures  rise  elate, 
To  that  still  worthy  of  the  wise  and  great 
Sacred  to  pleasure  then  shall  pil  es  ascend  ? 
Tbey  shall — when  pleasure  and  instruction  blend. 
Let  theatres  from  Public  Spir  t  shine  1 
$uch  theatres,  as,  Atheiis,  once  were  thine  ! 
See  1  the  gay  Muse  of  poiuted  wit  possest, 
Who  makes  the  virtuous  laugh,  the  deccnt  jest ; 
What  though  she  mock,  she  mocks  with  houest  aim, 
And  laughs  each  favounte  fol  lv  into  shame, 
With  liberał  light  the  tragic  charms  the  age : 
In  solemn-training  robes  she  fi  lis.  the  stage ; 
There  human  naturę,  mark'd  in  different  lines, . 
Alive  in  charaoter  distinctly  shines. 
Quick  passions  ohangc  alternate  on  her  foce; 
feler  diction  musie,  as  her  action  grace. 
Instant  we  catch  her  terrour-giving  cares, 
Pathetic  sjghs,  and  pity  moving  tears ; 
Instant  we  catch  her  generous  gtow  of  soul, 
Ti  1 1  one  great  striking  morał  crowns  the  whole. 

Hence  in  warm  youth,  by  scenes  of  vhrtue  taught, 
ITonour  exalts,  and  love  espands  the  thought ! 
Hence  pity,  to  peculłar  grief  assign'd, 
Grows  wide  benerolence  to  all  mankind. 

Where  varioas  edifice  tbe  land  renowna 
There  Public  Cpirit  piana,  exalts,  and  crowns. 
£be  cheers  the  mansion  with  the  spacious  hall, 
Bids  painting  Twe  along  the  storied  wali, 
fteated,  she  smiling  eyes  th'  unclosingdoor, 

Aod  much  ahe  wełoome*  ajl,  bat  most  the  poor  j 


She  turns  the  pillar,  or  the  arch  she  bend*, 
The  choir  she  lengthens,  or  the  choir  extends  ) 
She  rears  the  tower,  whose  height  the  heaveas  admire; 
She  rears,  -she  rounds,  she  pointa  the  lisłenrag-spire  ; 
At  her  command  the  cotlege-roofg  ascend 
(For  Public  Spirit  still  is  learning'3  friend). 
Stupendous  piles,  which  useful  pomp  oom| 
Thus  rise"  Religion'*  and  thus  Learnina^s  seata 
There  morał  truth  and  holy  science  spring,. 
And  give  the  sagę  to  teach,  the  bard  to  sing  ; 
There  some  draw  healthfrom  herbs  aod  minerał 
Some  search  the  systems  of  tbe  heavenly  piains  ; 
Some  cali  (ram  history  past  tiroes  to  view, 
And  others  traoe  old  lawa,  and  sketch  out  new; 
Thence  saring  rights  by  legislatora  płann^d. 
And  guaYdian  patriots  thence  inspire  the  land. 

Now  grant,  ye  po  wers,  one  great,  one  fonddesira, 
And,  granting,  bid  a  new  WhitehaU  aspire  ! 
Far  let  it  lead,  by  welł  płeas'd  Thames  survey*d? 
The  swelling  arch,  and  stately  colonnade ; 
Bids  courts  of  justice,  senate-chambers  joia, 
Till  various  all  in  one  proud  work  combtne ! 
But  now  be  all  the  generous  goddess  seeo, 
When  most  diffusM  she  sbines,>nd  most  beaiga! 
Ye  sons  of  roisery,  attract  her  view  1 
Ye  sallow,  hollow-eyed,  and  meagre  orewl 
Such  high  perfeetłon  bave  our  arts  attainłd, 
That  now  few  sons  of  toil  our  arts  demand  ? 
Then  to  the  public,  to  itself,  we  fear, 
Ev'n  willing  industry  grows  useless  here. 
Are  we  too  populous  at  length  confcaeM, 
Prom  confluent  strangers  refug^d  and  redressM  } 
Has  war  so  long  withdrawn  his  barharons  train, 
That  peace  o'erstocks  us  with  the  sons  of  men  ? 
So  long  has  plague  left  pure  Ute  ambieot  air, 
That  want  must  prey  on  those  disease  wooW  spare  ? 
Hence  beauteoos  wretches  (beauty's  foul  dtsgrace !) 
Thou^  bora  the  pride,  the  shame  of  human  race  2 
Fair  wretches  hence,  who  nightly  streets  annoy, 
Live  bat  themseWes  and  others  to  destroy. 
Hence  robbers  rise,  to  tbeft,  to  murder  prone, 
First  driven  by  want,  from  habit  desperate  growaf 
Hence  for  ow'd  trifles  oft  our  jails  contain 
(Toni  frim  mankind)  a  tnreerable  train ; 
Tora  from,  in  spite  of  Nature's  tenderest  ońeSy 
Parental,  filial,  and  connubial  ties  : 
The  trader,  when  on  every  side  distrest, 
•Hence*  flies  to  what  expedient  frauds  snggest; 
To  prop  his  question'd  credifs  tottering  state^ 
Others  he  first  involves  to  share  his  fate  ; 
Then  for  mean  refuge  must  eelf-exil'd  roam 
Never  to  hope  a  friend,  nor  find  a  home, 

This  Public  Spirit  sees,  she  sees  and  feels ! 
Her  breast  the  tbrob,  her  eye  the  tear  rereals ; 
(The  patriot  throb  that  beats,  the  tear  that  flowt 
For  otherB'  welfare,  and  for  otbers'  woes)— 
"  And  what  can  I"  (she  said)  '« to  cure  their  grief  J 
Shall  I  or  point  out  death,  or  point  relief  r 
Forth  shall  I  lead  thera  to  some  happier  sofl, 
To  conquest  lead  them,  and  enrioh  with  spoil  ? 
Bid  them  conrolse  a  world,  make  Naturę  groan, 
And  spili,  in  shedding  others  blood,  their  own? 
No,  no— such  wars  do  thou,  Ambitton,  wagę  1 
Go  sterilize  the  fortile  with  thy  ragę ! 
Whole  nations  to  depopulate  is  thme  ; 
To  peopłe,  culture,  and  protact,  be  mme  f  v 
Then  rangę  the  world,  Discorery  I^Straightbegoss 
0'er  seas,  ofer  Libya's  sands,  and  Zembła^  snom; 
He  settles  where  kind  rays  till  now  have  smilM 
(Vajn  smile!)  on  sona  loxoriant  bootefeat  wUk 
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How  many  sons^f  want  might  here  enjoy 

What  Naturę  gwes  for  age  but  to  destroy  ? 

**  Blush,  biush,  O-Sun*  (she  crics)  "  here  vain1y 

To  rise,  to  set,  to  roił  the  seasons  Tound !      [found, 

Shall  hearen  distil  in  dews,  desoend  in  rain, 

From  earth  gush  fountains,  rivers  (Iow— -jn  rain  ? 

There  sball  the  watery  lives  in  oiyriada  stray, 

And  be,  to  be  alooe  each  otber's  pręy  ?    • 

Unsought  shall  here  the  teeming  quarries  own 

The  various  species  pf  mechanic.  stone  ? 

Prom  stracture  this,  from  aculpture  Łhat  confine  ? 

Shall  rocka  forbid  the  latent  gem  to  shine  ? 

Sball  minet*,  obedient,  aid  no  artist'8  care, 

Nor  give  the  martial  sword,  and  peacefui  share  ? 

Ah  !  sball  they  never  precious  ore  unfold, 

To  smile  in  silver,  or  to  fTacne  iń  gold  ? 

Shall  here  the  vegetable  world  alooe, 

Tor  joys,  for  variou*  virtues,  rest  unknown.  ? 

While  food  andphysic,  plants  and  heros  tnipply, 

Here  must  they  shoot  alone  to  bloom  and  die  ? 

Shall  fruits,  which  nonę  but  brutal  eyes  surrey, 

Untoucb'd  grow  ripe,  untasted  drop  away  ? 

Shall  here  th'  irrational,  the  sarage  kind, 

Lord  it  o'er  stores  by  Heaven  for  man  designM, 

And  trampie  what  miid  suns  benignly  raise, 

While  man  must  lose  the  use,  and  Heaven  the  praise  ? 

Sball  it  then  be  ?»' — (Indignant  here  she  rcse, 

Jndignant,  yet  bumane,  her  bosom  glowg)— 

**  NoJ  By  each  bonour'd  GrecJan,  Roman  name, 

By  men  for  virtue  deiryM  by  famę, 

Who  peopled  landa,  wbo  modePd  infant  stale, 

And  then  bade  empire  be  maturely  great ; 

By  these  I  swear  (be  witness  earth  and  skies !) 

Fair  Order  here  sball  from  Confusion  rise* 

Kapt,  I  a  futurę  colony  aurvey  ? 

Come  then,  ye  sons  of  Misery  1  come  away  ! 

Let  those,  whose  sorrows  from  neglect  are  known. 

(Here  taught,  oompeird,  empower'd)  neglect  atone ! 

Lei  those  enjoy,  who  never  merit  woes, 

In  youth  th'  industrious  wish,  in  age  repose  1 

AlloUed  acres  (no  rehtctant  soil) 

Shall  prompt  their  industry,  and  pay  their  toih 

Let  families,  kmg  Btrangers  to  delight, 

Wbom  wayward  Fate  dispers'd,  by  me  unitę  \ 

Here  Ihre  enjoying  Ufo;  see  plenty, peace ; 

Their  landa  lncreasina:  as  their  sons  increase. 

Aa  Naturę  yet  is  found,  in  leary  glades, 

To  mtermis  the  walks  with  lights  and  shades  ; 

Or  aa  with  good  and  ill,  in  cbequer1d  strife* 

Various  the  goddeas  colours  human  life : 

So,  in  tbis  fertile  clime,  if  yet  are  seen 

Moors,  marshes,  cliffs,  by  turns  to  interane  ; 

Where  cliffe,  moors,  marshes,  desolate  the  yiew, 

Where  haunts  the  bittern,  and  where  screams  the 


mew; 


Where  prowls  the  wolf,  where  roIl'd  the  serpent  Des, 
Shall  solemn  fanes  and  halls  of  justice  rise, 
And  towns  shall  opcn  (all  of  stracture  fair  I) 
To  brightening  prospects,  and  to  purest  ąir ; 
Trequented  porta,  and  viueyards  green  succeed, 
And  flocks  increasing  whiten  all  the  mead. 
On  science  science,  arts  on  arts  refine ; 
On  these  from  high  all  Heaven  shall  amiling  shine, 
And  Public  Spirit  here  a  people  show, 
Free,  numerotis,  pleasM,  and  busy  all  below. 

"  Leara,  futurę  natives  of  this  nromis'd  land,  . 
What  your  forentthers  ow'd  my  saving  hand ! 
Leara,  when  despair  such  sudden  bliss  shall  see, 
fppU  bite  must  gniot  trwa  Ofclethorpa  gr  mai 


Do  you  the  neighbouring  bląmeless  Indian  aid, 
Culture  what  be  neglects,  not  his  invade, 
Dare  not,  oh  dare  not,  with  ambitious  view, 
Force  or  demand  subjection  nerer  due. 
Let,  by  my  specious  name,  no  tyrants  rise, 
And  ery,  while  they  enslave,  they  civilize  ł 
Know,  Liberty  and  I  are  still  the  same, 
Congenial  I— ever  mingling  flarne  with  flame  I 
Why  must  I  Afric'8  sable  chtldren  see 
Vended  for  slaves,  though  form'd  by  Naturę  free, 
The  nameless  torturę*  cruel  minds  invent, 
Those  to  subject,  whom  Naturę  equal  meant  ? 
If  these  you  dare  (albeit  unjust  succeas 
Empowers  you  now  unpunis'd  to  oppress) 
Revolving  empire  you  and  yourt  may  doom 
(Romę  all  subdued,  yet  Yandals  vanquish'd Romę) 
Yes,  empire  may  revolve,  give  them  the  day, 
And  yoke  may  yoke,  and  blood  may  blood  repay." 

Thus  (ah !  Kow  fair  unequal'd  by  my  lays, 
Unskiird  the  heart  to  melt,  or  miód  to  raise), 
Sublime,  benevolent,  deep,  sweetly  elear, 
Worthy  a  Thomson's  Muse,  a  Frederic'*  ear, 
Thus  spoke  the  Goddess.    Thus  I  faintly  tell 
In  what  lov'd  works  Hearen  gives  her  to  excek 
But  who  her  sons,  tbat,  to  her  interest  tnie, 
Comrersant  lead  her  to  a  prince  like  you } 
These,  sir,  salute  you  from  )hVs  middle  state, 
Rich  without  gold,  and  without  titles  great : 
Knowledge  of  books  and  men  exalts  their  though^ 
In  wit  accomplishM,  though  in  wiłeś  untaught, 
Carcless  of  whispers  meant  to  wound  their  name, 
Nor  sneerM  nor  brib'd  from  Tirtue  into  shame^ 
In  letters  elegant,  in  honour  bright, 
They  come,  they  catoh,and  they  reflęct  dełight, 

Mbting  with  Uiese,  a  few  of  rank  are  found, 
For  councils,  embassies,  and  camps  renown'dL 
Vers'd  in  gay  life,  in  honest  maxims  read, 
And  ever  warm  of  heart,  yet  cool  of  head, 
From  these  the  cireling  glass  gives  wit  to  shine, 
The  bright  grow  brighter,  and  ev'n  courts  refine^ 
From  these  so  gifted,  candid,  and  upright, 
Flows  knowledge,  softening  into  ease  polite. 

Happy  the  men,  who  such  a  prince  can  please-J 
Happy  the  prince  rever'd  by  men  like  these  I 
His  condescensions  dignity  display, 
Grave  with  the  wise,  and  with  the  witty  gay  ; 
For  him  fine  marble  in  the  auarry  liea, 
Which,  in  due  statues,  to  his  famę  shall  rise; 
Ever  shall  Public  Spirit  beam  his  praise, 
And  the  Muse  swell  it  in  immortal  lays* 


TO 

.  MR.  JOHN  DYER,  A  PAINTER, 

'       ADYISING  HIM  TO  DRAW  A  C  BETA  IM 

NOBLE  ANO  ILLUSTRIOUS  PERSON; 

OCCASIOMBO  BY  SKSJMO  HIS  PICTURE  OF  THą 
C£&£BRATED  ClIO  1  • 

FoRcnrs  an  artless,  an  omcious  friend, 
Weak,  when  I  judge,  but  wiliing  to  coafmend 
FalVn  as  1  am,  by  no  kind  fortunę  rais'd, 
DepressM,  obscui^d,  unpłty'd,  and  unpraisM; 
Yet,  when  these  well-known  featores  1  peruse, 
Some  warmtb  awaket — some  embers  of  a  muse* 

*r>*I)yey«Paem8A 
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Ye  Muses,  Grace*,  and  ye.  Lcnres,  appear ! 
Your  queen,  your  Yenus,  and  your  Clio  's  here  ! 
]n  such  pure  fires  her  rising  thoughts  renne  ! 
Her  eyes  with  such  commanding  sweetness  shine : 
Such  virid  tinctures  snre  through  ethcr  glow, 
Stain  bummer  clouds,  or  gild  tbe  watery  bow :  . 
Jf  Ufe  Pygmalion's  ivory  jRwMirite  fir/d, 
Surę  sumę  enamourtl  god  this  draught  inspirM ! 
Or,  if  you  rasbly  caiigbt  Promethean  flame, 
Shade  the  sweet  theft,  and  mar  the  beauteous  frame! 
Yet  if  those  cheering  lights  the  prospect  -fly, 
Ah ! — let  no  pltiasing  view  the  loss  supply. 
Some  dreary  den,  some  desert  waste  prepare, 
Wild  as  my  thoughts,  or  dark  as  my  despair. 

But  still,  my  friend,  still  the  sweet  object  stays, 
SU11  strcam  ydbr  colours  rich  with  Cliote  rays  ! 
Surę  at  each  klndling  touoh  your  canvass  glows! 
Surę  the  fuli  form,  instinct  with  spirit,  growsl 
JLet  tbe  duli  artist  puzzling  rules  explore, 
Dwell  on  the  face,  and  gazę  the  features  o'er; 
You  eye  the  soul— there  genuine  naturę  find, 
You,  through  the  meaning  muscles,  strikethe  mihd. 

Nor  can  one  '.  Tew  such  boundless  power  confine, 
AU  Naturę  opens  to  an  art  like  thine  f  - 
Now  rura!  scenes  in  simple  grandeur  rise ; 
Vales,hills,  lawns,lakes,  and  vineyardsfeast  our  eyes, 
Now  halcyon  Peace  a  smiling  aspect  wears ! 
Now  the  red  scenę  with  war  and  ruin  glares ! 
Here  Brifain'*  fleetao'er  Europe's  seas  preside  ! 
Tbere  long-lost  oities  rear  their  ancient  pride  ; 
You  frum  the  grave  eon  half  redeem  the  6lain, 
And  bid  great  Julius  charm  the  world  again  : 
Mark  out  Pharsalia's,  mark  out  Munda's  fray, 
And  image  all  the  honours  of  the  day, 

B*.t  if  new  glories  most  our  warmth  caccite  ; 
]f  toils  untry'd  to  noblest  aims  invite ; 
Would- you  in  envy'd  pomp  nnrivald  reign. 
Oh,  let  Horatios  grace  the  canrasś  plain ! 
Jiis  form  mtght  ev'n  idola try  create, 
Ib  lineage,  titles,  weatth,  and  worth  elate  ! 
Eropires  U>  him  migrht  virgin  honours  owe, 
From  hm  arts,  arma,  and  laws,  new  influence  know. 
For  him  kind  snns  on  fhiits  and  grains  shall  shine, 
And  futurę  gold  iie  ripening  in  the  minę : 
For  him  nne  marble-in  the  ąuarry  lies, 
Which,  in  due  statues,  tp  his  fanie  shajl  rise. 
Through  those  bright  features  Cassart  spirit  tracę, 
Each  conquering  sweetness,  eaoh  imperial  grace 
All  that  is  soft,  or  eminently  great, 
]n  love,  in  war,  in  knowledge,  or  in  state, 

Thus  shall  your  culours,  like  his  worth  atnaze ) 
Thus  shall  you  charm,  enrichM  with  Clio's  praise  1 
Clear,  and  moje  elear,  your  golden  genius  shiries, 
"W bile  my  dim  lamp  of  life  obscure  declines : 
ThuTd  in  damp  «hades,  it  wastes,  unseen,  away, 
While  yours,  triumphant,  grows  one  Wazę  of  day , 
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BEWT  TO 

AARON  HILL,  ESS, 
With  the  Traoedy  of  Sia  Thomas  Oteupw. 

'  BSPBCTINC,   HIM   TO   CORRECT   IT. 

As  the  sou  I,  stript  of  mortal  clay, 

Grows  all  divinely  fair, 
And  boundless  roves  the  milky  way, 

And  views  sweet  prospecta  there. 


This  bero,  cloggM  with  drossy  lin«s> 
By  thee  new  vigour  tries ; 

As  thy  correcting  hand  refines, 
Bright  scenes  around  him  rise. 

Thy  touch  brings  the  wish'd  stone  to 
So  sought,  so  long  fbretbld;. 

It  turns  polluted  lead  or  brau, 
At  once  to  purest  gokl. 


PROLOGUĘ 

•POKKM   AT  THE   RKTITAL   O* 

SHAKESPEARE's  KING  HENRY  THE  SDTTH, 

AT  THE.  THEATRE-ROYAL  IN   MORT-LAtTE. 

Prrnted  before  the  play  from  a  spurious  oopy. 

i 

To  night  a  patient  ear,  ye  Bntonś,  lend. 
And  to  your  great  forefatbers'  deeds  attend. 
Here,  cheaply  warn'd,  ye  blest  descendants,  rów, 
Wbat  ills  on  England,  Civil  Discord  drew.' 
To  wound  the  heart,  the  martial  Mose  prepares ; 
While  the  red  scenę  with  raging  slaugbter  glares. 

Here,  while  a  monarcho  sufierings  we  relate, 
Let  geaerous  grief  his  niin'd  grandeur  wait- 
While  Second  Richard'*  blood  for  vengeance  calla, 
Doom'd  for  his  grandśire's  guilt,  poor  Henry  faUs. 
In  ci  vii  jara  arenging  judgment  blows, 
And  royal  wrohgs  entail  a  peopte's  woes. 
Henry  unversłd  in  wiłeś,  morę  good  tban  great, 
Drew  on  by  meekness  bis  disastrous  fiite. 

Thus  when  you  see  this  land  by  faction  tost, 
Her  nobles  skin,  her  laws,  her  freedom  lost ; 
Let  this  reflection  from  the  action  flow, 
We  ne'er  from  fbreign  fbes  couW  ruin  know. 
Oh,  let  us  then  intestine  discord  shun, 
We  oe'eT  can  be,  but  by  oursehres  undone  V 


THE 

ASIMALCULEi 


A  TALE. 

OCCASIONED  ST  HIS  GRACE  THE  DUKE   OP  RUTIAłS^ 
RECEIYINO  THE  1MA1L-P©X  ET-  INOCUŁATIOJU 

•  * 

In  Anhnalcules,  Muse,  display 

Spirits,  of  name  nnknownin  song  ! 

Reajder,  a  kind  attention  pay, 

Nor  think  an  nseful  comment  long. 

Far  less  tnan  raiteś,  on  tnites  tbcy  prey  ; 

Minutę**  things  my  swarms  ounfain  s 
When  ołer  your  ivory  teeth  they  sway, 

Then  throb  your  littre  nerres  with  pain« 

Fluids,  in  4t°ps,  minutely  swell ; 

Tnese  subtil  beings  each  oontains ; 
In  the  smali  sanguine  globes  they  dwell. 

Roli  from  tbe  heart  and  tracę  the 


Through  erery  tender  tubę  they  rore, 

in  flner  spirita  strike  the  bram^ 
Wind  quick  through  every  fibrous  grore, 
And  seek,  through  pores4the  heart  agąin, 


TO  MRS.  HAYWOOD. 


*» 


If  they  with  purer  drops  dilate, 

And  lodge  were  entity  began, 
They  actuate  with  a  genial  beat, 

And  kindle  into  futurę  man. 

But,  when  wir  IHres  are  Naturę**  dac, 

Air,  seas,  nor  fire,  their  frames  dissolre 

They  matter,  through  all  forma,  pursue, 
And  oft  to  genial  heats  revolve. 

Thus  once  an  Animalcule  prorM, 

When  man,  a  patron  to  the  bays ; 
This  patron  was  io  Greece  belov'd  ; 
Yet  ftme  was  faithless  to  his  praise. 

la  Romę  this  Animalcule  grew 

Mecenas,  whom  the  classics  ratę ! 
Araong  the  Gauls,  it  prov'd  Richlieu, 
In  learning,  power,  and  bounty  great. 

In  Britain,  Hałifaz  it  rosę ; 

(By  Halrfax,  b!oom*d  Congrere's  strains) ; 
Atnd  now  it  rediminish'd  glows, 

To  glide  through  godlike  RutlauTs  yeins. 

A  plague  there  is,  too  many  know ; 

Too  seldom  perfect  cures1>efal  it ; 
Uje  Muse  may  term  it  Beauty*s  foe ; 

In  physic,  the  3ma11-Pox  we  cali  it 

From  Turks  we  learn  this  plague  fassuage, 
They,  by  admitting,  torn  its  couree  : 

Their  kiss  will  tamę  the  tumonHs  ragę  ; 
By  yielding,  they  o'ercome  the  force. 

Thus  Rntland  did  its  tonch  invite, 

WhiJe,  watchful  in  the  ambient  air, 

This  little,  guardian,  subtle  spright 
Did  .with  the  poison  in  repair. 

Th'infection  from  the  heart  it  eleara  ; 

lVińfection,  now  dilated  toin, 
In  pearly  pimples  but  appears, 

ExpeUM  upon  tlie  surface  skin. 

And  now  it,  monldering,  wastes»away  : 

'Tis  gone !— doom'd  to  return  no  morę  t 

Our  Animalcule  keeps  its  stay, 

And  most  new  labyrinths  esplore. 

And  now  the  noble*!  thougbts  aro  seen, 

Unmark'd,  it  views  his  heaif  s  desiras  I 

Ii  now  reflects  what  it  has  been, 

And,  rapturous,  at  his  changs  admires  1 

Its  pristine  rirtnes  kept,  cpmbine, 
To  be  again  in  Rotiand  known  ; 

£aft  they,  immen'd,  no  longer  shine, 
Nor  eqo*l,  nor  increase  his  own. 


JiRS.  ELIZ.  HAYWOOD, 

ON  HBE  NOTKI,  OALLSD, 

THE  RASH  RESOLYE. 

Doom'd  to  a  Ikte  which  damps  the  poetfs  flame, 
A  Muse,  unfiriended,  greets  tby  rising  name  1 
UnrersM  in  envy's,  or  in  flattery'8  phrase, 
tireatneai  abe  flles,  yet  mesit  claims  ber  praise; 


Nor  will  she,  at  ber  withering  wreath  repine, 
'fiut  smile,  if  famę  and  fortunę  cherish  thine. 

The  Sciences  in  thy  sweet  genius  charm, 
And,  with  their  strength,  tby  sexfs  softness  arnt» 
In  thy  fuli  figures,  paintint/s  force  we  find, 
As  musie  fires,  thy  language  lifts  the  mincL 
Thy  power  gives  fonri,  and  tooches  into  life 
The  passions  imag'd  in  their  bleeding  strife  s 
Contrasted  strokes,  true  art  and  lancy  show, 
And  lights  and  shades  in  lively  mbeture  flow. 
Hope  attacks  Feąr,  and  Reason,  Love,a  control, 
Jealousy  wounds,  and  Friendship  heals  the  soul : 
Black  Falsehood  wears  bright  Gatlantry's  disguise, 
And  the  gitt  cloud  enebants  the  fiur-onVs  eyes. 
Thy  dames,  in  grief  and  frailties  lorely  shine, 
And  when  most  mortal  balf  appear  dhfoe. 
If,  when  some  god-like,  favourite  passion  sways, 
The  willing  heart  too  fatally  obeys, 
Great  minds  lament  what  cruel  censure  blames, 
And  ruinM  virtue  generous  pity  claims. 

Eliza,  still  impatient  love's  powerfu)  queen !' 
Let  lorę,  soft  love,  escalt  each  swelling  seene. 
Arm'd  with  keen  wit,  in  fame's  wide  lista  advanoef 
Spain  yteldsin  fietfon,  inpotiteness  France, 
Such  orient  light,  as  the  fi  ret  poeta  knew, 
Flames  from  thy  thought,  and  brightens  every  riew  i 
A  strong,  a  glorious,  a  luxuriantfire, 
Which  warms  cold  wisdom  into  wild  desire  ? 
Thy  łabie  glows  so  rich  through  every  page, 
What  morale  force  can  the  fierce  beat  assuage  I 

And  yet — but  say  if  ever  doom'd  to  proro 
The  sad,  the  dear  perplexitics  of  lorę ! 
Where  seeming  transport  softens  erery  pain, 
Where  fancyłd  freedom  waits  the  winnmg  chain; 
Varying  tronTpangs  to  Ttsionary  joys, 
Sweet  is  the  fate,  and  charms  as  it  destroys ! 
Say  then — if  love  to  sudden  ragę  gives  way, 
Will  the  soft  passion  not  resume  its  sway  ? 
Charming,  and  charnTd  can  lorę  from  lorę  retire  t 
Can  a  cold  conveńt  quench  th'  unwilling  fire  ?        ,. 
Precept,  if  human,  may  our  thougbts  reflne, 
Morę  we  admire !  but  caunot  prove  dhrine. 


i 


APOLOGY  TO  BRILLANTE, 

roa  hayinc 

LONG  OMITTED  WRIT1NG  IN  VERS& 

IN    IMITATION  OP  A  CBRTAIN  MIM1C  OT  ANACtlOft 

Can  I  matchless  charms  recite  ? 
Source  of  ever-springing  light  I 
Gould  I  count  the  vernal  flowers, 
Count  in  endless  time  the  hours  $ 
Count  the  countless  stare  abo*e, 
Count  the  captive  hearts  of  Łove  ; 
Paint  the  torturę  of  his  fire, 
Paint  the  pangs  those  eyes  inspire  I 
(Pleasmg  torturę,  thus  to  shine, 
Purify'd  by  fires  like  thine ! 
Then  Pd  strike  the  sounding  string ! 
Hien  IM  thy  perfection  sing. 

Mystic  worid ! — Thou  something  mora  f 
Wonder  of  th'  Almighty'8  storę ! 
Naturę^  depths  we  oft  desery, 
Oft  they  're  pierc'4  by  JLearnjng*s  eye  | 


430 

Thou,  if  thongfct  on  tfcee  wtmld  gam, 
Proust  (like  Heaven)  inąuiry  vain. 
Charms  unequal'd  we  pureue  1 
Charms  in  shining  throngs  we  riewl 
KumberM  then  could  Naturę'*  be» 
Hature's  telf  were  poor  to  tfaee. 


SAYAGtóS  POEM& 


AU 

EPISTLB 

TO 

Mis.  OLDFIELD, 

«V  T.1B  THEATU-mOTAEk 

Whtłi  to  yoar  charms  unefjnal  Tene  1  taite* 
Aw'd,  I  admire,  and  trembie  as  I  praise : 
Herę  Art  aod  Genius  new  refiiiMJU-nt  need» 
Iistening,  they  gazę,  and  as  they  gaz#>,  recede  '. 
Can  Art  or  Genius,  or  their  powers  combinM, 
But  from  corporeal  organs,  sketch  tbe  mind  ? 
W  hen  sound  embndy'd  can  with  sbape  surprise, 
The  Muse  may  emuiate  your  voice  and  eyes» 

Mark  rival  arts  perfectum^  ooint  pureue  r 
Each  rivałs  each,  but  to  <-xcel  in  you ! 
The  bust  and  medal  bear  the  meaning  face, 
And  the  proud  statuę  adds  tbe  posture'8  grace ! 
Imag'd  at  leiigth,  the  bury'd  heroinę,  known, 
Still  seems  to  wound,  to  smue,  or  frown  in  stone  1 
As  art  would  art,  or  metal  stone  surpass, 
Her  soul  strikes,  gleaming  through  Cormthian  brassl 
Serene,  the  saint  in  t mi  ling  silver  shines,  ł 
And  cherubs  »eep  in  gold  o'er  saintedihrines  I 
If  long  iost  fonns  fi  om  Raphael  s  pencil  glow> 
Wondrous  in  warmth  ttye  mimie  cołours  flow  I 
Each  look,  each  attitude ,  new  grace  displaye; 
Your  voice  and  motiou  life  and  musie  raise. 

Thus  Cłeopaira  in  your  charms  reiines; 
She  Iives, ^he-speaks,  with  forcc  improv'd  she shines! 
Pair,  and  morę  fair,  you  €-very  grace  transmit ; 
Love,  Icarning,  bcauty,  elejcaoce,  and  wit-  * 
Caesar,  the  worUTs  unrivaJl'd  master,  firM, 
In  her  imperial  soul,  his  uwn  admir'd  ! 
^hi  łippi'8  victor  wore  her  winning  cham, 
And  iieit  not  enripire'*  loss  in  beauty's  gain. 
Cowld  the  pale  heroes  your  bright  influence  know, 
Or  catch  tbe  silver  ąccents  as  they  flow, 
Drawn  fvom  dark  rest  by  yoar  enebanting  straiu, 
Each  słwdc  werc  lur'd  to  life  and  love  again. 

Say,  sweet  inspirer !  were  each  annal  known, 
What  living  greatness  shines  there  not  your  own  2 
If  tbe  griev'd  Muse  by  some  lovU  empress  rosę, 
New  streńgth,  new  grace,  it  to  ynur  influence  owes! 
If  power  by  war  distinguish'd  height  rereals, 
Your  nobler  pride  the  wounds  of  fortunę  heals  I 
Then  could  an  empire'9  cause  demand  your  care, 
TUe  soul,  that  justly  thinks,  would  greatly  dare. 

Lor.g hasfeignM  Venus  mockd  the Muse's  praise. 
You  dart,  divine  Opheiia !  genuine  rays ! 
V  arm  through  those  eyes  enlivening  raptures  roli ! 
Sweet  through  eachstriking  feature  streamsyour  soul! 
The  souPs  bright  meanings  heighten  bcauty 's  fires  j 
Your  looks,  your  thoughts,  your  deeds,  each  grace 
inspires! 

Know  then,ifrank'd  with  monarchs,here  you  stand, 
What  Fate  declines,  you  from  the  Muse  demand  ! 
Each  grace  that  snone  of  old  in  each  fam'd  fair, 
Or  may  ia  modern  dames  refiiwpent  wearj 


Wbat^er  just,  emulatire  thóngntf  pafswi£' 
Is  all  confirm'd,  is  all  ador'd  m  yod  ! 
If  godlike  bosotns  pant  for  power  to  We* 
If  tis  a  monarcho  glory  to  tedress ; 
In  conscióus  majesty  you  shine  serene, 
Itt  thought  a  heroinę,  and  in  act  a  ąueest 


VERSES 

ttCCASIOMED  RY  RŁADtlT* 

BOL  AARON  HILLS  POESf. 

CALŁBD  GIDBOH. 

The  lines  marked  thus  *  *  are  takenfrom  Gideoaw 

Let  other  poets  poorly  sing 

Their  flatteries  to  the  vulgar  great ! 
Her  airy  flight  let  wandering  Fancy  wmg, 

And  rival  Nature^s  most  luxuriant  storę, 
To  swelt  some  monstero  pride,  wbo  sbames  a  state, 

Or  form  a  wreath  to  crown  tyrannic  poweH 
Thou,  who  infbrm'd'st  this  clay  with  actrre  fire  I 

Do  thou,  supremę  of  powers !  my  tboughts  refine, 
And  with  thy  purest  heat  my  soul  inspire, 

That  with  Hillarius'  worth  my  ver»e  may  shine  t 

As  thy  )ov'd  Oideon  onqe  set  laraeł  free, 

8o  he  with  sweet,  setaphio  laya 
'  Redecms  the  use  of  captive  poetry/ 

Whicb  fint  was  fbrm'd  tospeak  thy  gloriouspraise  I 

Moses,  with  an  enebanting  tongue, 
Pharaob'8  just  overthrow  sublimely  sung  f 

Wben  Saul  and  Jonathan  in  death  were  bud, 
Surviving  Dayid  felt  tbe  aoflening  fire ! 

And,  by  the  Great  AJmighty's  tuneful  aid, 
Wak'd  into  endless  life  his  moumful  lyre. 
Their  different  thoughts,  met  in  HiUarius'  song^ 
Roli  in  one  channel  morę  divinely  strong ! 

With  Pindar^s  fire  his  verse*s  spirit  fliea, 
*  Wafted  in  charming  musie  through  the  air;9 

pnstopt  by  ckmdsf  H  reaches  to  tbe  skies, 
And  joins  with  angels'  hallelujahs  there, 
Flows  mix'd,  and  sweetly  strikes  th'  Ahńighty'8 


Rebels  should  blush  when  they  his  Gideon  see ! 
That  Gideon  boru  to  set  his  country  free. 

O  that  such  beroes  in  each  age  migbt  rise, 
Brighteuibg  through  vapours  like  the  mornińg-star# 

Generous  to  triumph,  and  in  councU  wise  < 
Gentle  in  peace,  but  terrible  m  war  I 

Wben  Gideon,  Oreb,  Hyram,  Shimron  shina 
Fierce  in  the  blaze  of  war  as  they  engage  I 

Great  bard  !  what  energy,  but  thine, 
Could  reach  the  vast  deacription  of  their  raga  ? 

Or  when,  to  cruel  foes  betray'd, 

Sareph  and  Hamar  cali  for  ajd, 
Lost,  and  befilderM  in  despair, 

How  piercing  are  the  bapleas  lorei^criesl 

What  tender  strokes  in  meltmg  accents  rise ! 
Oh,  what  a  master-piece  of  pKyłs  there  ? 

Nor  goodly  Joah  shows  thy  sweetness  less, 
When,  like  kmd.  Heaven,  he  freei  tbem  firtm  dntrefli 

Hail  thou,  whoae  verse,  a  livmg  imaga,  shines^ 
In  Gideon'8  character  yoar  own  you  drew  I 

As  there  the  graceful  patriot  shines, 
We  in  that  image  bright  HiUarius  view ! 

Lat  the  Iow  orowd,  wbo  lora  uawnoiesoJM  fufk 


THE  GENTLEMAN. 


MI 


"When  m  thy  words  the  breath  of  angels  flows, 
Like  gross-fed  spirits,  sick  in^purer  air, 

Their  earthy  soub  by  ttiehr  duli  taste  disclose  t 
Thy  dazzling  genius  shines  too  bright ! 
And  they,  like  spectres,  shun  tbe  strearas  of  light 
Bat  while  in  shades  of  ignorance  tbey  stray, 
Round  thee  rays  of  knowledge  play, 
•  And  show  thee  glitteriog  in  abstracted  day.* 


TO   THB 
BICBT  HONOUHAHLB 


BEFSY,  COUNTESS  OF  ROCHFORD, 

BUtTCaTIB   OF  THB  ŁATB  BARL  RI?BBS,   WH8N    WITO 

CHILO. 

A*  when  the  Sun  walki  fbrth  in  flaming  gold, 
Mean  pUnts  may  smile,  and  humble  flowers  unfold, 
The  łow-laid  laik  thedistant  etber  wings, 
And,  as  sbe  snars,  ber  daring  anthem  sings ; 
)3o,  wben  thy  cbarma  celestial  views  create, 
My  smilmg  song  surmotmts  my  gloómy  fate. 
Thy  angel-embryo  prompts  my  towering  lays, 
daima  my  food  wish,  and  fires  my  futurę  praise  : 
May  it,  rf  małe,  its  grandsires  image  wear ; 
Or  in  its  mothert  charms  confeas  the  fair ; 
At  the  "kind  birth  may  each  mild  planet  wait ; 
Soft  be  the  paiu,  but  prcre  the  blessing  great. 

Hail,  Rivers !  hallowM  shade !  descend  from  rett  1 
Descend  and  smile,  to  see  thy  Rochford  blest : 
Weep  not  the  scenes  through  which  my  life  must  ran, 
Though  Fate,  fleet-footed,  scents  thy  languid  sun. 
The  bar  that,  darkening,  crossM  my  crested  claim, 
Yields  at  ber  charms,  and  brightens  in  their  flame : 
That  blood  which,  honour'd,  in  thy  Rochfonfreigns, 
In  cokl  unwilling  wanderings  trac'd  my  veins. 
Want**  wintery  realm  froze  hard  around  my  view  ; 
And  scorn'8  keen  blasb?  a  cntting  anguish  blew. 
Tosncb  sad  weight  my  gatbering  griefe  were  wrought, 
Life  seemM  not  life,  bnt when  convuls'dwithtbought ! 
Decreed  beneath  a  mothert  frown  to  piner 
Madness  were  ease,  to  misery  form*d  like*  minę ! 

Yet  my  Muse  waits  thee  through  the  realm*  of  day, 
"Where  lambert  ligbtnhigs  round  thy  tempie*  play. 
parę  my  fierce  woes  will,  like  those  fires,  refine, 
Thas  tose  their  torturę,  and  thus  glorioos  shine  I 
And  now  the  Muse  heaven*s  milky  path  sureeys, 
With  thee,  'twhrt  pendent  worlds,  it  wondering  strays, 
Worlds  which,  nnnumber*d  as  thy  virtues,  roli 
Bonnd  stras — fix*d,  radiant  emblems  of  thy  soul  1 
Hence  lights  refracted  run  through  distant  skies, 
Changeful  on  azure  plams  in  qnivering  dyes  1  « 
So  thy  mind  daited  through  its  earthy  frame, 
A  widie,  a  various,  and  a  glittering  flame. 

Now  a  new  scenę  enormous  lustre  brings, 
Kow  seraphs  shade  thee  round  with  sUrer  wings; 
In  angel-(brmsNthou  seest  thy  Rochford  shine  ; 
In  each  sweet  form  is  trac'd  ber  beauteous  linę  1 
Bach  was  ber  soul,  ete  tbb  selected  mould 
Sprung  at  thy  wish,  tbe  sparkling  life  V  infold  1 
So  amidst  cheruba  sbone  her  son  refin'd, 
Era  rafant-flesh  the  new-form'd  soul  eoshriuM  I 
Bo  aball  a  sequent  race  from  Rochford  rise, 
Tb*  wmJd'f  to  pride--<iescendantf  of  the  skies. 


TO  TUB  1ZCBŁLBWW 

MIRANDA, 

COKSOBT  OF  AABON   HILL,  B*Q. 
OM  RBADIKO  HBB  POBMS. 

Each  softening  chann  of  CUo's  smiling  song, 
Montague>B  soul,  which  shines  dńrinely  strong, 
These  blend,  with  graceful  ease,  to  form  thy  rhym#. 
Tender,  yet  ebaste ;  sweet-sounding,  yet  sublime; 
Wisdom  and  wit  have  raade  thy  worka  their  care, 
Each  passion  glows,  reflnM  by  precept,  tbere : 
To  fair  ftCtraoda'8  form  each  grace  is  kind ; 
The  Muse*  and  the  Yirtues  tune  thy  mind. 


YERSES 

TO  A 

YOUNG  LADY 


Połłt,  from  me,  though  now  a  lore-sick  yootr* 
Nay,  though  a  póet,  hear  tbe  ▼oice  of  trntb  1 
Polly,  you're  not  a  beanty,  yet  you're  pretty  j 
So  graye,  yet  gay ;  so  ńily,  yet  so  witty  ; 
A  beąrt  of  sofmess,  yet  a  tongue  of  satire ; 
You  łve  cruelty,  yet,  ev'n  with  that,  good  naturę  i 
Now  you  are  free,  and  now  resenrM  awhile; 
Now  a  fbrcM  frown  betrays  a  willing  smile. 
Reproach'd  for  absence,  yet  your  sightdenyM ; 
My,  tongue  you  silence,  yet  my  silence  chide. 
How  would  you  praise  me,  should  your  sex  defame  ( 
Yet,  should  they  praise,  grow  jealous,  and  exclaim« 
If  I  despair,  with  some  kind  look  you  bless  j. 
But  tf  1  hope,  at  once  all  bope  suppress. 
You  scorn ;  yet  should  my  passion  change,  or  fail* 
Too  late  you'd  whimper  out  a  softer  tale, 
You  love :  yet  from.  your  k>ver's  wish  retire ; 
Doubt,  yet  discern ;  deny,  and  yetdesire. 
Such,  Polly,  are  your  sex— part  trntb,  part  fiction, 
Some  tbought,  much  whim,  and  all  acontradiction* 


THB 

GENTLEMAN. 

ADDBBMBO  TO 

JOHN  JOUFFE,  Esq. 

A  Dbcbnt  mem,  and  elcgance  of  dres*, 
Words,  which,  at  ease,  each  winning  grace 
A  life,  where  love,  by  wisdom  polish'd,  shines, 
Where  wisdom'8  self  again,  by  love,  refines ; 
Where  we  to  chance  for  friendship  ncver  triist, 
Nor  ever  dread  from  sudden,  whim  disgust ; 
The  social  manners,  and  the  heart  humane  ; 
A  naturę  ever  great,  and  nevervain ; 
A  wit,  that  no  liceotious  pertness  knows  ; 
Tbe  sense,  that  unassumiogcandourshows; 
tteason,  by  narrow  pnnciples  uncheck'd,    . 
|  Slave  to  no  party,  bigot  to  no  sect ; 
Knowledge  of  ranous  life,  of  learning  too ; 
Thence  taste ;  thence  truth,  which  will  from 

ensue: 
Unwilling  censure,  though  a  judgment  elear  i 

A  smile  indnhrent.  »»d  tbat  smile  sincere  i 
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An  humble,  though  aaeleratej!  mind ; , 
A  pride,  its  pleasure  but  to  serre  mankind : 
If  these  esteem  and  admiration  raise; 
Give  true  dehght,  and  gain  unflattering  praise, 
In  one  wish'd  Wew,  th'  aocompłish'd  man  we 
These  gracefl  all  arethine,  and  tbou  art  ho. 


CHABACTER 

OF  THB 

Ha.  JAMES  FOSTER. 

*********** 
*********** 

TmoM  Codex  bear,  ye  eeclesiastic  men, 
lliis  pastorał  charge  to  Webster,  Stebbing,  Ven  ; 

Attend,  ye  emblems  of  your  ? '«  mind  ! 

Mark  feith,  mark  hope,  mark  charity,  defintd ; 
On  terms,  whence  no  ideas  ye  can  draw, 
Pin  well  your  faith,  and  then  pronounce  it  law ; 
First  wealth,  a  crosier  next,  your  hope  inflame  5 
And  next  church-power— a  power  o'er  conscience, 

claim;  » 

In  modes  of  worship  rigbt  of  choice  deny  5 
Say,  to  convert,  all  means  are  fair  j— add,  wbyj 
Tis  cbaritable— let  your  power  decree, 
That  persecufion  then  13  charlty ; 
Cali  reason  errour  5  forms,  not  thing*,  display  j 
Let  morał  doctrine  to  abstruse  give  way ; 
Sink  demonstration;  mystery  preach  alone ; 
Be  thus  religion^  frierid,  aud  thus  your  own. 
,  But  Poster  well  this  hpnest  truth  extends — 
Wbere  mystery  begins,  reiigion  ends. 
In  him,  great  modern  miracle !  we  see 
A  priest,  from  ararice  and  ambition  free  j 
One  whom  no  persecuting  spirit  fires; 
Whose  heart  and  tongue  benevolence  inspires 
Łeara'd,  not  assuming ;  eloquent-,  yet  plain; 
Meek,  tbough  nottimorouSj  conscious,  though  not 

ram; 
Without  ctaft,  rererend  5  holy,  without  cant  f 
Zealousfbr  truth,  without  enthusiast  rant. 
His  feilh,  where  no  cred  uli  ty  is  seeą, 
Twhrt  infidel  and  bigot,  marka  the  mean  ; 
His  hope,  no  mitrę  militant  on  Earth,  fworth. 

Tis  tbat  brjght  crown,  wbich  Heaven  reserres  for 
A  priest,  iń  charity  with  all  mankind, 
His  !ove  to  vjrtue,  not  to  sect  contraM  t 
Trutb  his  deligbt ;  from  hiin  it  flames  abroad, 
From  him,  who  fears  no  bemg,  but  his  flod. 
In  him  from  Christian,  morał  light  can  shine  $ 
Kot  mad  with  mystery,  but  a  sound  dWine  ; 
He  wins  the  wise  and  good,  with  reason'8  lorę  ; 
Then  strtkes  their  passionswith  pathetio  power ; 
Where  vice  erects  her  head,  rebukes  the  page  ; 


Mix'd  with  rebuke,  persuasWe  charms  engage; 
Cbarms,  which  th'  unthinkii 
excite; 


ing  must  to  thought 


\fi  \  vice  less  ricious !  riitufe  moreupright: 
Him  copy,'  Codnc,  that  tbe  good  and  wise, 
\*Tk>  w  abbor  thy  heart,  and  head  despise,   v 
Way  see  thee  now,  though  late,  redeem  thyname, 
And  glonry  what  else  is  damn'd  to  feme. 

But  should  some  churchman,  apeingwit  serere, 
*  The  po*  's  mi«  tornM  baptitfWtay,  and  mer 1 


Shame  on  that  narrow  mind  so  often  knoww, 
Which  m  one  modę  of  faith,  owns  worth  alone. 
Sneer  on,  raił,  wrangle !  nought  this  truth  repeto-* 
Virtue  is  virtue,  whcresoe^  she  dwells ; 
And  surę,  where  learning  gives  ber  light  to  shine, 
Her's  is  all  praiste— »if  herłR,  'tis  Foster,  thme. 
Thee  boast  dissenters ;  we  with  pride  raay  owa 
Our  Tiilotson  ;  and  Romę,  ber  Fenelon  '. 


the 
POETS  DEPENDJKCE 

OK  A 

STATESMAN. 

Some  seem  to  hint,  and  otbers  proof  will  bring, 
That,  from  negłect,  my  numerous  baniships  spring1* 
"  Seek  the  great  man  I1*  they  ery — 'tis  tiiea  dc- 
In  him,'if  I  court  fortunę,  1  succeed.         *   [creed, 

What  friends  to  second  ?  who  for  me  should  sne, 
Have  interests,  partial  to  themselves,  in  riew. 
They  own  my  matchless  fatc  compassion  draws  ; 
They  all  wish  well,  lament,  but  drop  my  caose. 

There  are  who  ask  no  pension,  want  no  płace- 
No  title  wish,  and  would  acoept  no  grace. 
Can  I  entreat,  they  should  for  me  obtain 
The  least,  who.  greatest  for  themsehes  disdatn  ł 
A  statesman,  knowingthis,  unkind,  will  ery,    - 
"  Those  love  him  :    let  those  serre  him  !— why 
should  I  >» 

Say,  shall  I  tura  where  luore  pointa  my  views; 
At  first  desert  my  friends,  at  length  abuse  r* 
But,  on  less  terms,  in  promise  he  compties : 
Years  bury  years,  and  hopes  on  hopes  arise  ? 
I  trust,  am  trusted  on  my  fiury  gain ; 
And  woes  on  woes  attend,  an  endless  train. 

Be  posts  dispos^d  at  wiń ! — 1  have,  for  tbese, 
No  goid  to  plead,  no  impudence  to  tease. 
All  secret  senrice  from  my  soul  I  hate ; , 
All  dark  inlrigues  of  pleasure,  or  of  atata. 
1  have  no  power,  election-yotes  to  gam: 
No  wfll  to  hackney  out  polemic  strain ; 
To  shape,  as  time  shall  serre,  my  verae,  or  prose, 
To  flatter  thence,  nor  slur,  a  courtier*s  foes  j 
Nor  him  to  daub  with'  praise,  if  I  piwail  ; 
Nor  sbock'd  by  him  with  libels  to  assall. 
Where  these  are  not^  what  claim  to  me  belongs  ? 
Though  minę  the  Muse  and  virtue,birth  and  wrongs* 

Where  lives  the  statesman,  so  in  bonour  ciear^ 
To  give  where  he  nas  nought  to  hope,  nor  fearr 
No !— there  to  seek,  is  but  to  find  fresh  pain : 
Tbe  promise  broke,  renewM,  and  broke  again; 
To  be,  as  humour  deigns,  receiv'd,  refos'd  ;    , 
By  taras  affronted,  and  by  turns  amus'd ; 
To  lose  that  time,  which  wortoięr  tboughts  raquire ; 
To  lose  the  health,  which  should  those  thoaghte 
inspire; 


1  In  this  character  of  the  rer.  James  Foster 
truth  guided  the  penof  the  muse.  Mr  Pope  paid 
atributetothemodestworth  of  this  eoceUent  man  : 
Httle  did  he  imagine  his  rer.  Annotator  would  en* 
dearour  to  convert  his  praise  into  abuse.  The  cha- 
racter and  writings  of  Foster  will  be  admired  and 
read,  wben  the  worki  of  the  bitter  coptroreisia^ 
areforgoUea    JL 


TO  MISS  MT 


K 


•  ;  * 
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-*Ib  stary*  and  hope;  or,  like  camelkms,  Ikrę 
On  inraisterial  fatth,  whieh  means  but  ahr. 

But  stUl,  undrooping,  I  the  crewdisdain, 
Who,  or  by  jobs,  or  libels,  wcalth  obtain. 
Ne'er  l«t  me  be,  throagh  those,  from  want  exempt ; 
In  one  mau's  farour,  in  the  world's  contempt : 
Worse  in  my  own !— through  thoee,  to  poste  who 

rise, 
Themselves,  in  secret,  retist  themseives  despise ;  ■ 
Vile,  and  morę  vile,  tHI  they,  at  length,'  disclaim 
Kot  sense  akme  of  glory,  but  of  shaine. 

What  thoogh  I  hom*!y  see  the  servile  herd, 
Kor  meaimess  honourM,  and  fbrguilt  preferM; 
See  selftsh  passion,  public  virtue  s%em  ; 
And  public  virtue  an  entbusiast  dream ; 
St«  favouT*d  falschood,  ianocence  belied, 
Meekneas  depress'd,  a  od  power-elated  pride ; 
A  scenę  will  show,  all-righteous  vision,  hastę ; 
The  meek  exaltcd,  and  the  proud  debas'd  f— 
Oh,  to  be  there ! — to  tread  that  friendly  shore, 
Where  falsehood,  pride,  and  statesmen  are  no  morę! 

Butere  indulg'd — ere  Fatemybreathshall  claim, 
A  poet  still  is  anxu>us  after  famę.  ' 
What  futurę  famę  *would  my  ambrtion  crave  ? 
This  were  my  wiah— could  ougbt  my  memory  sare, 
Say,  when  in  death  my  sorrows  Ile  reposM, 
That  my  past  life  no  renal  riew  disc)os*d; 
Say,  X  weil  knew,  while  in  a  state  obscure, 
Withotit  the  being  base,  the  being*  poor; 
Say,  I  had  parte,  too  moderate  to  transcend: 
Yet  sense  to  mean,  and  virtue  not  t'  offend  ; 
My  heart  supplying  what  my  head  denied, 
Say  that,  by  Pope  esteem'd  I  hVd  and  died ; 
Whose  writings  the"  best  rules  to  write  could  gire ; 
Whose  life,  the  nobler  science,  how  to  Ifre. 
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EPISTLE 


TO 

DAMON  AND  DFXIA. 

Hsaa  Datnon,  Delia  hear,  in  candid  lays, 
Truth  without  aiftter,  withoot  flattery,  praise  I 

A  booknb  mind,  with  pedantry  unfraught, 
Oft  a  sedate,  yet  never  gloomy  thought : 
Prorapt  to  rejoice,  when  othera  pleasure  know, 
And  prompt  to  feel  the  pang  for  others  woej 
To  soften  faults,  to  which  a  foe  is  prone,  / 

And,  in  a  friend*  s  perfection,  praise  your  own; 
A  will  sincere,  unknown  to  selfish  riews  ; 
A  heart  of  lorę,  of  gallantry  a  Muse  ;  < 
A  delieate,  yet  not  a  jealous  mind ; 
A  passion  ever  fond,  yet  ncver  blind,  jy 

Gtowing  with  amorous,  yet  with  guiltless  firaa, 
In  ever-eager,  nerer  gross  desires : 
A  modest  hononr,  sacred  to  contain 
.Prom  tattling  ranity,  when  smiles  you  gam ; 
Constant,  most  pleas'd   when  beauty  most  you 

•    please: 
Damonl  your  pictnre's  shown  in  tints  like  these. 

Say,  Delia  I  inust  I  cbide  you  or  commend  ? 
Jay,  must  I  be  your  flatterer  or  your  friend  ? 

To  pnise  no  graces  in  a  rival  fair, 
Kor  your  own  fotbles  in  a  utter  spare; 
£ach  loYert  billet,  bantering,  to  rrreal, 
A^oarsrloiownoneseorettoconceai; 


Young,  fickle,  nur,  a  lerfty  ml 

To  treat  all  sighing  slares  with  flippant  scorn  5 

An  eye,  expressire  of  a^  wańdering  mind : 

Nor  this  to  read,  nor  that  to  think  mclin'd ; 

Or  when  a  book,  or  thought,  from  whim  xetard% 

Intent  on  songs  or  norels,  dress  or  carda ; 

Clioice  to  selecMhe  party  of  delight, 

To  kHl  time,  thought,  and  famę,  in  frolic  fligfct  £ 

To  flutter  berę,  to  flurry  there  on  wing  ; 

To  talk,  to  tease,  to  simper,  or  to  sing ; 

To  prude  it,  to  coquet  it — nim  to  trust, 

Whose  vain,  loose  life,  shoutd  caution  or  disgost; 

Him  to  dislike,  whose  modest  worth  should  ptease.— *< 

Say,  is  your  picture  shown  in  tints  like  these  ? 

Your»s !  —you  deny  it— Hear  the  point  then  tried, 

Let  judgment,  truth,  the  Muse,  and  love  decide. 

What  your'8 1 — Nay,  fairest  trifler,  frown  not  so  j 

Is  it ?  the  Muse  with  doubt — Love  answers,  no : 

You  smile — Is't  not  ł  Again  the  question  try  J— 

Yes,  judgment  tainks,  and  truth  will  yes,  reply. 


TO 


MISS  M . 

SSHT  WITH 

Mł  POPFs  WORKS. 

Ski  female  vice  and  female  folly  herc, 

Rallied  with  wit  polite,  or  Iash'd  serere : 

Lei  Pope  present  such  objecte  to  onr  view  ; 

Such  are,  my  fair,  the  fuli  reverse  of  you. 

Rapt  when,  to  Loddon's  stream  >  from  Windsor^ 

shades, 
He  smgs  the  modest  charras  of  sylran  maids  ;  ' 
Dear  Burford'8  hills  in  memory^s  eye  appear, 
And  LuddaTs  spring  s  still  murmurs  in  my  ear : 
But  when  you  ceaselo  biess  my  longing  eyes, 
Dumb  isthe  spring,  the  joyless  prospect  dies : 
Come  then,  my  charmer,  comel  here  transport 

reigns ! 
New  health,  new  youtb,  inspirits  all  my  Teina, 
£ach  hour  let  intercourse  of  bearts  employ, 
Thou  life  of  lovelinefs !  thou  soul  of  joy ! 
Lowe  wakes  the  birds— oh,  hear  each  meltmg  lay  l 
Love  warms  tha  worki— come  eharmer,  come  away  t 
But  hark ! — immortal  Pope  resumes  the  lyre  I 
Diviner  airs,  diviner  flights,  inspire : 
Hark  where  an  angcPs  language  tunes  the  linę  I 
See  where  the  thoughte  and  looks  of  angels  shine ! 
Here  he  pourM  all  the  musie  of  your  tongue, 
And  all  your  looks  and  thoughts,  uoconscious,  sung^ 


ON  THE  RICOTSJIY  Of 

A  LADY  OF  *V ALITY 
FROM  THE  SMAŁŁ  POX 

Łono  a  1oV4  fal r  had  blessM  ber  oonsorfs  fight 
With  amorous  pride,  and  undisturbM  delight; 
Till  Death,  grown  envious  with  repngnant  ahn, 
Frown'd  at  thelr  joys,  and  niY/d  a  tyranfs  claim* 

1  Alloding  to  the  btanttful  episode  of  Lodds**v 
in  Windsor  Forest 
*  A  spring  near  Bnrfbrd* 
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He  summons  each  disease  !— the  noaooot  crew, 
Writhmg,  in  dire  distortions,  strikehis  riew  I 
From  rarious  plagues,  wfrich  various  naturę*  know, 
Forth  rnshes  beauty's  fearM  and  fervent  fbe. 
Fierce  to  the  fair,  tbe  miasile  miscbief  flies, 
The  sanguine  streams  in  raging  ferment*  rise  ! 
Ii  drives,  ignipotent,  through  every  vein, 
Hangs  cm  the  heart,  and  burns  around  the  brain ! 
Now  a  chill  darop  the  cbarmer's  lustre  dims  I 
Sad  o'er  her  eyes  the  IWid  languor  swims  1 
Her  eyes,  that  with  a  glance  could  joy  iospire, 
Like  settrag  stars,  scarce  shoot  a  glimmering  flre. 
-    Herę  stands  her  consort,  sore,  with  anguish,  preat,  • 
Grief  in  his  eye,  and  terrour  in  his  breast. 
Tbe  Paphian  Grace*,  smit  with  ansious  care, 
In  silent  sorrow  weep  the  wainmg  fair. 
Eight  suns,  successive,  roli  their  fire  away, 
And  eigbt  slow  nights  see  their  deep  shades  decay. 
Whiłe  these  reroWe,  thoogfa  mute  each   Muse 

appears, 
Eacb  speaking  eye  drops  cloąuence  in  tears. 
On  tbe  ninth  noon,  great  Phoebus,  listening  bcnds ! 
On  the  ntnth  noon,  eacb  voice  in  prayerasceods  !— 
Great  God  of  light,  of  song,  and  pbysic' s  art, 
Restore  the  languid  fair,  new  soul  impart ! 
Her  beauty,  wit,  and  Yirtue,  claim  thy  care* 
And  throe  own  bóunty's  almost  riva1'd  there. 
Each  paus'd.  The  god  assents.   rYould  Death  ad- 

vance? 
Phoebus,  unseen,  arrests  the  threatening  lance ! 
Down  from  bis  orb  a  vivid  influence  streams, 
And  quickening  earth  imbibes  salubrbus  beams  ; 
Eacb  balmy  plant,  increase  of  virtue  knows, 
And  art,  inspir^d,  with  all  her  patron,  glows. 
Tbe  charmer»s  opening  eye,  kind  bope,  revea!s, 
Kind  bope,  her  consort'8  breast  enlivening  feels. 
Each  grace  remes,  eacb  Muse  resumes  the  lyre, 
Eacb  beauty  brightens  with  re~lumin'd  fire, 
As  health'8  auspicious  powers  gay  life  display, 
Death,  iiiUen  at  the  stght,  stalks  slow  away, 


TB* 

FRIEND. 

a* 
EPISTŁB 

TO 

AARON  H1LL  Eao. 


O  My  lcVd  HiU,  O  thou  by  Hearen  design'd 
Tb  cbann,  to  mend,  and  to  adom  mankmd ! 
To  thee  my  hopea,  fears,  joys,  and  sorrow*  tend, 
Thou  brotber,  father,  nearer  yet ! — thou  friend ! 

If  worWly  friendships  oft  cement,  divide, 
As  interests  vaiy,  or  as  whims  preside ; 
lf  leagnes  of  tatary  borrow  friendship'8  ligbt, 
Or  leagnes  subwarsrfe  of  all  sociał  right: 
O  say,  my  HiU,  in  wnat  propkious  sphere, 
Gain  we  the  friend,  pure,  knowing,  and  sinoere? 
'TSrwtere  the  worthy  and  the  wisc  retire; 
There  weaith  may  learn  itt  use,  may  lo?e  foton*; 
There  may  young  worth,  the  aobtest  end  obtam, 
In  want  may  friendt,in  frienda  inay  knowledge  gafo; 
In  knowledge  bliss ;  lor  wisdom  viitue  nada, 
And  brightens  mortał  to  immortal  mmd*> 
Kmd  then  my  wrongs,  if  kwe,  like  yours,  eanaaid; 
Itr  you,  like  Yjrttta,  art  afriaad  inktaV 


Oft  when  you  saw  my  youth  wild  errow  know* 
Reproof,  soft-hinted,  taugbt  the  blusb  to  głów. 
Young  #ud  unform'd,  you  fint  my  genios  raisM, 
Just  smil*d  whenfauHy,  and  when  moderate  prais'd» 
Me.shun'd,  me  ruin'd,  such  a  mother^s  ragę  ! 
You  sung,  till  pity  wept  o'er  every  page. 
You  calPd  my  lays  and  wrongs  to  early  famę  ; 
Yet,  yet,  th'  obdurale  mother  felt  no  shame. 
Pierc'd  as  I  was  1  your  counsel  softonM  care, 
Tb  ease  turn'd  anguish,  and  to  hope  despair. 
The  man  who  never  wound  afflictfre  feels, 
He  never'  felt  the  balmy  worth  that  beals. 
Wełcome  the  wound,  when  blest  with  such  relief! 
For  deep  is  felt  fhe  friend,  when  felt  in  grief. 

From  you  shall  never,  but  with  life,  remove 
Aspiring  genius,  condescending  love. 
When  sonie,  with  cold,  superior  looks,  redress, 
Relief  seems  insult,  and  coofirms  distress ; 
You,  when  you  view  the  man  with  wrongs  besśegM, 
While  warm  you  act  th'  obliger,  seem  th'  oblig'<L 

AU-winning  mild  to  each  of  lowly  state ;   ' 
To  equais  free,  unsenrile  to  the  great ; 
Greatness  you  honour,  Vhen  by  worth  acqtuVd  j 
Worth  is  by  worth  in  every  rankadmi^d. 
Greatness  you  scorn,  when  titles  insult  speak ; 
ProuU  to  vain  pride,  to  honour^d  meekness  rneek. 
That  worthless  Uiss,  which  others  court,  you  fly  i 
That  worthy  woe,  they  shan,  attractsyour  eye. 

But  shall  the  Muse  resound  alone  your  praise; 
No— let  the  public  friend  exalt  ber  lays ! 
O  tracę  that  friend  with  me !— he's  yoors  !• 

minę  !— 
Tbe  world'8— beneficent  bebold  bim  shine ! 

Is  weaith  his  sphere }     If  riobes,  like  a 
From  eitjier  India  pour  their  golden  pride; 
Rich  in  good  worka,  hun  others  wants  employ  % 
He  gires  tbe  widow's  heart  to  sbtg  for  joy. 
To  orpbans,  prisoners,  shall  his  bounty  fiow  > 
The  weeping  fiamily  of  want  and  woe. 

Is  knowledge  his }  Renerolently  great, 
In  leisure  active,  and  in  care  sedate  ; 
What  aid,  his  little  weaith  perchance  demes, 
Irt  each  bard  instance  his  advice  suppfiea. 
With  modest  truth  be  sets  the  waudering  right, 
And  gives  religion  pure,  primeral  ligbt; 
In  love  diifusive,  as  in  ligbt  refin'd, 
Tbe  liberał  emblem  of  his  Makei^s  mind. 

Is  power  his  orb  ?  He  then,  like  power  diTtoe, 
On  all,  though  with  a  varied  ray,  will  shine. 
Ere  power  was  his,  the  man  heonce  camtstt, 
Meets  the  same  futhful  smile,  and  mutual  breast  \ 
But  asks  bis  friend  some  dignity  of  state  j 
His  friend,  uneoual  to  th*  incumbent  weigfaU 
Asks  tt  a  stranger,  one  whom  parta  mapko 
With  all  a  peop^s  welfare  would  reouire  ? 
*#a  choice  admits  no  pause ;  his  gift  will  prora 
h\\  private,  well  absoro'd  in  public  love. 
He  shields  his  country,  when  for  aid  aha  calls; 
Or,  should  sbe  mil,  with  ber  be  greaUyfidfc: 
But,  as  proud  Romę,  with  guilty  conanest  crowa'^ 
Spread  slavery,  death  and  desolation  rouad, 
Should  e'er  his  country,  for  dominion*s  prtie, 
Againtt  the  sons  of  men  a  Jactioo  rise, 
Glory  in  bers,  is  in  his  eye  disgrace  ; 
Tbe  friend  of  truth;  the  friend  of  human  raat> 

Thus  to  noone,  no  sect,  no  climecoafina^ 
His  bocmdless  lorę  embracas  all  manknd; 
And  all  their  ▼ntuet  in  bis  life  are  known; 
And  all  their  jo|t  ani  *9 nm  an  hit  awi^ 
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4ta»  «r*  the  lights,  where  stands  that  friend 

confest ; 
This,  this  the  spirit,  wbich  infbrms  thj  breast, 
Through  fbrtunetocloud  thy  geuuioe  worth  can  shrae  ; 
What  woukTst  tbou  not,  were  wealth  and  greatness 

thiue? 


AK 
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TO 

Jfr.  JOTY  DFEll, 

~4UTIOa  OF   OlOKGAB-HItL* 

In  Answer  to  his  from  the  Country '. 

)9ow  ranom  brnie  id  melting  concert  sing, 
And  hail  tbe  beauty  ofthe  opening  Spring  : 
Now  to  tby  dreams  the  nightingafe  •oompkuns, 
Till  tiie  lark  wakes  thee  with  her  cheerful  stratni; 
Wakes,  in  thy  verse  and  friendship  ever  lrind, 
M elodkras  comfort  to  my  jarring  mind. 

Oh,couTd  my  soul  through  depthsofknowledge  see, 
Could  I  read  Naturę  and  mankind  like  thee, 
I  shooW  o'ercome,  or  bear  the  shocks  of  łatę, 
And  e'eo  draw  envy  to  the  humblest  state. 
Tbou  canst  raise  honour  firom  each  ill  cvent, 
From  ahocks  gain  rigour,  and  from  want  cooteut 

Thmk  not  ligbt  poetry  my  lhVs  chief  care ! 
The  Muse's  maraton  m,  at  best,  but  air  j 
Bat,  if  morę  solid  works  my  meantng  fbrms, 
Th'  unfmtsh'd  strnctures  fali  by  fbrtune's  storms. 

Oft  have  I  said  we  falsety  those  accuse, 
Whose  god-like  sools  lhVs  middte  state  refuse* 
Self»love,  I  cry'd,  there  seeks  ignoble  rest ; 
Care  sleeps  not  calm,  when  millions  wake  unblest ; 
Mean  let  me  shrink,  or  spread  sweet  sbadeo'er  all, 
Low  as  the  shrub,  or  as  tbe  cedar  tali  !— 
Twas  Tain  'twas  wild ! —  I  songht  the  middle  state, 
And  found  the  good,  and  fbund  tbe  truły  great. 

Though  *erse  can  nerer  give  ra^  soul  ber  aim j 
Though  aćtioo  only  claims  Bubśtantial  fanie ; 
Though  fate denies  what  my  proud  wants  r^uńre, 
Tet  grant  me,  Heaven,  by  knowledge  toaspire : 
Thos  to  inquiry  let  me  prompt  the  mind ; 
Thua  elear  dimin'd  truth,  and  bid  herbless  mankind ; 
ttnom  the  pierc'd  orpban  thua  draw  shafts  of  grief ! 
Ann  want  with  patience,  and  teach  wealth  relief ! 
•  To  senre  lov»d  liberty  inspire  my  breath  J 
Dr,  if  my  life  be  useless,  grant  me  death 5 
For  he,  who  useless  is  in  life  survey'd, 
Bortheos  that  worłd,  his  duty  bids  him  aid. 

Say,  what  have  honours  to  allure  the  mind, 
Wbich  be  gainsmost,  who  least  has  serv'd  mankind ; 
Tittes,  whrtł  worn  by  fbols,  I  dare  despise  j 
Tet  they  claim  homage,  when  they  crown  the  wise, 
Wben  higłTdistinction  marka  deserving  heirs, 
Desert  sttll  digni6es  the  mark  it  wears. 
But,  who  to  birth  atone  would  honours  owe  } 
Honours,  'rf  true,  from  seedś  of  merit  grow. 
Those  trees  with  sweetest  ehanns  inWte  otur  eyes, 
Wbich,  firom  our  own  erjgraffcment,  rraitful  rise, 
•till  we  lorę  best  what  we  with  labour  gain, 
^•thecbiH^dearerfbrtheniotheespaJD, 

*  Sm  Dyart  Poem*.  - 


The  great  T  would  not  eirfy  nor  derkie  j 
Nor  stoop  to  swell  a  vain  superior's  pride ; 
Nor  view  aa  eąuaPs  hope  with  jealous  eyes  ; 
Nor  crush  tbe  wretch  beneath  who  wailing  Uet* 
My  sympathizing  breast  his  grief  can  feel, 
And  my  eye  weep  the  wound  I  cannot  heal. 
Ne'er  among  friendships  let  me  sow  debatę, 
Nor  by  anothei^s  fali  adrance  my  state  ; 
Nor  misuse  wit  agamst  an  absent  friend : 
Let  me  the  rirtues  of  a  foe  defend  ! 
In  wealth  and  want  true  minds  preseire  their  weightj 
Meek,  though  exalted ;  though  di*grac'd,  elate : 
Generous  and  grateful,wrong'd  or  help'd  they  live  j 
Grateful  to  serra,  and  generous  to  forgive. 
.    This  may  they  learn,  who  close  thy  life  attend  j 
Wbich  dear,  in  memory,  still  instraets  thy  friend. 
Though  cruel  distance  bars  my  g rower  eye, 
My  soul,  elear  sighted,  draws  thy  rirtue  nigh; 
Thro*  her  deepwoe  that  quickening  comfort  glearas, 
And  li^hto  up  fbrtitude  with  friendships  beams. 


FERSES 

OCCAStOWED  BT  Tffl 

VicB-PamciPAL  or  Sr.  Maey-hall,  Oxpo*n, 
bbihc  misBimo  ar  tr<  noNonaABŁH  tras.  KNtoBJtw 

TO  TH*  ŁITTNO  OF  GOOSriBŁD  IN  KS3EX. 

WarLB  by  mean  arts  and  meaner  patrons  rise 
Priests,  whom  the  learned  and  the  good  despise ; 
This  sees  mir  Knight,in  whose  transcendent  mind^ 
Are  wisdom,  purity,  and  truth  enshrinM.  * 

A  Jnodest  merit  now  sheplans  to  lift,     . 
Thy  liring,  Godsfield !  falls  her  instant  gift. 
"  Let  me"  (she  said)  *'  reward  alone  the  wise* 
And  make  the  church-rerenue  Yirtue^a  pnze. 

She  songht  the  man  of  bonest,  candid  breast* 
In  faith,  in  works  of  goodness,  fuli  exprest ; 
Though  young,-yet  tutoring  academic  youth 
To  science  morał,  and  religious  truth. 
She  soeght  where  the  disinterested  friend, 
Tbe  scholar,  aagenand  free  oompanion  blend  ; 
The  pleasing  poet,  and  the  deep  divine, 
She  soaght,  she  found,  and,  Hart!  Łheprizewasthinei 


FULFIA? 

A   POBIf. 


Lbt  Pulria,S  wisdom  be  a  slave  to  will, 

Her  darling  passions,  scandal  and  quadn'Ue; 

On  friends  and  fbes  her  tongne  a  satire  known, 

Her  deeds  a  satire  on  hersetf  alone. 

On  her  poorkindred  deigns  sheword  or  look  r 

Tis  cold  respect,  or  *tis  unjust  rebtike ; 

Worse  wben  good  natur»d,  than  wben  most  severe  j 

The  jest  impure  then  pains  the  modestear. 

How  just  the  sceptic  !  the  diyine  how oddi 

What  turns  of  wit  play  smartly  on  her  (Jod! 

The  Fates,  my  nearest  kindred,  foes  decree : 
Pulria,  when  pkra'd  at  them,  straight  pitiei  nMj 
Sbe,  like  benevolenoera  smile  bestows, 
Favoors  to  me  łndujge  her  spleen  to  those. 
The  banquet  serr^d,  with  peeresses  I  sit :    . 
She  tells  my  story,  and  repeats  mf  wit 
With  mouth  distorted  through  a  soandmg  nase 
It  comes,  now  boniffHnesj  morę  bomery  growjj, 
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With  see-saw  mnds,  and  nonsense  not  my  own, 
flhe  skrewi  berfeatures,  and  she  crack*  ner  tonę. 
"  How  flne  your  Bastard  1  why  so  soft  a  strain  ? 
What  such  a  mother  ?  satirize  again  !" 

Oft  I  object— but  nVd  it  Furml  will— 
Ah!  though  unkind,  sheismy  motber  still! 

The  verse  now'  flows,  the  manuscript  she  claims. 
•Tis  fam'd— The  ramę,  each  curions  nur  inflames  : 
The  wild-fire  runtr ;  from  copy,  copy  grows : 
The  Brets,  alarmM,  a  separate  peace  propose. 
»Tw  ratified— How  alterM  FuWia'8  look ! 
My  wifs  degraded,  and  my  cai%e  fbrsook. 
Thus  she :  "  Wbatfs  poetry  but  to  amuse  ? 
Might  I  advise— there  are  morę  solid  views.w 
With  a  cool  air  she  adds :  <(This  Ule  is  old : 
Werę  it  my  case,  it  should  no  morę  be  told. 
Gomplaints — had  I  been  worthy  to  advise — 
You  know— But  when  are  wits,  łike  women,  wise  ? 
True  it  may  take  j  but,  think  whate'er  you  list, 
Ali  Iove  the  satire,  nonę  the  satirist." 

I  start,  I  stare,  stand  nVd,  tben  pause  awhile  ; 
Then  hesitate,  then  ponder  well,  then  smile. 
"  Madam— a  pension  lost— and  whertfs  amends !" 
"Sir"  (ehe  i*plie«)"indeedyou,ll  lose  your  friends." 
Why  did  1  start?  'twas  but  a  change  of  wind — 
Orthe  same  thing— the  lady  chang'd  her  mind. 
1  bow,  depart,  despise,  discern  her  all : 
Kanny  reviaits,  and  disgrac^d  I  fali. 

Xet  Fulvia's  friendship  whirl  with  e\ery  whim ! 
A  reed,  aweather-cock,  a  shade,  a  dream : 
No  morę  the  friendship  shall  be  now  displaytt 
By  weather-cock,  or  reed,  or  dream,  or  shade ; 
Totf auny  fix'd  unrarymg  shall  it  tend, 
For  souls,  so  form'd  alike,  were  fbrm'd  to  blend. 


EPITAPft 

ON  A 

YOUNG  LADY. 


Clos'd  are  thoae  eyea,  that  beamM  seraphic  fire  j 
Cold  is  that  breast,  wbich  gave  the  world  desire : 
Mute  fa  the  voice  where  wmning  softnesswarmM, 
Where  musie  melted,  and  where  wisdom  cbarm'd, 
And  Itoely  wit,  which,  decently  confinM , 
No  prode  e'er  thougbt  hnpure,  no  friend  unkind. 
Could  modest  knowledge,  fair  untrifling  youth, 
PersuasWe  reason  and  endearing  truth, 
Could  honour,  shown  in  friendship*  most  refin'd, 
And  sense,  that  shields  th*attempted  virtuous  mind 
The  soclal  temper  nerer  known  to  strife, 
The  heightening  graces  that  embellish  life ; 
Gould  these  have  e'er  the  darts  of  Death  defied, 
)fe*er,  ah  I  never  had  Metinda  died ; 
Nor  can  she  die— er'n  now  survives  her  name,  , 
JtamortalizM  by  friendship,  love,  and  famę. 


THB 

GENIUS  OF  LIBERTY 

'      A  POEM. 
nccAsioHcn  ar  tbi  detałtom  op  thi  pbimcb 

AND   FllNCEtf   OF  OftANOB. 

(Written  in  the  year  1734.) 

MiŁBrose  the  mora!  the  face  of  Naturę  bright 
Wore  SM  txtenaivc  smlte  of  cala  and  light; 


Wide,  o*er  the  land,  did  hotoring  dleoce  reigfl, 

Wide  o'er  the  blue  dłffusion  of  the  main; 

When  lo !  before  me,  on  the  southern  shore, . 

Stood  fbrth  the  power,  whom  Albion's  sons  adore  | 

Blest  Liberty  !  whote  charge  is  Albion's  igle  ; 

Whom  reason  gives  to  bloom,  and  truth  to  smile  ; 

Gives  peace  to  gladden,  sheltering  law  to  spread, 

Learning  to  lift  aloft  her  laorelM  bead,  * 

Rich  industry  to  view,  with  pleastng  eyes, 

Her  fleets,  her  cities,  and  her  hanrests  rise. 

In  cttrious  emblems  erery  art,  exprest, 

Glow'd  from  the  loom,  and  brigbtenM  on  his  vest. 

Science  in  various  lights  atteotion  won, 

Wav'd  on  his  robę,  and  glitter'd  m  the  ^an.  [claim  s 

"  My  words,"  be  cried,   "  my  words  obsen-ance 
Resounid,  ye  Muses ;  and  receire  them,  Famę  1 
Herę  was  my  statioo,  when,  o'er  ocean  wide, ' 
The  great,  third  William,  stretch^d  his  naval  pride  i 
I  with  my  sacred  mfluence  swelPd  his  sou] ; 
Th*  euslav'd  to  free,  th*  enslaver  to  control. 
In  vain  did  waves  disperse,  and  winds  detain  : 
He  came,  be  sar^ ;  in  his  was  seen  my  reign. 
How  just,  how  great,  the  plan  his  soul  design'^ 
To  humble  tyrants,  and  secure  mankind  1 
Next,Marlborough  in  his  steps  successfultrod : 
This  godlike  plann'd ;  that,  finish'd  like  a  god  1 
And,  while  O^»pression  fled  to  realms  unknown, 
Europę  was  free,  and  Britain  glorious  shone, 

"Where  Nassau's  race  eitensivegrowtb  display 'd^ 
There  freedom  ever  found  a.sheltering  shade. 
Still  Heayen  is  kind  I — See,  from  the  princely  root» 
Millions  to  biesa,  the  branch  auspkńous  shoot  1 
He  lives,  he  flourishes,  his  honoors  spread  ; 
Fair  virtues  blooming  on  his  youthful  head  : 
Nurse  nim,  ye  beavenly  dews,  ye  sunny  rays, 
Into  firm  health,  fair  famę,  and  length  of  days !" 

He  pausM,  and  casting  o*er  the  deep  hb  eye, 
Where  the  last  billów  swells  rato  the  sky, 
Where,  in  gay  tiaion,  round  th'  horizon's  linę  , 
The  moving  clouds  with  Tarious  beauty  shmc; 
As  dropping  from  their  bosom,  ting*d  with  gold, 
Shoots  forth  a  sait,  amusire  to  behoil  1 
Lo !  while  its  light  tne  glowing  wave  retnrns, 
Broad  like  a  sun  the  bark  approaching  borna, 
Near,  and  morę  near,  great  Naasan  soon  he  spj^d, 
And  beauteous  Anna,  Britainł8  eldest  pride ! 
Thus  spoke  the  Genius,  as  adyan^d  the  saiL-~ 
"Hail,  blooming  hero!  bigh-born  princess,  hail  f 
Thy  charms  thy  mother^s  love  of  troth  display, 
Her  light  of  virtue,  and  her  beauty^s  ray ; 
Her  dignity ;  which,  copytng  the  divme, 
SoftenM,  through  condesoension,  learns  to  shine. 
Greatness of  tbought,  with  prodence  for  its  guide; 
Knowledge,  from  naturę  and  from  art  supplyU  j 
To  noblest  objects  pointed  various  ways ; 
Pointed  by  judgmenfs  elear,  unerring  rays. 

'*  What  manly  virtnes  in  her  mind  exceł ! 
Yet  on  her  heart  what  tender  passidns  dwell ! 
For  ah  1  what  pangs  did  late  ber  peace  destroy, 
To  part  with  thee,  so  wont  to  give  ber  joy ' 
How  heav'd  her  breast,  how  saddetfd  waś  her  mesa  j 
All  m  the  motber  then  was  lost  the  queen. 
The  swelling  tear  then  dimmM  her  parting  viewa 
The  strugglmg  sigh  8topp'd  shoit  her  last  adieu : 
E^n  now  thy  fancied  perils  fili  ber  mind; 
The  secret  rock,  rough  wave,  and  rising  wind  ;      « 
The  shoal,  so  treacherous,  near  the  tempting  land; 
Thł  ingulphinf  whirlpool,  and  Ui»fwaUowmg  sani  | 
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Thcscmnded  perib  all,  byday,  by  night, 
In  thoughts  alarm  ber,  and  in  dreams  affiright  ; 
For  tbec  ner  heart  mieeasmg  love  declares, 
Indoubts,  in  hopes,  in  wisbes,  and  m  prayers ! 
Her  prayen are  beard ! — Formę,  tis  thine  to  branre 
The  aand,  thc  sboal,  rock,  whirlpool,  wind,  and  wave : 
Kind  Snfety  wato,  to  waft  thee  gentry  o»cr. 
And  Joy  to  greet  thee  on  the  Belgie  shore. 

"May  raturctimes,when  their  rond  praise  woold  tell 
How  mott  their  m^ountecharactefs  eaccel  ; 
How/bkst !  how  great!— thenmay  tharsongsdeclare, 
80  grant !  sobkst!    anch  Annę  and  Nassau  were." 


E  GRJECO  RUF. 
Quite  Yidetbeatusest, 
Beatior  qoi  te  audiet, 
Qoi  basiat  semi-deus  est 
Qui  te  potitur  est  deus.    Buchanan. 

TKI  FOBBCOING  LINB8  PAJUPHRASSD. 

Hafty  the  man,  who,  m  thy  sparkling  eyee» 
His  amorons  wiahes  sees,  renectrag,  play  ; 

Sees  ttttle  laughing  cupids,  glancing,  rise, 
And,  in  soft-swimming  languor,  die  away. 


happier  be !  to  whom  thy  meanings  roli 
In  sounds  which  lorę,  hannonious  lorę,  rnspii* ; 
On  his  cbann'd  ear  sita,  rapt,  bis  listening  soul, 
TiU  admiration  form  intense  desire. 

Half-deHy  is  he  who  warm  may  press 
Thy  lip,  soft-swelling  to  the  lrindlhig  kiat ; 

And  may  that  lip  assentive  warmth  express, 
TiU  love  draw  willing  love  to  ardent  bli«s ! 

Ciruling  thy  waist,  and  circled  in  thy  arou, 
Who,  melting  on  thy  mutuał-mełtmg  breast, 

Enlranc'd  emjoys  k>ve's  whole  luxurtous  charms, 
Is  ail  a  god  !— is  of  all  Heaven  pos&r-st. 


THE 

EMPLOYMENT  OF  BE  AUTY. 
A  POEM. 

IbDBKUBD  TO  MR8.  BRIDCET  JONES,  A  YOUNC  WIDOW- 
LADY  OF  LLASBLLY,  CaEUMABTU  ENSH1RB. 

Omcr  Beauty,  wUhing  food  desire  to  move, 
ContrWd  to  catch  the  heart  of  wander-ug  Loro. 
Come,  purest  atoms  !  Beauty  aid  iroplore* ; 
For  new  soft  testure  leare  etherial  btores. 
Tliey  come,  they  croud,  tbey  shining  hues  unfbld, 
Be  their*  a  form,  which  Beauty'*  self  shall  mould  1 
To  mould  my  cbarmert  form  she  all  apply'd— 
Wbence  Cambria  boasts  the  birth  of  Nature's  pride. 

She  cali*  the  Graces^-Such  is  Beauty 'a  stale, 
Prompt,  at  ber  cali,  th'  ubedient  Grace*  wait 
First  your  fair  feet  they  shape,  and  shape  to  please; 
Fach  stands  design'd  for  dignity  and  ease. 
Firm,  on  these  curious  pedestals,  depend 
Two  polish'd  pillars ;  which,  aa  fair,  asoend  ; 
From  well-wrought  knees,  niore  fcur,  morę  large, 

they  rise; 
Seen  by  the  Muse,  though  bid  from  mortal  eyes* 
Morę  polisb'd  yet,  your  fabne  each  siwtains  ; 
That  purest  tempie  where  perfection  reigns, 
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A  smali,  sweet  circle  forms  your  faultless  waist, 
By  Beauty  shap'd,  to  be  by  Lorę  embrac'd. 
Beyond  that  lessening  waist,  two  orhs  devise, 
What  swelling  charms,  in  mir  proportion,  rise ! 
Fresh  peeping  there,  two  blushing  buds  are  found, 
Bach  like  a  rosę,  which  lilies  white  surround. 
There  feeling  sense,  let  pitying  sighs  inspire, 
Till  panting  pity  swells  to  warm  desire : 
Desire,  though  warm,  ischaste;  eachwarmestkiss, 
All  rapture  chaste,  when  Hymen  bids  the  bliss. 
Rounding  and  soft,  twotaper  arms  desceod; 
Two  snow-wbite  bandsym  taper  fingers,  end. 
Ło !  cunning  Beauty,  on  each  palm,  designs 
Love's  fortunę  and  your  own,  in  mystic  lines; 
And  lorely  wbiteness,  eitber  arm  contains, 
Dfrersined  with  asure-wandering  veins ; 
The  wandering  reins  conceal  a  generous  flood, 
The  purple  treasure  of  celestial  blood. 
Rounding  and  white  your  neck,  as  curious,  rears 
Cer  all  a  face,  where  Beauty'8  self  appears. 
Her  soft  attendants  smooth  the  spotless  skin, 
And,  smoothly-oral,  tura  the  shapely  chin;       % 
The  shapely  chin,  to  Beauty'8  rismg  face, 
Shall,  doubling  gently,  giye  a  double  grace, 
And  soousweet-openmg,  rosy  lips  ducloae 
The  well-rangM  teeth,  in  lUy-wbitenmg  rows ; 
Herę  lin  is  breath'd,  and  florid  lim  assumes 
A  breeth,  wbose  fragrance  vies  with  ▼eroal  bkoms; 
And  two  fair  cheeks  grve  modesty  to  raise  • 

A  beauteous  bluth  at  praise,  though  just  the  prałat. 
And  naturę  now,  from  each  kind  ray,  supplies 
Soft,  element  smiles,  and  loFe-inspiring  eyes; 
New  graces,  to  those  eyes,  mild  sbades,  allow ; 
Fringe  their  mir  iids,  and  pencil  eitber  brow. 
While  sense  of  vision  lights  up  orbs*so  rare, 
May  nonę,  but  pleasuig  objects,  ńsit  there  ! 
Two  little  porches,  (which,  one  sense  empowers, 
To  draw  rich  scent  from  aromatic  flowers) 
In  structure  neat,  and  deckfd  with  poliah'd  grace, 
Shall  eoual  fint,  then  heigbten,  Beauty'8  face. 
To  smeUing  sense,  oh,  may  the  flowery  year, 
lt's  fint,  last,  choicest  incense,  offer  here  ! 
lYansparent  next,  two  curious  crescents  bound 
The  two-fold  entrance  of  inspiring  sound, 
And,  granting  a  new  power  of  sense  to  hear, 
New  finer  organs  form  each  curiong  ear ; 
Form  to  imbibe  what  most  the  soul  can  move, 
Musie  and  reason,  poesy  and  love. 
Next,  on  an  open  front,  is  pleasing  wrought 
A  pensive  sweetness,  barn  of  patientthought: 
Abore  your  lucid  shoulders  loeks  display^d, 
Proneto  descend,  shall  softenlightwith  shade. 
All,  with  a  nameless  air  and  mein,  unitę, 
And,  as  you  move,  each  morement  is  deligbt 
TunM  is  your  melting  tongne  and  eąual  miód, 
At  once  by  knowledge  heightenM  aneTrenn'd. 
The  Yirtues  neat  to  Beauty'8  nod  Incline  ; 
For,  where  they  lend  not  light,  she  cannot  shine ; 
Let  these,  the  temperate  sense  of  taste  reveal, 
And  give,  wbile  naturę  spreads  the  simple  meal, 
The  palate  pure,  to  relish  health  design'd, 
From  luxury  as  taintless  as  your  mind. 
The  Virtues,  chastity  andtruth,  impart, 
And  mould  to  sweet  benevolence  your  heart. 

Thus  Beauty  floishM— ^Thus  she  gains  the  swa^ 
And  Love  still  fbllows  where  she  leads  the  way. 
From  erery  gift  of  Heaven,  to  cbarm  is  thine; 
To  love,  to  praise,  and  to  adore,  be  minę. 
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•nrr  to 
MR&  BRIDGET  JONES, 

vriTB 
THE  WANDERER. 

ALI.UDING  TO  AN  EPISODB,  WHERB  A  YOUNG  MAN  TURNS 
HERM  IT,  POR  THE  ŁOM  OF  HIS  WIFB  OŁYMPIA. 

Whbk  with  delight  food  Lorę  on  Beauty  dwelt, 
While  this  tfae  youth,  and  that  the  fair  exprest, 

Faint  was  his  joy  comparM  to  what  I  felt, 
Wben  in  my  angel  Biddy'8  prescnce  blest 

Tell  hcr,  my  Muse,  in  soft,  sad,  sigbing  breath, 
If  she  his  piercing  grief  can  pitying  see, 

Worse  than  to  him  was  his  01ympia's  death, 
From  ber  each  momentu  absence  is  to  me. 


ON 


FJLSE  HISTORIASS. 


A    SATIRE. 


Sur*  of  all  plagnes  with  which  duli  pros*  is  curst, 
Scandals,  fitom  false  bistoriaus,  spot  the  worst. 
In  quest  of  these  the  Muse  aball  first  adrance, 
Bold,  to  ezplore  the  regions  of  romance j 
Romance,  ealPd  Hiktory— Lo !  at  once  she  skims 
The  raionary  worid  of  monkish  whims ; 
Where  fallacy,  in  legends,  wildly  shines, 
And  vengeance  glaws  from  violated  shrines ; 
Where  samts  perform  all  tricks,  and  startle  thought 
With  many  a  miracle  that  ne'er  was  wrought ; 
Saints  tbat  nerer  liv'd,  or  such  as  jnstice  paints, 
Jugglers,  on  superstitkra  palm'd  for  saints. 
Herę,  canoniz'd,  let  creed-mongers  be  sbown, 
Red  IctterM  saints,  and  red  assassins  known ; 
While  those  they  martyr'd,  such  as  angels  rosę ! 
All  black  enroll'd  amoog  reiigion's  foes, 
Snatch'd  by  sulphureous  clouds,  a  He  proclaims 
NuraberM  with  fiends,  and  plung*d  inendlessflames. 

History,  from  air  or  decp  draws  many  a  spright, 
Such  as,  from  nurseor  priest,  might  boys  afmght ; 
Or  such  as  but  o'er  feyerish  slumbers  fly, 
And  fix  in  melanchoty  frenzy'*  eye. 
New  meteors  make  enthusiasUwonder  stafe, 
And  image  wild  portentous  wars  in  air  ! 
$eers  fali  eatranc'd!  sonie  wizard's  lawle9s  skill 
Now  whirls,  now  fetters  Nature's  works  at  will ! 
Thus  History,  by  machinę,  mock-epic,  secm?, 
Not  from  poetic,  bot  from  monkish  dreams. 

The  der  ii,  who  priest  and  sorcerer  mnstobey, 
The  sorcerer  us'd  to  raise,  tbe  parson  lay, 
When  Echard  wav'd  his  pen,  the  history  shows, 
Tlie  parson  conjurM,  and  the  fiend  uprose. 
A  camp  at  distance,  and  the  scenę  a  wood, 
ilere  enter*d  Noll,  and  there  old  Satan  stood : 
No  taił  his  rump,  his  foot  no  hoof  reveal'd  j 
Like  a  wise  cuckold,  with  his  horas  conceaPd  : 
Not  a  gay  serpent,  gliUering  to  the  eye  $ 
But  morę  than  serpent,  or  than  harlot  fly : 
For,  lawyer-like,  a  fiend  no  wit  can  scape, 
The  demon  stands  confest  in  proper  shapć  ! 
Now  spreads  his  parchmeut,  now  is  sign'd  the  scroU  ; 
Thus  Noll  gmin*  empire,  and  the  deril  has  NoiL 

Wondrous  historian  !  thus  account  for  evil, 
And  thus  for  its  success— tis  all  the  devil. 
Though  ne'er  tbat  devil  we  saw,  yet  one  we  see, — 
One  of  an  author  surę,  and— thou  art  he. 


But  dusky  phantoms,  Mnse,  bo  morę  | 
Now  clearer  object*  open— yet  untroe, 
Awful  the  genuino  historian's  naate ! 
False  ones— -with  what  materiala.build  they 
Fabrics  of  famę,  by  dirty  meansmmde  goto* 
As  nests  of  martins  ara  compiPd  of  rand. 
Peace  be  with  Curll— with  him  I  wave  all  strifc, 
Who  psos  eacb  felotfs,  and  each  actort  We ; 
Biography  that  cooks  the  devfl'a  raartyra, 
And  lards  with  loseiout  rapes  the  ebeats  of  Chaitrea. 

Materials,  wbich  belief  m  gaaettea  cUim, 
Loose-strung,  run  gingling  rato  History**  name. 
Thick  as  Egypttan  clouds  of  raining  mes  ; 
As  thick  as  wonns  where  man  corrapting  lies ; 
As  pestsobscenethat  haunt  the  ruin'd  pUe ; 
As  monsters  floandering  in  themuddy  Nile ; 
Minutes,  memoirs,  views  and  reviews  appear, 
Where  slander  darkens  each  recorded  year. 
In  a  past  reign  is  feigrfd  some  amorous  league; 
Some  ring  or  letter  naw  reveals  th'  intrigue : 
Queens,  with  their  minions,  work  unaeeraly  tbings. 
And  boys  grow  dukes,  when  catamites  to  kings. 
Does  a  prince  die?  What  poisons they  sunnise ! 
No  royal  inortal  surę  by  naturę  dies, 
Is  a  prince  bora  r  What  birth  morę  bose  batier'd  ? 
Or,  whafs  morę  strange,  his  mother  ne^er  conccirM » 
Thus  slander  popular  o'er  trnth  prerails, 
And  easy  minas  imbibe  romantte  talem, 
Thus,  'stead  of  history,  such  authors  raise 
Merc  crude  wild  novełs  of  bad  hints  for  plays. 

Some  usurp  names— anEngtish  garreteer, 
From  minutes  forgM,  is  monsieur  Ibtonager  '. 

Some,  wliile  on  good  or  tli  success  they  stare, 
Gire  conduot  a  compIexion  dark  or  mir  : 
Othcrs,  w  little  to  inqniry  prone, 
Account  fbractions,  though  their  sprragf s  unknowo, 

One  statesman  Tices  nas,  and  Tirtnes  too ; 
Henoe  will  contested  character  ensoe. 
Yiew  but  the  black,  hełs  fiend ;  the  brightbntscan, 
He  's  angel :  view  him  all — he*s  still  a  man. 
But  guch  historians  all  accose,  aoąuit ; 
No  vtrtue  these,  and  those  no  vice  admit ; 
For  either  in  a  friend  no  feułt  will  know, 
And  neither  own  a  virtue  in  a  fbe. 

Where  hear-say  knowledge  sita  on  pnblic  names, 
And  bold  conjecture  or  extols  or  bfaunes, 
Spring  party  libels;  from  whose  ashes  dead, 
A  monster,  misnam'd  History,  lifts  its  head. 
Contending  factions  croud  to  hear  its  roar  ! 
But  when  once  heard,  it  dies  to  notae  no  morę. 
From  these  no  answer,  no  applanse  from  those, 
Cer  half  they  simper,  and  o*er  half  they  duae. 
So  when  in  senate,  with  egregkws  pate, 

Perks  up  sir in  some  deep  debatę ; 

He  bems,  looks  wise,  tunes  thin  his  Ubourmg  throst; 
To  prove  black  white,  postpone  or  palm  tbe  mte: 
In  słycontempt,some,  'Hear  him !  hearhim  !>  ery; 
Some  yawn,  some  sneer;  nonę  secood,  nonerepły. 

But  dare  such  miscreants  now  rush  abroad, 
By  blanket,  cane,  pump,  pillory,  unaw^d  > 
Dare  they  imp  mlsehood  thus,  and  pliune  ber  wingi, 
From  present  cbaracters  and  recent  thhm  > 


1  The  Minutes  of  mons.  Mesnager  ;  a.book  cal- 
culated  to  vilify  tbe  administration  in  the  fbor  last 
yearsofqueenAnne,8  reign.  Tbe  truth  is,  that  tkis 
libel  was  not  written  by  mona.  Mesnager,  neitber  was 
any  such  book  erer  prmted  in  the  French  tongae, 
from  wbich  it  is  impudently  said  in  the  title  pace  to 
be  translated.    Savage. 
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Yes :  what  untruths  !  or  truths  in  what  disguise  ! 
What  Boyers  and  wbat  OIdmixons  anse ! 
What  facta  from  all  but  them  and  slander  screen'd ! 
Herę  meets  a  council,  no  where  else  conven'd ! 
There,  from  originals,  corae,  thkk  as  spawn, 
Letters  ne'er  wrote,  memorials  never  drawn  j 
To  secret  conference  never  held  they  yoke, 
Treaties  ne'er  plannM,  and  speeches  nerer  spoke. 
From,  Oldmbcon,  thy  brow,  too  well  we  know, 
JLike  sin  from  Satan's,  far  and  wide  they  go. 

In  vain  may  St  John  sufe  in  conscicnce  sit ; 
fti  vain  with  truth  confute,  contemu  with  wit : 
Confute,  contemn,  amid  selected  friends ; 
There  sinka  the  justice,  there  the  satire  ends, 
Herę,  though  a  century  scarcc  6uch  leaves  unclose, 
From  mould  and  dust  the  slander  sac red  grows. 
Now  nonę  reply  where  all  despise  the  page  ; 
But  will  dumb  scorn  deoeive  no  futurę  age  ? 
Then,  should  doli  periods  cloud  not  seemingfact, 
Will  no  fine  pen  th*  unanswerM  He  cxtract  ? 
Well-set  in  plan,  and  polisfrd  into  style, 
Fair  and  morę  fkir  may  nnish'd  fraud  beguile ; 
By  erery  language  snatch'd  by  time  receiv'd, 
In  every  cllme,  by  every  age  believ'd  : 
How  vain  to  rirtue  trust  the  great  their  name, 
When  such  their  lot  for  infamy  or  famę  ? 


CHARACTER. 


Faik  Tnith,  in  courts  where  Justice  should  preside, 
Alike  tbe  judge  and  advocate  would  guide ; 
And  tbese  would  vie  each  dubious  point  to  elear, 
To  stop  the  widow's  and  and  tłje  orphan's  tear ; 
Werę  all,  like  Yorke,  of  delicate  address, 
Strength  to  discern,  and  sweetness  to  express, 
Learn'd,  just,  polite,  born  erery  heart  to  gain, 
Like  Cummins  mild;  like  Fortescne  l  humane, 
All-eloqaent  of  truth,  divinely  knowri, 
So  deep,  so  elear,  all  science  is  his  own. 

Of  heart  impure,  and  impotent  of  head, 
In  bistory,  rhetoric,  ethics,  law,  unread  ; 
How  far  unlike  such  worthies,  once  a  drudge, 
From  floundering  in  Iow  cases,  rosę  a  judge. 
Form'd  to  make  pleaders  1augh,his nonser.se  thunders, 
And,  on  Iow  juries,  breathes  contagious  bluuders. 
His  brotbers  blush,  because  no  blush  he  knows, 
Nor  e*cr  "  one  uncormpted  finger  shows  2." 
See,  drunk  with  power,  the  circuit-lord  exprcst  ! 
Fuli,  in  bis  eye,  his  betters  stand  confest  $ 
Whose  wealth,  birth,  rirtne,  from  a  tongue  so  loose, 
*Scape  not  prorincial,  vile,  buffoon  abuse. 
Still  to  what  circuit  is  assign'd  his  name, 
There,  swift  before  him,  flies  tłie  warner — Famę. 
Oonteststops  short,  Consent  yields#every  cause 
To  Coat;  Delay,  endures  them,  and  withdraws. 
Bot  bow  'scape  prisoners  ?  To  their  trial  chahi'd, 
All,  all  shall  stand  condemn'd,  who  stand  arraignM. 
Dire  gnilt,  which  else  would  detestation  cause, 
PrejudgM  with  insult,  wonderous  pity  draws. 
But  'scapes  e^en  Innocence  his  harsh  harangue  ? 
Alas  ! — e*en  Innocence  itself  must  hang ; 

1  Tbe  honourable  William  Fortescue,  esq ;  one  of 
the  jostices  of  his  majesty'*  court  of  Cbmmon 


*  Wben  Page  one  uncorrupted  finger  sbews. 

D.  of  Wharton. 


Must  hang  to  please  him,  when  of  spleen  possest ; 
Must  hang  to  bring  forth  an  abortive  jest, 

Wliy  livd  he  not  ere  Star-chambers  nad  fiuPd, 
When  fine,  tax,  censure,  all  but  law  prevail'd ; 
Or  law,  subservient  to  some  murderous  will, 
Became  a  precedent  to  murder  still  ? 
Yet  ev'n  when  patriotsdid  for  traitorsbleed, 
Was  e'er  the  jobb  to  such  a  slave  decreed, 
Whose  savage  mind  wants  sophist-art  to  draw, 
Cer  murder'd  virtue,  spacious  veils  of  law  ? 

Why,  student,  when  the  bench  younyouth  admits; 
Where,  though  the  worst,  with  thebestrank'dhe  sita; 
Where  sound  optnions  you  attentive  write, 
As  once  a  Raymond,  now  a  Lee  to  cite, 
Why  pause  you  scornful  when  hc  dins  the  court  ? 
Notę  well  his  cruel  quirks,  and  well  report 
f  £t  his  own  words  against  himself  point  elear 
Satire  morę  sharp  than  verse  when  most  severe. 


EPITAPH 

ON  MRS.  JONES, 


GRANDMOTHER  TO  MRS.  BR1DEGT  JONES,   OF  LŁAKtŁŁY 
IM  CAERMARTHENSHIRŁ 

■ 

Tn  her,  whose  rei  i  es  mark  this  sacred  earth, 

Shone  all  domestic  and  al)  social  worth  : 

First,  Heaven  her  hope  with  early  on%pring  crown'd ; 

And  thence  a  second  race  rosę  numerons  round. 

Heaven  to  industrions  virtue  blessing  lent, 

And  all  was  competence,  and  all  content. 

Though  frugal  care,  in  wisdom's  eye  admirM, 
Knew  to  preseire  wbat  industry  reąuirM ; 
Yet,  at  her  board  with  decent  plenty  blest, 
The  journeying  stranger  sat  a  weloome  gnest 
Prest  on  all  sides,  did  trading  neighbours  fear 
Ruin,  which  hung  o'er  eidgence  serere  ? 
Farewell  the  friend,  who  spar'd  th'  assistant  loan-*- 
A  neighbourfs  woe  or  welfare  was  her  own. 
Did  pitcous  lazards  oft  attend  ner  door  ? 
She  gave — fercwell  theparent  of  the  poor. 
Youth,age,and  want,  once  cheerM,  nowsighing  sweD» 
Blcss  her  lov'd  name,  and  weep  a  last  farewell* 


VALENTINE*8  DAT, 
A  PO  EM 

ADOaBSSBD 
TO  A  YOUNG  WIDÓW  LABY. 

Adieu,  ye  rocks  that  witneas'd  once  my  flame, 
Return'd  my  sighs,  and  echo'd  Chloe'8  name ! 
Cambria,  rarewell  I— my  Chlo^s  charms  no  morę 
Invite  my  steps  along  IJanelly'8  shore; 
ITiere  no  wild  dens  coneeal  vorack>us  ibes, 
The  beach  no  fierce,  amphibioas  monster  knows; 
Nocrocodile  there  flesh'd  with  prey  appears, 
And  o'er  that  bleeding  prey  weeps  cruel  tears ; 
No  false  hyssna,  feignrag  human  grief,  > 
There  murders  him,  whose  goodnesa  roeans  relief; 
Yet  tides,  conspiring  with  onfiuthful  ground, 
Thougbdistant  seen,with  treacherous  arms^urround. 
There  ^nicksands,  thick  as  beauty^s  narea,  annoy, 
Look  fair  to  tempt,  and  wbom  they  tempt,  destroy 
I  watchM  the  seat,  I  pac'd  the  sands  with  care, 
BBcapM,  but  wikMy  róshM  on  beauty'i  snarr f 
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Ah !— better  far,  than  \>y  that  snare  o'erpow'rd, 
Had  sands  ingulf  d  me,  or  had  seas  devoarM. 

Far  from  tbat  shore,  where  syren-beauty  dwells, 
And  wraps  sweet  ruin  in  resistleas  spells ; 
From  Cambrian  plains ;  which  Chloe's  lustre  boast, 
Me  natree  England  yields  a  safer  coast. 
Chloe,  fhreweU ! — Now  seas,  with  bouteroua  pride, 
Divide  us,  and  will  ever  fiu-  divide : 
Yet  wbile  each  plant,  Which  vemal  youth  resumes, 
Feels  tbe  green  blood  ascend  m  futurę  blooms ; 
Wbile  little  feather'd  songsters  of  the  air 
In  woodlands  tuneful  woo  and  fondly  pair, 
Tbe  Muse  ezults,  to  beauty  tunes  tbe  lyre, 
And  willing  Loves  tbe  swelling  notes  inspire, 

Sarę  on  this  day,  wben  hope  attains  success, 
Bright  Venus  first  did  young  Adonis  biesa. 
Her  charms  notbrighter,  Chloe,  surę  than  thine; 
Though  flush*d  bis  youth,  not  morę  his  warmih  than 
Seouestertt  far  within  a  myitlc  grove,  [minę. 

W  bose  blooming  bosom  courts  retiring  love; 
Where  a  elear  sun,  the  blue  serene  dSsplays, 
And  sheds,  through  vernal  air,  attemper'd  rays; 
Where  flowers  their  aromatic  incense  bringj 
Ani  fragrant  flourish  in  eternal  spring  j 
There  matę  to  matę  each  dore  responsńre  coos, 
While  this  assents,  as  that  enamour'd  woos ; 
Tbere  rilłs  amusfre,  send  from  rocks  around, 
A  solitary,  pleasing  murmuring  sound  j 
Tben  form  a  limpid  lakę.    The  lakę  serene 
Reflects  the  wonders  of  tbe  blissful  scenę. 
To  k>ve  the  birds  attune  their  cbirping  throats, 
And  on  each  breeze  immortal  musie  floats. 
There  seatad  on  a  rising  turf  is  secn, 
Graceful,  in  loose  array,  the  Cyprian  queen  j 
Alt  fresh  and  fair,  al l  niild,  as  Ocean  gave 
The  goddess,rising  from  the  azure  wave ; 
Dishevel'd  loeks  distil  celestial  dews, 
And  all  her  limbs,  dirine  perfumes  diffusc 
Her  voice  so  charms,  the  plumy,  warbling  tbrongs, 
Jn  listening  wonder  lost,  suspend  their  songs. 
It  sounds — "  Why  loiters  my  Adonis?"— ery, 
"  Why  loiters  my  Adonis  ?" — rocks  reply. 
*•  Oh,  come  away  •" — they  thrice,  repeating,  say ! 
And  Echo  thrice  repeats, — "  Oh  come  away  !"— 
Kind  zephyrs  waft  tbem  to  her  lover*s  ears ; 
Who,  instant  at  thł  encbanttng  cali,  appears. 
Her  placid  eye,  where  sparkling  joy  refines, 
Benignant,  with  alluring  lustre  shiues. 
His  loeks,  which,  in  loose  ringlets,  charm  the  view, 
Float  careless,  lucid  from  their  amber  hue 
A  myrtle  wreath  her  rosy  fłngers  fratne, 
Wbich,  from  ber  band,  bis  polish*d  temples  claim ; 
His  temples  fair,  a  streaking  beauty  stains, . 
As  smooth  wbite  marble  shines  with  azure  reins. 
He  kneel'd.     Her  snowy  band  he  trembling  seiz'd, 
Juit  lifted  to  bis  lip,  and  gently  squeez'd  ? 
The  meaning  aojueeze  return'd,  love  caught  its  lorę 
And  enterM,  at  his  palm,  through  every  porę. 
Then  swellM  her  downy  breasts,  till  tben  enclos'd, 
Fast  hearing,  half-conceal*d  and  haIf<-expos'd: 
8oft  she  reclraes.    He,  as  they  fali  and  rise, 
Hangs,  horermg  ofer  them,  with  enamour'd  eyes, 
And,  warm'd,  grows  wanton— As  he  thns  admir'd, 
He  pry'd,  be  touch'd,  and  with  the  touch  was  fir»d. 
Half-angry,  yet  half-pleas'd,  her  frown  beguilet 
The  boy  to  fear;  but,  at  his  fear,  she  snułeś. 
The  youth  less  timorous  and  the  fair  less  coy, 
Supinely  amorous  they  reclining  toy. 
Morę  amorous  stUl  bis  sangnine  meaning  atole 
Jn  wistful  giances,  to  her  softening  soul ; 


m  ber  fair  eye  her  softeaing  soul  he  readss 
To  freedom,  freedom,  boon,  to  boon,  succeeds. 
With  cooscious  blush,  th'  impastiorfd   charsser 

buras: 
And,  blush  for  blush,  tb'  impsuskrfd  youth  returat. 
They  look,  they  languish,  sigh  with  pleasing  pain, 
And  wish  and  gazę,  and  gazę  and  wish  again. 
'Twixt  her  wbite,  parting  bosom  steals  tbe  boy, 
And  morę  than  hope  preludes  tumultuoos  joy , 
Through  every  vein  tbe  vigorous  transport  ran, 
Strung  every  nerve,  and  bracM  the  boy  to  man. 
Struggling,  yet  yiekbng,  half  o'erpower'd,  she  pants, 
Secms  to  deny,  and  yet,  denying,  grants. 
Quick,  like  the  tendrils  of  a  curling  vine, 
Food  limbs  with  limbs,  in  amorous  fblds,  entwine. 
Lips  press  on  lips,  caressing  and  carest, 
Now  eye  darto  flame  to  eye,  and  breast  to  breast 
All  she  resigns,  as  dear  desires  incite, 
And  rapt  he  reacb'd  the  brink  of  fuli  deligbt 
Her  waist  compress*d  in  his  esulting  arms, 
He  storms,  eaplores,  and  rifles  all  her  charms  ; 
Clasps  in  eestatie  bliss  th'  espiring  fair, 
And,  thrilling,  melting,  nestling,  rioto  there. 

How  Iomj  the  rapture  lasts,  how  soon  it  fleets, 
How  oft  it  pauses,  and  how  oft  repeats ; 
What  joys  they  both  receive  and  both  bestow, 
Virgins  may  giiess,  but  wiyes  ezperiencM  know  : 
From  joys,  like  these,  (ah,  why  denyłd  to  me  ?) 
Sprung  a  fresh,  blooming  boy,  my  nur,  from  thee. 
May  he,  a  new  Adonis,  lift  his  crest, 
In  all  the  florid  grace  of  youth  confest ! 
First  let  him  learn  to  lisp  your  lover's  name, 
And,  wben  be  reads,  here  annual  read  my  flame. 
Wben  beauty  first  shall  wake  his  genial  fire, 
And  the  first  tingling  sense  excite  desire  j 
When  tbe  dear  object,  of  his  peace  possest, 
Gains  and  still  gams  bn  his  unguarded  breast  : 
Then  may  he  say,  as  he  this  verse  reriews, 
So  my  bright  mother  charm 'd  tbe  poet's  Mose. 
Hu  heart  thus  flutterd  oft  'twbct  doubt  and  fear, 
Lighten'd  with  hope,  and  sadden'd  with  despair, 
Say,  on  some*rival  did  she  smile  too  kind  ? 
Ah,  read — what  jealousy  <uV,*acts  hu  mind  ' 
SuuJ'd  she  on  him  r  He  imagd  rays  divine, 
And  gaz'd  and  g!adden'd  with  a  love  like  minę. 
How  dwelt  her  praise  upon  his  rapturd  tongue ! 
Ah  ! — when  she  frownM,  wbat  plaintive  notes  be 

sung ! 
And  conld  she  frown  on  liim — Ah,  wherefbre,  tell ! 
On  him,  wbose  only  crtme  was  loving  well  r 

Thus  may  thy  son  his  pangs  with  mme  compare, 
Then  wish  his  mother  had  ocen  kind  as  fair. 
For  him  may  lorę  the  myrtle  wreath  entwine; 
Though  the  sad  willow  suita  a  woe  like  minę ! 
Ne'er  may  the  filial  hope,  like  me,  complain ! 
Ah  !  never  sigh  and  bleed,  like  me  in  vain  !-<- 

When  deatii  aflbrds  that  peace  which  lorę  deniet, 
Ah,  no i^fer  other  scenes  my  mte  supplies; 
When  earth  to  earth  my  lifeless  corse  is  laki, 
And  o'er  it  hangs  the  yew  or  cypress  shade : 
When  pale  I  flit  ahmg  the  dreary  coast, 
An  belpless  lover's  pinmg  plaintr?e  gbost ; 
Here  annual  on  this  dear  returning  day, 
While  featherM  choirs  renew  the  melting  lay ; 
May  you,  my  fair,  wben  you  these  strains  shall  ses> 
Just  spare  one  sigh,  one  tear,  to  km»  and  me, 
Me,  who,  in  absence  or  in  death,  adore 
Those  hearenly  charms  I  nmst  bebold  no  moce, 
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i«  me  long  absent,  long  with  anguish  fraught, 
n  me,  though  silence  long  has  deaden'd  thought, 
fet  memory  lńres,  and  calls  tbe  Muse*s  aid, 
To  snatch  our  friendship  from  oblivion'8  sbade, 
U  aoon  the  San  shall  cease  the  worki  to  warm, 
U  soon  Uanelly*s  fair  l  that  worki  to  charm, 
ks  gratefol  sense  of  goodness,  tnie  like  thine, 
Shall  e*er  desert  a  breast  so  warm  as  minc 

Wban  hnag'd  Cambria  strikes  my  memory'*  eye, 
Cambria,  my  darling  scenę  !)  I,  sighing,  ery, 
Vbere  is  my  Powell  ?  dear  aasociate ! — where  ? 
IV>  nim  I  would  unboaom  erery  care ; 
'o  him,  who  early  felt,  from  beauty,  pain; 
lallM  in  a  plighted,  faithless  virgin's  chain. 
Lt  length,  from  her  ungenerous  fetters,  freed, 
kgam  be  loves  !  he  weos !  his  bopes  succeed  ! 
lut  tbe  gay  bridegroom,  still  by  fortunę  crost, 
s,  mutant,  in  tbe  weeping  widower  lost 
fer  his  sole  joy  !  her  from  his  bosom  torn, 
What  feeling  heart,  but  learns,  like  his,  to  mourn  ? 
San  naturę  then,  such  sudden  sbocks,  sustain  ? 
tfatnre  thns  struck,  all  reaśon  pleads  in  vain ! 
*hough  late,  from  reason  yet  he  draws  relief, 
)wells  on  her  memory ;  but  dispels  bis  grief. 
jotę,  wealth,  and  lamę  (tyrannic  passions  all !) 
16  morę  imtamehim,  and  no,  morę  enthral. 
le  seeks  no  morę,  in  Rufus>  hall,  renown ! 
for  enHes  pelf  the  jargon  of  the  gown ; 
EutpleasM  with  competence,  on  rural  plains, 
lis  wisdom  courts  that  ease  his  worth  obtains. 
?ould  prrrate  jara,  wbich  sudden  rise,  inerease  ? 
lis  candour  smiles  all  discord  mto  peace. 
'o  party  stormąispublic  weal  resignM? 
2ach  steady  patriot-virtue  steers  his  mind. 
'Alm,  on  the  beach,  while  maddening  biilows  rave, 
Fe  gains  philosophy  from  erery  wave ; 
cience,  from  every  object  round,  he  draws; 
Tom  various  naturę,  and  from  nature's  lawa. 
le  lives  o*er  erery  past  historie  age ; 
le  calls  fbrth  ethics  from  the  fabled  page. 
lim  enmgelic  truth,  to  tbought  excites; 
md  him,  by  turns,  each  classic  Muse  delights. 
Viih  wit  well-naturM ;  wk,  that  would  disdain 
i  pleasore  rising  from  anothert  pain ; 
ocial  to  all,  and  most  of  bliss  possest, 
Vhen  most  he  renders  all,  around  him,  blest : 
o  unread  'atraires  illiterately  gay  ; 
jnong  the  learnd,  as  learned  fuli  as  they ; 
Ifith  the  polite,  al),  all-accomplJsh'd  ease, 
ly  naturę  fbrmM,  wKhout  deceit,  to  pi  ease. 

Thns  shines  thy  youth ;  and  thus  my  friend,  elate 
a  bliss  as  well  as  worth,  is  truły  great 
fe  still  sbould  ruthless  fate,  unjust,  expose 
teneath  those  clouds,  that  rain  unnumberM  woes ; 
fe,  to  sorne  nobler  sphere,  shonld  fortunę  raise, 
*o  wealth  oonspicoous,  and  to  JaurePd  praise  j 
faalter'd  yet  be  k>ve  and  friendship  minę ; 
stiliam  Chloe'*,  and  I  still  am  thine. 


łMrs.  Bridget  Jones. 


DELINEATED  K 

Two  sea-port  cities  mark  Britaimia's  famę, 
And  these  from  commerce  different  honoura  claim. 
What  different  honoura  sball  the  Muses  pay, 
While  one  inspires  and  one  untunes  the  lay  ? 

Now  silvcr  Isis  brightening  flows  along, 
Echoing  from  Oxford  shore  each  classic  song ; 
Then  weds  with  Tamę ;  and  these,  O  London,  sea 
Swelling  with  naval  pride,  the  pride  of  tbee ! 
Wide,  deep,  unsullied  Thames,  meandering  glidea 
And  bears  thy  .wealth  on  mild  majestic  tides. 
Thy  ships,  with  gilded  palaces  that  vie, 
In  glittering  pomp,  strike  wondering  Cbina'&  eye  ; 
And  thence  returning  bear,  in  splendid  state, 
To  Britain'8  merchants,  India's  eastern  freight- 
India,  her  treasures  from  her  western  sbores, 
Due  at  thy  feet,  a  willing  tribute  pours  ; 
Thy  warring  navies  distant  nations  awe, 
And  bid  the  world  obey  thy  righteous  law. 
Thus  shine  thy  manly  sons  of  liberał  mind ; 
Thy  Change  deep-busied,  yet  as  courts  refiÓM  j, 
Councils,  like  senates,  that  enfbrce  debatę, 
With  fluent  eloąuence  and  rea*on's  weight, 
Whose  patriot  virtue,  lawless  power  controis; 
Their  British  emulating  Roman  souls. 
Of  these  the  worthiest  still  selected  stand, 
Still  lead  the  senate,  and  still  <uve  the  land : 
Social,  not  selfish,  here,  O  Learnuig,  tracę 
Thy  friends,  the  lovers  of  all  human  race  l 

In  a  dark  bottom  sunk,  O  Bristol  now, 
With  natiye  malice,  lift  thy  lowering  brow  ! 
Then  as  some  hell-born  sprite  in  mortal  guise,  % 
Borrows  the  shape  of  goodness  aml  belies, 
All  fair,  all  smug,  to  yon  proud  ha'1  invite, 
To  feast  all  strangers  ape  an  air  polite  ! 
From  Cambria  dram'd,  or  £ngland's  western  coast, 
Not  elegant,  yet  costly  banqucts  boast ! 
Rerore,  or  seem  the  stranger  to  revere ; 
Praise,  fawn,  profess,  be  all  things  but  smeere  ; 
Insidious  now,  our  bosom- secrets  steal, 
And  these  with  sly  sarcastic  sneer  reveal. 
Present  we  meet  thy  sneaking  treacherous  smiles  ; 
The  harmless  absent  still  tby  sneer  reviles ; 
Such  as  in  thee  ali  parts  superior  find, 
The  sneer  that  marks  the  fool  and  knave  combinM  ; 
Wben  melting  pity  would  afford  relief, 
The  ruthless  sneer  that  insult  adds  to  grief. 
What  friendship  canst  thou  boast?  what  honours 

claim  ? 
To  thee  each  stranger  owes  an  injur'd  name. 
What  smiles  thy  sons  must  in  their  foes  excite  ! 
Thy  sons,  to  whom  all  discord  is  delight ; 
From  whom  eternal  mutual  raił  mg  flows; 
Who  in  each  other's  crimes,  their  own  expose : 
Thy  sons,  though  crafty,  deaf  to  wisdom's  cali ; 
Despising  all  men,  and  despis*d  by  all  : 
Sons,  while  thy  clifiś  a  ditch-like  river  laves, 
Rude  as  thy  rocks,  and  muddy  as  thy  waves, 
Of  thonghts  as  narrow  as  of  words  immense, 
As  fuli  of  turbulenoe  as  void  of  sense  ? 
Thee,  thee,  what  senatorial  souls :  dom  ! 
Thy  natives  surę  would  prore  a  sc  nate's  scorn. 

1  The  author  prefer^d  this  thle  to  that  of  London 
and  Bristol  Compared ;  which,  whtn  he  began  the 
piece,  he  intended  to  prefi*  to  i . 


342 


SAYAGEtt  POEMS. 


I)o  strangers  deign  toserve  thee ;  what  their  praise  ? 
Their  generous  services  thy  murmurs  raise. 
Whatfiend  malign,  thato'er  thy  air  presides, 
Around  from  breast  to  breast  inherent  glidcs, 
And,  as  he  glides,  thcrc  scatters  in  a  trice 
The  larkJng  seeds  of  every  rank  device  ? 
Let  foreign  youths  to  thy  indentures  run  ! 
Each,  each  will  prove,  in  thy  adopted  son, 
Proud,  pert,  and  duli — thou^h  brilliant  once  from 

schools, 
Will  scorn  all  learning's  as  all  virtue's  rules ; 
And,  tbough  by  naturę  friendly,  honest,  brave, 
Turn  a  sly,  selfish,  simpering,  sharping  knave. 
Boast  petty-courts,  where  Stead  of  fluent  ease, 
Of  cited  precedents  aud  learned  pleas ; 
*Stead  of  sagę  council  in  thc  dubious  cau?e, 
Attoraies,  chattering  wild,  burlcsque  the  laws— 
(So  shameless  ąuacka,  who  doctors'  right  invade, 
Of  jargon  and  of  poison  form  a  trade. 
So  canting  coblers,  whilc  from  tubs  they  teach, 
Bofibon  the  gospel  they  pretend  to  preach.) 
Boast  petty  conrts,  whence  rules  new  rigour  draw, 
Unknown  to  Nature's  and  to  statut  e-law ; 
Quirks  that  explain  all  saving  rights  away, 
To  give  th'  attorney  and  the  catchpoll  prey. 
Is  there  where  law  too  rigorous  may  descend, 
Or  charity  ber  ktndly  band  ejrteod  > 
Thy  courts,  that,  sfcut  when  pity  would  redress, 
Spontaneous  open  to  inflict  distress. 
Try  nusdenieanours !— all  thy  wiles  employ, 
Not  to  chastise  th'  offender,  but  destroy  ; 
Bid  the  large  lawless  fine  his  fate  foretel ; 
Bid  it  beyond  his  crime  and  fortunę  swell ; 


Cut  off  from  senrice  due  to  kindred  blood, 
To  priyate  welfere  and  to  poblic  good, 
Pitied  by  all,  but  thee,  he  sentencM  tiea 5 
ImprisonM  languislies,  imprison'd  diea. 

**********     # 

*********** 
**********     # 

*********** 

Boast  swanning  veasels,  whose  pleheian  state 
Owes  not  to  merchants  bot  inechamcsfreighŁ. 
Boast  nought  bot  pedlar-fleeta—ra  wart  ałann*, 
Unknown  to  glory,  as  anknown  to  anns. 
Boast  thy  base  Tolsey, l  and  thy  turn-spit  doga, 
Thy  Halliers  *  horsea  and  thy  haman  hoga ; 
Upstarts  and  mushrooms,  proud,  relentlesa  hearts  ; 
Thou  blank  of  science*  !  thou  dearth  of  arts  ! 
Sućh  foes  as  learning  once  was  doomłd  to  see  ! 
Huns,  Goths,  and  Vandals,  were  but  typea  of  thee. 

Proceed,  great  Bristol,  in  aU-rigbtaous  ways, 
And  let  one  justice  heighten  yet  thy  praise  ; 
Still  spare  the  catamite,  and  swinge  thewhore, 
And  be,  whate'er  Gomorrha  was  beforc 


>  A  place  where  the  merchants  uaed  to  meet  to 
transact  their  affairsbefore  the  Eschange  was  erect- 
e<L    See  Gentlemani  Magazine,  VoL  XII  L  p.  49f  • 

*  Halliers  are  the  persons  who  drhre  or  osra  tke 
sledges  which  are  here  used  instead  of  carta. 
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As  account  of  Dr,  Swift  has  been  already  collected,  with  great  dfligence  and  acute- 
ness,  by  Dr.  Hawkesworth,  according  to  a  scheme  which  I  laid  before  him  in  the 
intimacy  of  our  friendship.  I  cannot  therefore  be  expected  to  say  much  of  a  life, 
eoDcerning  which  I  had  long  noce  communicated  my  thoughts  to  a  man  capable  of 
dignifying  his  narration  with  so  much  elegance  of  language  and  force  of  sentiment. 

JONATHAN  SWIFT  was,  according  to  an  account  said  to  be  written  by  himself1, 
the  son  of  Jonathan  Swift,  an  attorney,  and  was  bora  at  Dublin  on  st.  Andrews  day, 
1667:  according  to  his  own  report,  as  dełivered  by  Pope  to  Spence,  he  was  born  at 
Leicester,  the  son  of  a  clergyman,  who  was  minister  of  a  parish  in  Herefordshire  *. 
Dnring  his  life  the  place  of  his  birth  was  undetermined.  He  was  conteuted  to  be 
called  an  Irishman  by  the  Irish ;  but  would  occasionally  cali  himself  an  Cnglisbman. 
The  ąnestion  may,  without  much  regret,  be  left  in  the  obscurity  in  which  he  delighted 
to  inroWe  it 

Whatever  was  his  birth,  his  edncation  was  Irish.  He  was  sent  at  the  age  of  six  to 
the  school  of  Okenny,  and  in  his  fifteenth  year  (1682)  was  admitted  into  the  univer- 
•Hyof  DnMin. 

In  his  academical  stndies  he  was  eitber  not  diligent  or  not  happy.  It  must  disap- 
point  ercry  reader*s  expectation,  that,  wben  at  the  usual  time  he  claimed  the  bachelor- 
ship  of  arts,  he  was  found  by  the  examiners  too  conspicnously  deficietit  for  regular 
admissioo,  and  obtained  his  degree  at  last  by  special  fatour ;  a  term  used  in  tbat  uni- 
versity  to  denote  want  of  merit. 

Of  this  disgrace  it  may  be  easily  supposed  that  he  was  much  ashamed,  and  shame 
had  its  proper  eflect  in  producing  reformation.  He  resolved  from  that  time  to  study 
eight  honrs  a  day,  and  continued  his  industry  for  seveu  years,  with  what  improrement 
h  sufficiently  known.  This  part  of  his  story  well  deserves  to  be  remembercd ;  it  may 
afford  useful  admonitión  and  powerral  encouragenfent  to  many  men,  whose  abiiities 
have  been  madę  for  a  time  useless  by  tbeir  passions  or  pleasures,  and  who,  having  łost 
one  part  of  life  in  idleness,  are  tempted  to  throw  away  the  remainder  in  despair. 

In  this  course  of  daily  application  he  continued  three  years  longer  at  Dublin ;  and 
in  this  time,  if  the  obserration  and  memory  of  an  old  companion  may  be  trusted,  ha 
drew  the  fint  sketch  of  his  TUe  of  a  Tub. 

1  Mr.  Sheridan  in  hb  Life  of  Swift  obieiret,  that  this  account  was  really  written  by  the  dcan,  soA 
eaisU  Sn  his  own  hand  writing  in  the  tibrary  of  Dublin  college.    R, 

voL  II.  p,  273. 
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When  he  was  about  one  and  twenty  (1688),  being  by  the  dcath  of  Godwin  Swift  hi* 
uncle,  who  had  supportcd  him,  left  without  subsistence,  he  went  to  consult  his  mother 
who  then  lived  at  Leicester,  about  the  iiiture  course  of  his  life ;  and  by  ber  directioa 
fiolicited  the  advice  and  patronage  of  sir  William  Tempie,  who  had  married  one  of 
Mrs.  SwhYs  relations,  and  whose  fatber  sir  John  Tempie,  master  of  the  rolls  in  Ireland, 
had  lived  in  great  familiarity  of  friendship  with  Godwin  Swift,  by  whom  Jonathan  had 
been  to  tbat  time  maintained. 

Tempie  receive<^  with  sufficient  kindneas  the  nephew  of  bis  fathert  firiend,  with  whom 
be  was,  when  they  conversed  together,  so  much  pleased  that  he  detained  him  two  years 
in  his  house.  Ijlere  he  became  known  to  king  William,  who  sometimes  vished  Tempie 
when  he  was  disabled  by  the  gout,  and,  being  attended  by  Swift  in  the  garden,  showed 
him  how  to  cut  asparagus  in  the  Dutch  way. 

King  William' s  notions  were  all  military;  and  he  eipressed  his  kindness  to  Swift  by 
offering  to  make  him  a  captain  of  bonie. 

When  Tempie  removed  to  Moor-park,  he  took  Swift  with  hhn ;  and  when  he  was 
consultad  by  the  eari  of  Portland  about  the  expedieoce  of  complymg  with  a  bill  then 
depending  for  aaking  parliaments  triennial,  against  which  king  William  was  strangry 
prejudked,  after  haviug  in  vain  tried  to  show  the  earl  that  the  proposal  m?ol?ed  nothing 
dangerous  to  royal  power,  he  sent  Swift  for  the  same  purpose  to  the  king.  Swift,  who 
probably  was  proud  of  his  employiuent,  and  went  with  all  the  confidence  of  a  young 
man,  found  his  arguments,  and  bis  art  of  displaying  them,  madę  totally  mefiectnal  by 
the  predetermination  of  the  king ;  and  used  to  mention  this  disappointeieni  as  bis  fint 
antidote  against  vanity. 

Before  be  left  Ireland  he  contracted  a  disorder,  as  he  thought,  by  earjng  tao  much 
fruit  Tbe  original  of  diseases  is  commonly  obscure.  Almost  every  boy  eats  as  much 
fruit  as  he  can  get,  without  any  great  inconrauence.  The  disease  of  Swift  was  gpddi- 
ness  with  deatness,  which  attacked  him  fYomthne  to  time,  began  very  eatiy,  pusned 
him  through  life,  and  at  last  sent  him  to  tbe  grave,  depmed  of  reason. 

Being  much  oppressed  at  Moor-park  by  this  grievous  mahdy,  he  was  adrised  to  try 
his  natireair,  and  went  to  Ireland ;  but,  fading  no  benefit,  returned  to  sir  Wiiham,  at 
whose  house  he  continued  his  studies,  and  is  known  to  have  read,  among  otfacr  books, 
Cyprian  and  lrenstus.  He  thought  exercise  of  great  necessHy,  and  used  to  run  half  a 
mile  up  and  down  a  hHl  every  two  hours. 

It  is  ęasy  to  imagine  that  the  modę  in  which  his  fint  degree  was  conferred,  left  him 
no  great  fondness  for  the  Unwersity  of  Dublin,  and  therefore  he  resotad  to  become  a 
master  of  arts  at  Oxford.  In  tbe  testhnonial  which  he  produced,  the  wotds  ot"  disgiacs 
were  omitted;  and  he  took  his  master/s  degree  (July  5, 1692)  with  such  receptkm  and 
regard  as  folly  contented  him. 

While  he  lived  with  Tempie,  he  used  to  pay  his  mother  at  Leicester  a  yearly  visiŁ  He 
travelled  on  foot,  unless  some  violence  of  weather  drove  him  iato  a  waggon ;  and  at 
nigbt  he  would  gd  to  a  penny  lodgiog,  where  he  purchased  clean  sheets  for 
This  practice  lord  Orrery  imputes  to  his  innate  love  of  grossness  and  vu%arity : 
may  ascribe  it  to  his  desire  of  sunreying  human  life  through  all  its  varieties :  and  others, 
perhaps  with  eąual  probability,  to  a  passion  which  seems  to  have  been  deeply  fized  m 
bis  beart,  the  love  ofa  shilling. 
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In  time  be  began  to  think  tkał  his  attendance  at  Moor-Park  desenred  same  other 
fccompente  łhan  tbe  pleasure,  however  mingfed  with  impawenient,  of  Temple's  con- 
▼enation ;  and  grew  so  impatient,  that  (l694)  he  went  away  in  discontent 

Tempie,  conscious  of  having  gfoen  reason  for  complajnt,  is  said  to  have  madę  him 
deputy  master  of  tbe  rolłs  in  Ireland ;  which,  according  to  his  kiastmurt  account,  was 
an  oflice  whioh  he  knew  him  not  able  to  discharge.  Swift  tberefore  resolyed  io  enter 
isto  the  churcb,  in  which  he  had  at  first  no  higher  hopes  than  of  tbe  chaplainship  to 
the  factory  at  Iisbon ;  but,  being  recommended  to  lord  Capd,  he  obtained  the  pre- 
bend  of  Kilroot  in  Connor,  of  about  a  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

But  the  infirmities  of  Tempie  madę  a  companion  like  Swift  so  necestary,  that  he 
invited  him  back,  with  a  promise  to  procure  him  Eagbsh  preferment  in  exchange  for 
tbe  prebend,  which  he  desired  him  to  resign.  With  tfais  reąuest  Swift  ąukkly  com- 
plied,  havkig  perhaps  eqoa)ly  repented  their  separation>  and  they  lived  on  together 
"with  mutual  satisfoction ;  and,  in  tbe  four  years  that  passed  between  his  return  and 
Tempie  s  death,  it  is  probable  that  he  wrote  the  Tale  of  a  Tub  and  the  Battle  of  the 
Books. 

Swift  began  early  to  think,  or  to  hope,  that  he  was  a  poet,  and  wrote  Pindaric 
odes  to  Tempie,  to  the  king,  and  to  the  Athenian  society,  a  knot  of  obscure  men  3, 
who  pubhshed  a  periodkai  pamphlet  of  answers  to  questions,  sent,  or  supposed  to  be 
tent,  by  letters.  I  have  been  told  that  Dryden,  having  perused  these  verses,  said, 
«« Cousm  Swift,  you  will  never  be  a  poet ;"  and  that  this  denunciation  was  the  motire 
of  Swift's  perpetual  malevolence  to  Dryden. 

In  \699  Tempie  died,  and  left  a  legacy  with  his  tnanuscripts  to  Swift,  for  whom  he 
had  obtained  from  king  William  a  promise  of  the  first  prebend  that  should  be  vacant 
al  Westniinster  or  Canterbury. 

That  this  promise  migbt  not  be  forgotten,  Swift  dedkated  to  the  king  the  posthumous 
works  with  which  he  was  intrusted :  but  neither  the  dedication,  nor  tenderness  for  the 
man  whom  he  once  had  treated  with  confidence  and  fondness,  revived  in  Jung  William 
theremembrance  of  his  promise.  Swift  awhile  attended  the  court ;  but  soon  found  his 
sohcitations  bopeless. 

He  was  then  invited  by  the  earl  of  Berkeley  to  accompany  him  into  Ireland,  as  his 
private  secretary;  but,  after  having  done  the  business  till  their  armal  at  Dublin,  he 
then  found  that  one  Bush  had  persuaded  the  earl  that  a  clergyman  was  not  a  proper 
secretary,  and  had  obtained  the  office  for  himself.  In  a  man  like  Swift,  such  circum- 
ventkm  and  inconstancy  must  have  excited  vioknt  indignation. 

But  be  had  yet  morę  to  sufler.  Lord  Berkeley  had  the  disposal  of  the  deanery  of 
Derry,  and  Swift  expected  to  obtain  H;  but  by  the  secretary^  influence,  supposed  to 
have  been  secured  by  a  bribe,  it  was  bestowed  on  somebody  else;  and  Swift  was  dis- 
missed  with  the  lirings  of  Laracor  and  Rathbeggin  in  the  diocese  of  Meath,  which 
together  did  not  equal  half  the  value  of  the  deanery. 

At  Laracor  he  increased  the  parochial  duty  by  reading  prayers  on  Wednesdays  and 
Fridays,  and  performed  all  the  offices  of  his  professkm  with  great  decency  and  exact- 


3  ItM  puMittor  of  this  oollectkm  was  John  Duntoo.    R. 
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Soon  after  bis  tetUement  at  Laracor,  be  inrited  to  Ireland  the  unfbrtunate  Stella,  • 
young  woman  whoee  name  was  Johnson,  the  daughter  of  tbc  steward  of  sir  William 
Terapie,  who,  in  consMeration  of  ber  fathers  rirtues,  left  ber  a  thousand  porada. 
Witb/her  came  Mrs.  Dingiey,  wbose  whołe  fortunę  was  twenty-se ven  pounda  a  year  for 
ber  life.  With  these  iadies  be  passed  his  hou»  of  relaxation,  and  to  them  be  opened 
his  bosom ;  but  they  never  resided  in  the  same  house,  nor  did  be  see  eitber  without  a 
witness.  They  lived  at  the  Parsonage,  when  Swift  was  away ;  and,  wben  be  returned, 
removed  to  a  lodging,  or  to  the  houae  of  a  neighbouring  clergyman. 

Swift  was  not  one  of  those  minds  which  araaze  the  world  with  early  pregnancy :  his 
first  work,  except  his  few  poetical  essays,  was  the  Dissentions  in  Atheos  and  Romę, 
publisbed  (1701)  in  his  thirty-fourth  year.  After  its  appearance,  payingayisittosonie 
bishop,  he  heard  mention  madę  of  the  new  pamphlet  that  Burnet  bad  written,  replete 
with  political  knowledge.  When  he  seemed  to  doubt  Burnefs  right  to  the-work,  he 
was  told  by  the  bishop,  that  he  was  "  a  young  man ;"  and,  stiil  persisting  to  doubt, 
that  he  was,  "  a  very  positive  young  man." 

Three  years  afterwards  (1704)  was  publishedThe  Tale  of  "a  Tub:  ofthis  book 
charity  may  be  persuaded  to  think  that  h  might  be  written  by  a  man  of  a  peculiar  cba- 
racter  without  ill  intention ;  but  H  is  certainly  of  dangerous  ezample.  That  Swift  was 
its  author,  tbough  it  be  unwersally  believed,  was  never  owned  by  himself,  nor  very  weil 
proved  by  any  evidence ;  but  no  other  claimant  can  be  produced,  and  he  did  not  deny 
it  when  arcbbishop  Sharpe  and  the  dutchess  of  Somerset,  -by  showing  it  to  the  ąneeo, 
debarred  bim  from  a  bishopric. 

When  tbis  wiid  work  first  raised  the  attention  of  the  public,  Sacheverell,  meeting 
Smalridge,  tried  to  flatter  bim,  by  seeming  to  think  bim  the  author ;  but  Smalridge 
answered  with  indignation,  "  Not  all  that  you  and  I  have  in  the  world,  norall  that  ever 
we  shall  have,  should  hire  me  to  write  the  Tale  of  a  Tub/' 

The  digressions  relating  to  Wotton  and  Bentley  must  be  confeased  to  dbcover  want 
of  knowledge  or  want  of  integrhy ;  he  did  not  understand  tbe  two  controversies,  or  be 
willingly  misrepresented  tbeni.  But  wit  can  stand  its  ground  against  trutb  only  a  littk 
whiłe.  Tbe  honours  due  to  learning  bave  been  justly  distributed  by  tbe  decision  of 
posterity. 

The  Battle  of  the  Books  is  so  like  the  Combat  des  Livres,  wbich  the  same  questioB 
concernuig  the  ancients  and  moderns  bad  produced  in  France,  that  the  improbability  of 
such  a  coincidence  of  thoughts  without  communication  is  not,  in  my  opinion,  balanoed 
by  the  anonymous  protestation  prefiied,  in  which  all  knowledge  of  the  French  book  is 
peremptorily  disowned  \ 

For  some  limę  after  Swift  was  probably  employed  in  solitary  study,  gakńng  the  qna* 
bfications  reąuisite  for  futurę  eminence.  How  often  he  visited  Engłand,  and  with  what 
diligeneehe  attended  his  parishes,  I  know  not.  It  was  not  till  about  four  years  after- 
wards tbathebecame  a  professed  author;  andtben  one  year  (1708)  produced  The 
Sentimentś  of  a  Church-of-England  Man ;  the  ridicuk  of  Astrology  iinder  tbe  name  of 
Bkkerstaff;  the  Argument  against  abolishing  Cbristianity ;  and  the  defipnce  of  tbe  Sfr 
cramental  Test.  "" 

4  Se*  Sheridan'*  life,  edit.  1784,  p.  585,  where  aro  tome  rapariu  oo  thii  paange.    JL 
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The  Sentiments  of  a  Chiiith^f-EnglandMan  is  written  with  great  coolness,  modera* 
tion,  ease  and  perspicuity.  The  Argument  against  abotishmg  Christianity  is  a  very 
happy  and  judicious  irony.    One  passage  in  it  dcsenres  to  be  sekcted, 

"  If  Christianity  were  onee  -tfeotished,  how  could  the  free-thinkers,  the  ftrong  reason- 
ers,  and  the  men  of  profound  learnmg,  beable  to  find  another  subject  socalcuiated,  in 
all  points,  whereon  to  display  their  abilities  ?  What  wonderful  productioni  of  wit  should 
we  be  deprired  of  from  those,  whose  genius,  by  continoal  practice,  hath  been  wholly 
turned  upon  rafllery  and  invectives  against  religion,  and  would  therefore  never  be  able 
toshine,  or  dfetmguishtheinselves,  upon  any  otfaer  subjeet?  Weare  dailycoinplainmg 
of  the  great  declioe  of  wit  among  us,  and  would  take  away  the  greatest,  perhaps  the 
only,  topie  we  have  left  Who  would  ever  have  suspected  Asgill  for  a  wit,  or  Toland 
for  a  philosopher,  if  the  inexhaustible  stock  of  Christianity  had  not  been  at  hand 
to  provide  them  with  materials?  What  other  subject,  throughall  art  pr  naturę,  could 
hare  produced  Tindal  for  a  profound  author,  or  furnished  him  with  readerst  It  is 
the  wise  choke  of  the  subject  that  alone  adorns  and  distinguishes  the  writer.  For  had 
an  hundred  such  pens  asthese  been  employed  on  the  side  of  religion,  they  would  have 
immediately  sunk  into  sflence  and  obKvion.w 

TheieasonabIenessofatestisnothardtobeproved;  but  perhaps  itmnst  be  allowed 
that  the  proper  test  hasnot  been  chosen, 

The  attention  paki  to  the  papers  published  under  the  narae  of  Bkkerstaff,  induced 
Steele,  when  be  projected  The  lutler,  to  assume  an  appellation  which  had  already 
gained  possession  of  the  reader  s  notkę. 

In  the  year  following  he  wrote  a  Project  for  the  Advanceroeut  of  Religion,  addressed 
to  lady  Berkeley;  by  whose  kindness  it  is  not  unlikelyMhat  he  was  advanced  to  his 
beneńces.  To  this  project,  which  is  formed  with  great  purity  of  intention,  and  displayed 
with  sprightliness  and  elegauce,  it  can  only  be  objected,  that,  like  many  projects,  it  is,  if 
not  generally  impractkable,  yet  evidently  hopeless,  as  it  supposes  morę  aeal,  concord,  and 
penererance,  than  a  view  of  mankind  give»  reason  for  expecŁiug. 

He  wrote  likewise  this  year  A  Yindication  of  BickerstafF;  and  an  explanatk>n  of  An 
Ancient  Prophecy,  part  written  after  the  facts,  and  the  rest  never  completed,  but  well 
planned  to  escite  amazement. 

Soon  after  began  the  busy  and  important  part  of  Swift  s  life.  He  was  employed 
(1710)  by  the  primate  of  Ireland  to  solicit  the  queen  for  a  reinission  of  the  firstfruits 
and  twentieth  parts  to  the  Irish  clergy.  With  this  purpose  he  had  recourse  to  Mr. 
Harley,  to  whom  he  was  uientioned  as  a  inan  neglected  and  oppressed  by  the  Iast  mi- 
nistry,  because  he  had  refused  to  co-operate  with  some  of  their  schemes.  What  he 
had  refused  has  never  been  told ;  what  he  had  suflfered  was,  I  suppose,  the  exclusion 
from  a  bishopric  by  the  remonstrances  of  Sharpe,  whom  he  describes  as  the  "  harmless 
tool  of  others'  hate,"  and  whom  he  represents  as  afterwards  "  suiog  for  pardon." 

Harley^  designs  and  situation  were  such  as  madę  him  glad  of  an  auxiliary  so  well 
ąuaUfied  for  his  service;  he  therefore  sqon  admhted  him  to  familiarity,  whether  ever  to 
confidence  some  have  madę  a  doubt ;  but  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  excite  his  zeal 
wfthont  persuading  him  that  be  was  trusted,  and  not  ?ery  easy  to  deiude  him  by  fabe 
penuasions. 
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He  was  certainły  admitted  to  t bose  meetmgs  m  whicbthe  fint  ■intsaiułoriginal  plan 
of  action  are  supposed  to  have  been  formed;  aad  was  one  of  Hie  sixteen  minfisters,  or 
agents  of  the  ministry,  who  met  weekly  at  each  other'*  bouses,  and  were  united  by  tbe 
name  of  Brother. 

Beingaot  immediately  considered  as  an  obdurate  Tory,  he  conversed  indSscriminately 
with  alł  the  wits,  and  was  yet  tbe  friend  of  Steele ;  wbo,  m  th*  Tailer,  wbich  began 
in  April  1709,  confesses  the  advantage  of  his  conversation,  antt  mentions  sometłring 
contributed  by  him  to  his  paper.  But  he  was  now  immergfing  mto  polirical  controversy ; 
for  the  year  1710  produced  The  Examiner,  of  which  Swift  wrote  thirty-three  papers. 
In  argument  be  may  be  allowed  to  have  the  advantage ;  for  where  a  wide  system  of 
conduct,  aad  the  wbole  of  a  public  character,  is  laid  open  to  inquiry,  the  accoser,  having 
the  choice  of  facts,  must  be  very  uuskilful  if  he  does  not  prevail;  buł,  with  regard  to 
wit,  I  am  afraid  nonę  of  SwhYs  papers  wili  be  found  equal  to  tbose  by  wbici*  Addison 
opposed  him 5. 

He  wrote  in  the  year  1711  a  Letter  to  the  October  Club,  a  number  of  Tory  gen- 
tiemcn  sent  from  the  country  to  parliament,  wbo  ibrmed  themselres  into  a.club,  to  tbe 
number  of  about  a  hundred,  and  met  to  animate  the  zeal  and  raise  tbe  expeclations  of 
each  other.  They  thought,  with  great  reason,  that  the  ministers  were  losing  opportu- 
nities ;  tbat  sufficient  use  was  not  madę  of  the  ardour  of  the  nation ;  they  called  lotidJy 
for  morę  changes  and  stronger  efforts ;  and  demanded  the  punishment  of  part,  and  tbe 
dismissioD  of  the  rest,  of  those  whom  they  considered  as  public  robbers. 

Their  eagerness  was  not  gratified  by  the  queen,  or  by  Harley.  The  queeu  was 
probably  slow  because  she  was  afraid ;  and  Harley  was  slow  because  he  was  doublrul ; 
he  was  a  Tory  only  by  necessity,  or  for  convenience ;  and,  when  he  had  power  in  his 
hands,  had  no  settled  purpose  for  which  he  shoulćl  employ  it ;  forced  to  gratify  to  a 
certain  degree  the  Tories  who  supported  him,  but  unwilling  to  make  his  reconcilement 
to  the  Whigs  utterly  desperate,  he  corresponded  at  once  with  the  rwo  expectants  of  the 
crown,  and  kept,  as  has  been  observed,  the  succession  undetermined.  Not  knowiag 
wbat  to  do,  he  dkł  notbing ;  and,  with  the  fetę  of  a  double  dealer,  at  last  he  lost  his 
power,  but  kept  bis  enemies. 

Swift  seems  to  have  concurred  in  opinion  with  the  October  Club ;  but  it  was  not  in 
his  power  to  quicken  the  tardiness  of  Harley,  whom  he  sliroulated  as  much  as  he  could, 
but  with  little  effect.  He  tbat  knows  not  whither  to  go,  is  in  no  hastę  to  move.  Har- 
ley, wbo  was  perhaps  not  quick  by  naturę,  became  yet  morę  slow  by  irresolutkm ;  and 
was  content  to  hear  tbat  dilatorinesslamented  as  natural,  wbich  he  apptanded  in  bimself 
as  politic. 

Without  tbe  Tories,  bowever,  notbing  could  be  dofte ;  and,  as  they  were  not  to  be 
gratified,  they  must  be  appeased ;  and  the  conduct  of  the  minister,  if  it  could  not  be 
vindicated,  was  to  be  plausibly  excused. 

Early  in  the  next  year  he  published  a  Proposal  for  correcting,  improving,  and  ascer- 
taining  the  English  Tongue,  in  a  letter  to  tbe  carl'of  Oxford;  written  without  much 
knowledge  of  the  generał  naturę  of  language,  and  without  any  accurate  inqutry  into 
the  history  of  other  tongues.    The  certainty  and  stabiiity  whicb,  contrary  to  all  expe- 

*  Miv  Shcridan  howcver  says,  that  Addison's  last  Whig  Examioer  was  publiehed  Oct,  13,  1711;  and 
Swifta  first  Exammer,  on  the  lOth  of  the  following  November.    J?. 
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rimrrr  hir ikUk- -n**-*-'"-  ^ p~»p™—  *~  ~>*~»-Uj Ł^h^ — » <~~A^y .  thedecrees* 
of .  which  erosy  man  would  have  been  willing,  and  many  would  have  been  proud,  to 
disobey,  and  wMch,  bcing  renewed  by  successive  ełections,  would  hi'  a  short  time  harc 
difered  from  itself • 

Swift  now  atlained  the  zenith  of  his  political  importance:  he  poblished  (1712)  the 
Condact  of  the  Allies,  ten  days*  before  the  parliament  assembled.  The  purpose  was  to 
persuade  the  natkm  to  »  paaot ;  and  nerer  nad  any  writer  morę  success.  The  people, 
.who  had  been  amused  with  bonfires  and  triumphal  processions,  and  looked  with  idola- 
try  on  the  generał  and  hb  friends,  who,  as  they  tliought,  had  mąde  Engiand  the  arbi- 
tress  of  nationsv  were  confonnded  between  shame  and  ragę,  when  they  fbond  that "  mines 
had  been  esbausted,  and  millions  destroyed,"  to  secure  the  Duteh  or  aggrandue  the 
emperor,  without  any  adrantage  to  ooraelves ;  that  we  had  been  bribing'our  neighbours 
te  tight  their  own  quarrel ;  and  that  amongst  our  enemie*  we  might  number  our  allies. 

That  b  now  no  longer  doubted,  of  which  the  nation  was  then  first  infbrmed,  that 
the  war  was  unnecessariły  protracted  to  fili  the  pockete  of  Maiiborough;  and  that 
it  would  have  been  eontinued  without end,  if  he  could  have  continued  his  annual  plunder. 
But  Swift,  I  suppose*  did  not  yet  know  what  he  haa  sińce  wriften,  that  a  commission 
was  drawn  wh|eh  would  have  appointed  him  generał  for  life,  had  it  not  become  inef- 
fectual  by  the  resołotion  of  lord  Cowper,  who  refused  the  seal. 

'*  Whatever  is  recerod,"  say  the  schools,  "  b  reoeived  in  proportion  to  the  recipient." 
The  power  of  a  political  treatise  dependsmuch  upon  the  dbposition  of  the  people ;  the 
nation  was  then  combustible,  and  a  spark  set  it  on  fire.  It  is  boastedv  that  between 
November  and  January  eleven  thousand  were  sold ;  a  great  number  at  that  time,  when 
we  were  not  yet  a  nation  of  readers.  To  its  propagation  certainly  no  agency  of  power 
or  influence  was  wanting.  It  fumished  arguments  for  conversatiou,  speeches  for 
deoate,  and  materials  for  parłiamentary  resolutions. 

Yet,  surely,  whoever  surveys  this  wonder-working  pamphlet  with  cool  perusal,  will 
confess  that  hs  efficacy  was  supplied  by  the  passions  of  its  readers ;  that  it  operates  by 
the  merę  weigbt  of  facts,  with  very  little  assistance  from  the  hand  that  produced  them. 

This  year  (1 7 12)  he  published  bis  Reflections  on  tbe  Barrier  Treaty,  which  carries 
on  the  design  of  his  Conduct  of  the  Allies,  and  shows  how  little  regard  in  that  negotia- 
tion  had  been  shown  to  the  interest  of  Engiand,  and  how  much  of  the  conquered  coun- 
try had  been  demanded  by  the  Dutch. 

Thb  was  followed  by  Remarks  on  the  Bbhop  of  Sarum  s  Introduction  to  hb  third 
Yolume  of  the  Hbtory  of  the  Reformation ;  a  pamphlet  which  Burnet  publbhed  as  an 
alarm,  to  waru  the  nation  of  the  approach  of  popery..  Swift,  who  seems  to  have  db- 
liked  the  bbhop  with  something  morę  than  political  aversion,  treats  him  like  one  whom 
he  b  glad  of  an  opportuniry  to  insult 

Swift,  being  now  the  declared  ńwourite  and  supposed  confideńt  of  the  Tory  miubtry, 
was  treated  by  alł  that  depended  on  the  court  with  the  respect  which  dependenta  know 
howtopay.  Hesoonbegantofeel  pot  of  the  mberyof  greatness;  he  that  could  say 
that  he  knew  him,  conskłered  himself  ashaving  fortunę  in  hb  power.  Commbsions, 
solicitations,  remonstrances,  crowded  about  him;  be  was  espected  to  do  every  man's 
business,  to  procure  employment  for  one,  and  to  retain  it  for  another.  In  assbting 
those  who  addressed  him,  he  represents  himself  as  sufficiently  diligent;  and  desires 
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to  have  others  believc,  what  he  probably  beliered  himself,  that  by  his  wteipoMam 
many  Whigs  of  merit,  and  amoog  them  Addison  and  Congrere,  werc  contimied  in  their 
places.  But  every  man  of  known  influence  bas  so  many  petitions  whkh  be  cannot 
grant,  that  be  must  necessarily  offend  morę  tban  he  gratifies,  as  the  preference  girento 
oce  affords  all  the  rest  reason  for  complaint*  •*  When  I  gtve  away  a  place/  saki  Lewi* 
XIV.  "  I  make  an  hundred  discontented,  and  one  ungratefuL" 

Much  has  been  said  of  the  eąuality  and  independence  which  he  preaenred  in  his 
conversation  wiftb  the  ministers,  of  the  frankness  of  his  remonstrances,  and  the  nmim> 
rity  of  his  friendship.  In  accounts  of  this  kind  a  few  single  inekknts  are  set  agamst 
the  generał  tenour  of  bebatiour.  No  man,  however,  can  pay  a  morę  searile  tribnte  to 
the  great,  than  by  suffering  bis  liberty  in  their  presence  to  aggrandiae  him  in  his  own 
esteem.  Between  different  ranks  of  the  community  there  is  necessarily  some  distance ; 
he  wbo  b  called  by  his  superior  to  pass  the  interral,  may  properły  accept  the  invitatioa; 
but  petulance  and  obtrusion  are  rarely  produced  by  magnanimity,  nor  have  often  any 
nobler  cause  tban  the  pride  of  importance,  and  the  malke  of  inferiority.  He  wbo 
knows  himself  necessary  may  set,  while  that  necessity  lasts,  a  high  value  upon  himsdf ; 
as,  in  a  lower  condition,  a  servanteminently  skilful  may  be  sancy ;  but  he  is  saucy  only 
because  he  is  servile.  Swift  appears  to  have  preserved  the  kindness  of  the  great  when 
they  wanted  him  no  longer ;  and  therefore  it  must  be  allowed,  that  the  childisb  freedom, 
to  which  he  seems  enougb  inclined,  was  overpowered  by  his  better  qualities. 

His  disinterestedness  has  been  likewise  mentioned ;  a  strain  of  heroism,  which  wonld 
have  been  in  his  condition  romantic  and  superfluous.  Ecclesiastical  benefices,  when 
they  become  vacant,  must  be  given  away ;  and  the  friends  of  power  may,  if  there  be 
no  inherent  disquaIification,  reasonably  expect  them.  Swift  accepted  (1713)  the  deanery 
of  St  Patrick,  the  best  preferment  that  his  friends  could  venture  '  to  ghre  him.  Tljat 
ministry  was  in  a  great  degree  supported  by  the  clergy,  who  were  not  then  recoacfled 
to  the  author  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,  and  wóuld  not  without  mucb  discontent  and  indig- 
nation  have  borne  to  see  him  installed  in  an  English  cathedra!. 

He  reiused,  indeed,  fifty  ]K>unds  from  lord  Oxford ;  but  he  accepted  after* 
wards  a  draught  of  a  thousand  tipon  the  exchequer,.  which  was  intercepted  by  tht 
queeu's  death,  and  which  he  resigncd,  as  he  says  himself,  "  multa  gemens,  withmanys 
groan." 

In  the  midst  of  his  power  and  his  polhics,  he  kept  a  jounial  of  bis  raits,  his  walks, 
his  interviews  with  ministers,  and  quarrels  witb  his  servant,  and  transmitted  it  to  Mn* 
Johnson,  and  Mrs.  Dingley,  to  whom  he  knew  that  whatever  befel  him  was  interesting, 
and  no  accounts  could  be  too  piinute.  Whether  these  diurnal  trifles  were  properły 
exposed  to  eyes  which  had  never  received  any  pleasure  from  the  presence  of  the  deaa, 
may  be  reasonably  doubted ;  they  have,  however,  some  odd  attraction ;  the  reader, 
finding  freąuent  mention  of  Dames  which  he  bas  been  used  to  consider  as  important, 
goes  on  in  hope  of  information ;  and,  as  there  is  nothing  to  fatigue  attention,  if  he  k 
disappointed  he  can  hardly  complain.  It  is  easy  to  percerre,  from  every  page,  that 
though  ambition  pressed  Swift  into  a  life  of  bustle,  the  wfah  for  a  life  of  ease  was  alwayt 
returning. 

6  This  emphatic  word  has  not  escapcd  the  wałchful  cye  of  Dr.  Warton,  who  has  placed  a  nota  bfi» 
itit  X 
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He  Went  to  take  possession  of  his  deanery  as  soon  as  he  had  óbtairied  it;  but  he  was 
hat  suffered  to  stayin  Ireland  morę  than  afortnight  before  be  was  recalled  to  England, 
tbat  be  might  reconcile  lord  Oxford  and  lord  Bolingbróke,  wbo  began  to  look  on  one 
another  witb  małevolence,  whicb  every  day  increased,  and  which  Bolingbróke  appeared 
to  retaio  in  his  last  yeurs. 

Swift  contrwed  an  interview,  froin  wbich  they  botb  departed  diścontented :  he  pro- 
fcured  a  second;  which  ońLy  coitirinced  birn  that  the  feud  was  irreconcileable;  he  told 
them  his  opinion,  that  all  was  lost.  This  denuriciation  was  cohtradicted  by  Oxford  ; 
but  Bolingbróke  whbpered  that  he  was  rigbt. 

Before  this  violent  dissension  had  shattered  the  ininistry,  Swift  had  published,  in  the 
beginning  of  the  year  (1714.)^  The  public  Spirit  of  the  Whigs*  in  anśwer  to  The  Critis, 
a  pamphlet  for  which  Steele  was  expelled  from  the  house  of  commons.  Swift  was  now 
to  raralienated  from  Steele,  as  tothink  him  no  longer  entitietf  to  decency,  and  therefore 
treats  kim  sometimes  with  contempt,  and  soinetimes  witb  abhorrence. 

In  this  pamphlet  the  Scotćh  were  mentioned  in  terras  so  provoking  to  that  irritable 
natioa,  that,  resohring  "  not  to  be  offended  witb  iinpunity,"  the  Scotch  lordsin  a  body 
demaaded  an  audienee  of  the  queen,  and  solkated  reparation.  A  procłautation  was 
issued,  in  which  three  hnndred  pounds  were  offered  for  the  discovery  of  the  autbor. 
Prom  this  stonn  he  was,  as  be  relates,  "  secured  by  a  sleight ;"  of  what  kind,  or  ~  by 
whose  pradenee  is  not  known;  and  such  was  the  increase  of  his  reputation,  that  tlie 
Scottish  u  nation  appiied  again  that  he  would  be  their  friend." 

He  wat-  become  so  rbrmidable  to  the  Whigs,  that  his  familiarity  with  the  ministers 
Was  clamoored  at  in  parliament*  particularly  by  two  nien»  afterwards  of  great  notę, 
Aishibte.au  d  Walpole. 

But,  by  the  disunion  of  his  great  frieuds,  his  importance  and  designs  were  now  at  an 
end;  and  seetng  his  senrices  at  last  useless,  he  retired  about  June  (1714)  into  Berkshire, 
wiiere,  in  the  house  of  a  rnend,  he  wrote  what  was  then  suppressed,  but  bas  sińce  ap- 
peared nader  the  titfe  of  Free  Thougbts  on  the  preseot  State  of  Afiairs. 

Wbile  he  was  waiting  in  this  retirement  for  erents  which  time  or  chance  might  bring 
to  pata,  tbe  death  óf  the  queen  broke  down  at  once  the  whole  system  of  Tory  politics; 
and  Dolhing  remamed  but  to  whhdraw  from  the  impłacabtUty  of  triumphant  Whiggism, 
and  ahelter  hhnself  in  unenvied  obscurity. 

Tbe-accoonts  of  his  reception  in  Ireland,  given  by  lord  Orreryand  Dr.  Delany,  are 
aa  oHUerent*  that  the  credit  of  the  writers,  botb  undoubtedly  veracious,  cannot  be  saved, 
bot  by  supposmg,  what  I  think  is  true,  that  they  speak  of  different  times.  When  Delany 
says,  Utai  he  was  recebred  with  rćspect,  he  means  for  the  first  fortnight,  when  he  came 
ta  take  legał  possession ;  and  when  lord  Orrery  tells  that  be  was  pelted  by  tbe  populace, 
he  is  ta  be  undeistood  of  the  tknę  when,  after  tbe  queen'»  deatb,  he  became  a  settled 


Tme  arcbbahop  of  Dublin  gave  him  at  first  some  distnrbance  in  the  exercise  of  his 
jawKetioa;  bat  it  -was  soon  discorered,  that  between  pradenee  and  integrity  he  was 
saldom  in  the  Wrong;  and  that,  when  he  was  right,  his  spirit  did  not  easiry  yjeld  to 
appoaition. 

Haring  so  lately  ąnitted  the  tumulU  of  a  party,  and  the  intrignes  of  a  court,  they 
atffl  kept  his  thougbts  in  agitatioo,  as  the  sea  fluctoates  a  whila  when  the  storm  bas 
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sa*  ora  of  świra. 

ceased.  He  therefore  filletf  bis  hotrrs  with  sonie  historicał  aftfteupts>  rdlarJdg  to  iBe 
Cheng* of  tbe  Minister*,  and  the Conduct  of  tbe  Mintstry*  If  e ttkewise' i* saf d tona* 
wri*te»a  Hfatory  of  tbe  fottr  last  Years  of  queeń  Annę,  which  he  beganiuber  life-tiru* 
And  aAerwards  laboured  with-  great  atteation,  bot  oever  pnblisbed.  Jt  waft  afterkk 
<ieath  in  thcbands  of  lord  Orrery  and  Dr.  King.  A  book  under that  titife  waapeb*- 
lished,  with  SwhYs  name,  by  Dri  Lucas ;  of  whkh  I  can  onły  say*  that  ii  Metod  bp  do 
means  to  correspond  witfa  the  notions  that  1  had  formed  of  it,  from  9 
whicb  I  once  heard  between  the  earl  of  Orrery  and  old  Mr.  Lewist 

Swift  now,  much  against  his  will,  coramenced  frisfaman  for  lite,  and  wato  to« 
ków  be  might  be  bestaccommodated  in  a  country  wtere  he  consWtred  biinsttf  a*i#a 
state  of  eufle.    II  seems  that  bis  first  recourse  was  to  piety,    The  tbougfctl'  06  dtalk 
rushedupon  him,  at  this  tinie,  with  saeh  ineeesant  importurńty,  rhattkey  teokpesMt 
;  sion  of  his  tnindi  wben  be  tiret  watoed,  for  many  yeara  together. 

He  opened  his  hause  by  a  pubHc  tablfc  two  days  a  week,  andfaMidb]s»  eMMM* 
menfe  grariaelly  ffequented  by  mora  and1  moro  viskam>  of  karnhig  amony  tka  ma, 
and-  of  eteguice  antoag  the  woskw.  Mra>  Jbkasott*  bad  lefc  the  uuuafryj  aifd<lłwjfri» 
lodgings-  nut-  for  from  the  deaaery.  On  his  pubk*  damska  mgulatoiitka  tfcMeMNf 
appćared  at-it  as  a  merę  gueat,  kke  othei*  ladbm 

dn  other  days  heoften  dtned,  a*  a  sta  ted  prioe;  with  M  f.  Wortal*  »d*rgyMai»  ff 
hk  caAedrał,  whose  hoas*  \vm  recotnmended  by  tbe  pecatiat*  neataeat 
of  his  wife.  To  this  frugal  modę  of  lWng,  be  was  flwt  dkposfcd  by  care  to*  pkft 
debla  witach  he  had  contraeted,  and  he  continued  if  for  tafe  pfoafcure  of 
mowey.  Hk  avarioe,  however,  waanot  suflfered  to  obdkaebtbe  claiinwof  hiadigairy? 
fhe  was  served  in  plate,  and  used  tef  say  that  he  was  the  poorest  gerjttaatmi  mWbmit 
that  ate-upoa  plate,  ani  the  ritkest  that  lived  witboufa  coacH. 

Mów*  be  spedt  the » resf  of  his*  titno  rad  how»  be  en^oyedhirbouiYoflstadyrhkstala 
iuonired  wHk  to]tefes*c«riosityt  For  wko  can  ghte  an  aeootłnt  of*  anotUcafesladkeft 
Swift' was  not  libery  to  admrl  atty  to  hk  pmaefes,  orto  impart  a>  adiat o  aeoa^ttrfhk 
bashiettf  or  MaMsóre. 

Sooo  aflter  (17i$»  ńrti»  fort^-mntb  year>  he  wa»  ptimteły  gwfied»  t6 
bf  Br.  Ashe,  bkbop-  of  Clegber,  aa  Dr.  Maddtu  toW-rae,  ia  tkegaads 
riage  madę  no  cbaoge  in  their  modę  of  life ;  \hey  lifed  wdHfctent;  Hb— ta/  mlkhl&i 
nor  did  sbe  ever  lodge  in  the  deanety  bal  when  Swift*  wa»seitedwirh  a^fit^gUdhKts. 
c<  R  woukł  be  cKffittmy*  says  lord  Orrery,  M  to  pfeffrtta*  dbey  wart  ea«r  ailmmnl> 
together  wtthout  a  thrrd  person/* 

The  dean  of  Sir.  Patrick'0  łrredba  prifttte  maaoarj  kttaarw  androgaided  odl^by  !■» 
iriendr ;  till,  about  the  year  1 720,  be,  bf  a  pamphlet,  reeomaKaded  to  tkar  Irkk  fb*w* 
and  conseąuently  tbe  inrprovemeot,  of  their  tnanaftetwe.  For  ima  to  usetiirpro 
ductions  of  his  own  labour  is  surely  a  natural  right,  and  to  like  beat  what  he-Hiap 
hhnself  is  a  natura!  passie**.  Bot  to  esełte  this  paasion,  and  elifccte  tbkrigk^  apc»*£(l 
80  crimmai  to  tbose  who  bad  aa  krterol  ie  the  BngHak  trade,  tkaMte  uAmjj  wasaa 
prisoned;  and,  as  Hawbeswortk  jwtty  ofesems,  tbeaUaolioft  of  tka  pabkc  bwn^kp 
this  outrageous  resentment  turned  upon  the  proposal,  the  author  was  by  coumęump 
nade  popular. 

In  1723  died  Hrrs.  Yan  Honmgb,  awoman  nade  unhappy  byAcr  ndwiniianiyf  wi ' 
and  ignomjniously  disrJnguished  by  tbe  name  of  Yanessa,  whoae  conduct  )mp  Ufff 
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sfceri  y ■  — ffiflsatiy  dsscasarilj  and  whos*  histosy  is  toe  well  known  to  be  nrinntriy  «*- 
peated.  She  was  a  young  woraan  fond  of  literaturę,  whom  Decanus,  the  Depa*  called 
Codsssaa  by  fosnsposimm  of  Ula  Kitlem,  took  pleasure  in  dirjectiag  and  instructpg; 
sitt,  Jbesabeiagpeoudof  Ima  prasa, sta  gi*w  fbodof  hispesson,  Swift  was thea  abouit 
tasty-setta*  as  am  age  wheu  raniły  k  stsongly  exciled  by  the  ąmorous  attention  of  a 
youog  womsm.  II  ii  ba  s*j<d  tbat  Swift  shmiW  baye  chccked  a  passion  wbich  be  never 
measjUesjratsJy,  secourse  musi  be  had  to  tbat  extenuatioi»  whidi  be  so  much  despised, 
'*  men  at*  bat  men :*  perhaps,  bowever,  be  did  sot  at  fint  know  bis  own  mind,  and*  as 
ba  wpswiBi  hissaalf,  was  undetermiaed.  For  hjs  admissjpo  of  ber  courtsbip,  an^  bie 
indulgenat*  of  kąt  fcopee  aAtr  bis  maniage  to  Stellą,  no  otber  honest  ple*  can  be  found 
thaa  tbat  be  delayed  adisagreeable  discovery  from  time  to  time,  dreadjog  the  immediate 
bamto  of  distsess,  and  watcbing  for  a  mvourabk  moment.  She  tbought  herself  neg- 
lactad,  and  died  of  disappomlment ;  hariag  ordesed  by  ber  will  the  poem  to  be  pub* 
Ksicct  m  wbich  Padami*  had  procJaimed  ber  exeellence,  and  confejfiejl  $*  l°V€-  Tb* 
aftet  «f  tbepublicasjpa  upon  the  dean  and  Stella  b  tbus  jelated  by  Delany : 

*M  |mve  good  seąson  to  Wieve  tbat  tbey  both  were  greatly  sfeocked  and  distre**e4 
(łbough  ii  may  be  djfemitity)  upon  tbis  occasion.  T^e  dean  madę  a  tojir  to  tbo 
south  of  Irtbudt  fer  afernit  two  montb*  at  tbis  time,  Id  dissipate  his  tboughts,  and  give 
place  to  oM*quy.  And  Stella,  setiijtd  (upon  the  earnost  inyitation  of  the  owner)  to  the 
booae  «f  a  cheerful*  genetou*«  good  aatwed  friend  of  the  dean\  wbom  she  alwaya 
■■rh  leaed  and  hoaoured.  There my  ipfonueroften  saw  her;  and,. I  baw  reason  ta 
betitie,  wed  bis  utawst  andeswwt  to  oelie?*  wjpport,  and  anms*  ber,  ip  tbis  sad 
atualion, 

"  One  little  mcident  be  told  me  of  on  tbat  occasion  I  think  f  shall  neiier  fojget  As 
her  friead  was  m  hospitable,  open  bearted  man,  well-bekwed,  and  largely  acąuainted, 
it  bappteM  <**  day  tbat  sowę  gentleman  dropi  iu  to  dinąer,  who  ts$ip  strangers  to 
4teHs/s  sttuasia*;  and  as  the  poem  of  Gadenos  and  Vanessą  was  then  the  generał  topie 
of  couversatk>n,  one  of  them  said,  *  surely  tbat  Yaoessa  must  be  jao  .eitpaordioaiy 
woman,  tbat  cooM  insptre  tba  dean  to  write  so  finely  upon  ber/  Mrs.  Johnson  smiled, 
and  antwated,  '  tbat  she  thopght  tbat  point  not  coite  so  elear;  fox  ft  wąs  wejll  known 
tbe  dcas*  coaU  write  fioery  vfPP  a  taoemstick." 

Tka  gmsjt  acqmstfoa  of  esteem  and  induence  was  madę  by  fte  JPrapiei^s  (^tteia 
jn  1724.  One  Wood,  of  Wolverbamptoo,  in  Staffordshire,  a  mąn  entarprJsmg  and 
capąciotą,  bad»  as  i»  said»  by  a  presenjt  to  tbe  dutchess  of  Munster*  obtained  a  patenty 
easposveriag  Wm  to  coia  one  hundred  aad  eigbty  tbousand  pounds  of  halfpence  and 
fart  siup  for  tbebiogdom  ęf  lr<e4and»  in  whieb  there  was  a  very  inconvement  and  em- 
bssasasingscfiacityof  eopper^oin;  solhatitwaspossibleto  run  in  debt  upon  tbe  credit 
of  a  fme*t  moaey ;  fet  tbe  eook  or  beeper  of  ao  alabopse  could  not  refiue  to  supply 
»  mat  *at  had  siłver  ia  hm  bsusd*  «nd  tbe  iwytx  would  not  b$ur#  hi3  nsoney  without 
«hange. 

Ibe  pfsjasft  was  tberefope  plaus&łę.  The  scarcity,  wbich  was  ^lready  great,  Wood 
leek  mtt  to  xmk*  gmśtes,  by  afsnto  who  gatberad  up  tbe  obi  balf-pence;  and  w*» 
nbniwtotainbis  brassmto  gold,  by  posjringtbe  treasursa  of  bis  new  miot  upon  Ireland; 
wben  Swift,  finduig  tbat  the  .metal  was  dąbased  to  an  enonnous  degprae,  wrote  lette/s, 
JHtJer  \be  na<pe  pf  UL  fi*  Pfapier,  to  show  the  folly  of  recernng,  and  the  mjschief  tbg 
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tnust  ensue,  by  giving  gold  and  silver  for  coin  worlh  perhaps  not  a  third  ptti  of  Ib 
nominał  value. 

Tbe  natioD  was  alarroed  ;  the  new  ooin  was  universally  refused ;  but  the  goyeroors  of 
Ireland  considered  resistance  to  the  king**  patent  as  highly  criiDioal ;  and  one  Whitshedt 
then  chief  justice,  who  had  tried  the  prioter  of  the  former  pąmphlet,  and  sent  oat  tbe 
jury  nine  times,  till  by  clamour  and  raenaces  they  were  frighted  into  a  spedai  ▼erdkfc 
toow  presented  tbe  Drapier,  but  could  rtot  pretrail  on  the  grand  jury  to  find  the  bilL 

Lord  Carteret  and  the  privy  council  published  a  proclamation,  offering  thsee  hun- 
dred  pounds  for  disćovering  the  author  of  the  Fourth  Letter.  Swift  had  concealed 
łiimself  front  his  printers,  and  trusted  only  his  butler,  who  transcribed  the  paper.  Tht 
man,  immediately  after  the  appearaoce  of  the  proclamation,  strolled  from  the  boast, 
and  staid  out  all  night  and  part  of  tbe  next  day.  There  was  reason  enougb  to  fesr 
Ihat  be  had  betfayed  his  master  for  tbe  reward ;  but  be  came  bonie,  and  tbe  Dean  or* 
dered  him  to  put  off  his  livery,  and  leave  the  house ;  "  for,"  says  he,  «*  I  know  tfatt 
my  life  is  in  your  power,  and  I  will  not  bear,  out  of  fear,  eitber  your  insolenee  or  neg- 
ligence."  The  man  excused  his  fault  with  great  submission,  and  begged  that  hemight 
be  conrined  in  the  house  while  it  was  in  his  power  to  endanger  his  master ;  but  the  desa 
resolutely  turned  him  out,  without  taking  rarther  notice  of  him,  till  the  term  of  tbe 
Information  had  expired,  and  then  received  him  agahi.  Soon  afterwards  he  ordered 
him  and  the  rest  of  his  serrant»  kito  his  prosence,  without  telling  his  intentions,  and 
bade  them  take  notice  that  their  fellow-servant  was  no  longer  Robert  the  butler;  bat 
I  bat  his  integrity  had  madę  him  Mr.  Blakeney,  verger  of  st  Patrkk's ;  an  officer  wbose 
income  was  between  thirty  and  forty  pounds  a  year ;  yet  he  still  contmued  for  some 
years  to  serve  his  old  master  as  his  butler 7. 

Swift  was  known  from  this  time  by  the  appellation  of  The  Dean.  He  was  bouoered 
by  the  populace  as  the  champion,  patron,  and  instructor  of  Ireland ;  and  gained  soch 
power  as,  considered  bnth'  in  its  extent  and  duration,  scarcely  any  man  bas  eter  enjoyed 
without  greater  wealth  or  higber  station. 

He  was  from  this  important  year  the  oracie  of  tbe  traders,  and  the  idol  of  tbe  labbk, 
and  by  consequence  was  ftared  and  courted  by  all  to  whom  the  kindnessof  tbe  tradert 
or  the  populace  was  neccssary .  The  Drapier  was  a  sign ;  the  Drapier  was  a  health ;  and 
which  waysoeverthe  eye  or  the  ear  was  turned,  sometokens  werefound  oftbensfaWi 
gratitude  to  the  Drapier. 

The  benefit  was  mdeed  great;  he  had  rescued  Ireland  from  a  Tery  oppressrft  sad 
predatory  invasion ;  and  the  populariry  which  he  had  gained  he  was  diligent  to  keep, 
by  appcaring  forward  and  zealous  on  erery  occasion  where  the  pubłk  interest  was  sap- 
posed  to  be  invoWed.  Kor  did  he  much  scruple  to  boast  his  influence;  for  whea* 
upon  some  attempts  to  regulate  the  coin,  archbishop  Boulter,  then  one  of  tbe  justioc* 
nccused  him  of  ensperating  the  people,  he  esculpated  bimself  by  saying  "  If  I  bsd 
lifted  np  my  finger,  they  would  have  torn  you  to  pieces." 

But  the  pleasure  of  popularity  was  soon  interrupted  by  domestic  misery.  M»r 
Johnson*  wbose  comrersation  was  to  him  the  great  softener  of  the  flis  of  life,  began'is 
the  year  of  the  Drapiert  triumph  to  decline ;  and  two  years  afterwards  was  aowastod 
with  śkkness,  that  ber  recovery  was  considered  as  hopeless. 

f  Aa  securit  wmewb*  dffim*  tan  tfcis  is  gtaa  by  MŁSheridaumhfe  Lifeof9irift,p.*U«   & 
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'  Swift  was  then  m  England,  and  had  been  invited  by  lord  Bolingbroke  to  pass  the 
winter  with  him  in  France ;  but  tbis  cali  of  cahnnity  hastened  him  to  Ireland,  wbere 
perhaps  bis  presence  coutributed  to  restore  ber  to  imperfect  and  tottering  health. 

He  was  now  so  much  at  ease,  that  (1 727)  be  returned  to  England ;  wbere  be  collected 
tliree  volumes  of  Miscellanies  in  conjunction  with  Pope,  who  prefixed  a  querulous  and 
apologetical  preface- 

Tbis  iniportant  year  sent  likewise  into  ihe  world  Gulliver's  Travels ;  a  produclion 
so  new  and  strange,  tbat  it  filled  the  reader  with  a  miugled  emotion  of  merriment  and 
amazement.  It  was  received  with  such  avidity,  tliat  tbe  price  of  the  first  edition  was 
raised  before  tbe  second  could  be  madę ;  it  was  read  by  tbe  bigb  and  the  Iow,  the 
learned  and  iłliterate.  Criticism  was  for  a  wbile  lost  in  wonder ;  no  rules  of  judgment 
were  applied  to  a  book  written  in  open  deńance  of  truth  and  ręguiarity.  But  when 
distinctioos  came  to  be  madę,  the  part  whicb  gave  the  least  pleasure  was  that  which 
describes  the  FTying  Island,  and  tbat  whicb  gave  most  disgust  must  be  the  bistory  of 
the  Honybnhnms. 

Wbile  Swift  was  enjoying  the  reputation  of  his  new  work,  the  news  of  tbe  king'& 
death  arróed ;  and  he  kissed  the  hands  of  the  new  king  and  qucen  three  days  after 
their  accession. 

*  By  the  queen,  when  she  was  princess,  be  had  been  treated  with  sonie  distinction,  and 
was  well  received  by  her  in  ber  esakation ;  but  wbether  sbe  gave  hopes  whicb  she  never 
took  care  to  satisfy,  or  he  formed  expectations  whicb  sbe  never  meant  to  raise,  the  event 
was,  that  he  always  afterwards  thought  on  her  with  raalevolence,  and  particularly 
cbarged  her  with  breaking  ber  promise  of  sonie  medals  which  she  engaged  to  send  him. 

I  know  not  whether  she  had  not,  in  her  tura,  sonie  reason  for  complaint.  A  letter 
was  sent  her,  not  so  much  entreating,  as  requiring,  her  patronage  of  Mrs.  Barber,  an 
ingenious  Irishwoman,  who  was  then  begging  subscriptions  for  her  Poeras.  To  tbis 
letter  was  subscribed  the  name  of  Swift,  and  it  has  all  the  appearances  of  his  diction 
and  sentiments;  but  it  was  not  written 'in  his  band,  and  had  sonie  little  improprieties. 

When  he  was  cbarged  with  this  letter,  he  laid  hołd  of  the  inaccuracies,  and  urged 
.tbe  improbability  of  the  accusation;  but  never  denied  H:  he  shuffles  between  coward- 
ice  and  veracity,  and  taiks  big  wben  he  says  nothing  *. 

He  seema  desirous  enough  of  recommencing  courtier,  and  endearoured  to  gain  the 
kindneas  of  Mrs.  Howard,  reroembermg  wbat  Mrs,  Mashain  had  performed  in  former 
times :  but  his  fiatteries  were,  like  those  of  other  wits,  unsuccessful ;  the  lady  either 
wanted  power,  or  had  no  ambition  of  poetical  immortality. 

He  was  seized  not  long  afterwards  by  a  fit  of  giddiness,  and  again  heard  of  the 
aickness  and  danger  of  Mrs.  Johnson.  He  then  left  the  house  of  Pope,  as  it  seems, 
with  Tery  little  ceremony,  finding  «•  that  two  sick  friends  cannot  live  together  ;"  and  did 
not  write  te  him  till  he  found  himself  at  Chester. 

He  returned  to  a  home  of  sorrow ;  poor  Stella  was  sinking  into  the  grave,  and,  after 

.a  knguishing  decay  of  about  two  months,  died  in  her  forty-fourth  year,  on  January  28, 

1728.    How  much  he  wished  her  life,  his  papers  show ;  nor  can  it  be  doubted  that  he 

dreaded  the  death  of  her  wbom  be  loved  most,  aggnwated  by  the  consciousness  that 

had  hastened  it 
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Beauty  and  t^be  jtower  of  pleasing,  the  greatest  ertemal  aetaa&ages  Ib*  aritatoa  dtfrf 
flesire  or  possess,  w^ere  fatal  to  the  unfortunate  Stella,    The  *ma  arheaa  she  faadtJa* 
piisfortune  to  1ove  was,  as  Delany  o/bsertes,  food  of  singtitariry,  and  4emom  to  mafr 
ft  modę  of  happiness  for  łriawelf,  daferenHrom  the  generał  course  of  thaigs  aad  order 
<rf  Providence.     From  the  ttme  of  ber  tfrrival  in  Ireiaiid  he*ee»  resofoed  to  fceep  ber 
in  his  power,  and  therefore  hindered  a  match  sufficieutły  advantageoas,toy  accaamłatiag 
tinreflsonąble  demands,  and  prescribing  condrtions  tbat  could  not  be  perforsaesL    Wbile 
sbe  was  at  her  own  disposal  he  did  nćft  consider  bis  possessioa  os  secam ;  fesantiarnt* 
ambition,  or  caprrce,  might  separate  tbert ;  be  was  therefore  resofoed  to  make  u  aasar- 
ance  double  sare,"  and  to  appropriate  ber  by  a  prirat*  marriage,  to  wbidh  he  hstd 
annexed  the  expećtat?on  of  all  the  pfaasuies  of  perfect  frieadship,  williout  thetneań 
of  coujagal  refttrafat,    fint  wirb  this  state  poor  Otella  was  not  aatisfied ;  sbe  nemer 
treated  as  a  wife,  and  to  the  worki  sbe  had  the  appearanoe  <*f  a  misttew.    albę  irped 
sullenry  on,  hi  hopc  that  in  tiftie  be  woald  own  aad  recebre  ber;  ant tbe  tiaaedid  awrt 
come  till  tlje  chauge  of  his  manners  and  deprwation  of  bis  mind  masie  ber  teH  Maa 
wben  he  oflfered  to*  ackftowfedg*  her,  that  u  ń  was  too  łatę."    Sbe  tbea  gate  up  iaesself 
to  sorrowfui  resetitment,  and  died  under  the  tyraaoy  of  kim,  by  wfaom  ahe  wat  m  tła* 
highest  degree  lored  and  hoooured. 

What  were  hef  daims  to  this  eccentric  tenderaeis,  by  whieb  tbe1a*vs  ef  atibsae  *were 
tidhtted  to  retajri  berf  curiosky  will  inquire  9  but  how  shatt  it  be  grattied?  £wh% 
lolrer ;  his  testimony  nray  be  suspected.  Delany  and  the  iriifa  aaw  wilk  Cforsfós 
and  therefore  add  little  confirnration.  Tbat  sbe  was  wrtaeas,  beaubfal,  and  elegant, 
hi  a  Tery  high  dggree*  juch  admiration  from  such  a  loaer  mafces  fetory  prababie;  bot 
sbe  bad  not  much  literaturę,  for  sbe  conld  not  spelł  ber  owi  langaage ;  and  ef  bar  wit* 
«o  kradły  \atrated,  tbe  sjtiart  sayings  wbieb  Swift  bimself  bas  oołłected  atibrd  no  apfca* 
did  specimen. 

Tbe  reader  of  5wHVs  Łetter  to  a  Lady  on  ber  Marriage,  may  be  attamd  to  doubt 
Whether  bis  opinion  of  female  escellence  ought  implieMy  -to  be  admitted ;  lor,  if  bss 
generał  fhoughts  on  women  were  sucb  as  he  eibibits,  a  very  litfie  sene  in  a  lady 
would  enrapture,  and  a  very  lHtte  virtoe  woutd  astomh  tum.  SteUa^  iipratpacy, 
therefore^  was  perhaps  Only  local ;  she  was  great,  becaose  ber  assoriates  w«k  iittle. 

In  somt;  Remarks  łately  publiśbed  on  the  life  of  Swift,  fab  marriage  is  uwtiaiwid  as 
fabulous,  or  dotfbtfdl:  bot,  alas!  poor  Stella,  as  Dr.  Madden  tpld  me,  raiated 
eboiy  story  to  Br.  Sfaendan,  when  be  attended  ber  as  a  cłergynmi  tofteflare 
death ;  and  Delany  mentidns  it  not  with  doabt,  bat  ooły  witb  ffegret  fSmtk 
mentioned  ber  wirbottt  a  sigfa.  The  rest  of  his  life  was  apant  in  frefand,  in  a 
to  which  not  evert  power  almost  despotk,  nor  flattery  4h&efetidó)«tJe*t,  oosdd 
bim.  Hę  somelunes  wished  to  vi$H  Bngland,  bat  alwaye  feuad  some  maaau 
He  tęlls  Pope,  ki  the  decline  of  life*  that  be  foopes  onee  morę  ło^ce  bim :  "  bat  ifmtf 
faysbe,  *'  we  toast  part,  as  all  buman  beings  ba^e  pafted.v 

Ąfter  the  degth  pf  'Stdbi,  bis  bencvolence  was  eontracted,  and  hkae^ea1ryealaays«as> 
jt& ;  hę  drove  his  acquąintance  from  bis  tabłe,  aad  wondered  vky  be  was  deaettadL 
But  be  continued  his  attention  to  tbe  pablic,  aiid  Wrote  łrom  time  to  time  aodn 
tions,  admonitions,  or  censures,  as  the  exigency  of  atfairs,  in  bis  opiajoa, 
fud  aatUiaj  aeM  Iram  bis  fen  ia  tąin. 
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faflibort  poem  ©a  the  P«esbyteriaas,  wfcom  łie  aiways  ragatded  trik  Ąrttałsliiaa, 

hc  bestowed  one  stricture  upon  Bettesworth,  a  lawyer  eminent  for  his  msolenoe  to  łke 

*>łergy,  ashioh,  Am  -aeiy  cowklenfbk  rtpataiion,  -braaght  asm  tato  tmmediaa?  and 

■■saajswd  aosaoaspt.    aWttoawotlh,  aaraged  aft  bis  disgfaee  and  losa,  went  to  6wMt,*ad 

^jgaianskd aiawsher  be<was  the  aułbor  «f  that  psem  ?     " Mr.  •Betteswerth/  amwereti 

iiwasftutay  yoath  aoąaainted  with  gtaat  lawyerfc,  wsio,  łtaowmg  my  disftositioji 

aathe,  adwsod  me,  that  if  any  scouodreł  or  totackhead  whom  I  had  lampooeed  shoald 
ask,  '  Are  you  łhe  author  of  this  paper  Y  I  should  tell  him  that  1  was  not  tfae  aathejr; 
and  taarefore  4  teA  you,  Mr.  Bettesworth,  that  I  am  not  the  aathor  of  these  hoes. ' 

Oatwsaiorth  was  ao  little  satisfied  włth  this  accoant,  Ihat  he  pablićly  profeased  his 
aaaalationof  a  vkriea»t  and  oorporal  rerenge ;  hut  Chei  ntabitants  of  8t.  Patrick**  distoct 
«mfeached  <tb*msełves  in  -the  dean's  defeace.  Hetttsworłh  declared  tn  padiament,  Ihat 
^ariftaad  tkpiived  him  of  twelve  bundred  poundsayear. 

Swift  was  popular  a  white  by  another  modę  of  benefieence.  He  set  aside  some  haa- 
drads  to  *e  leat  ia  smali  suias  to  the  poor,  from  6>e  shisłiBgs,  1  think,  to  fire  poonds. 
#fe  toak  no  interest,  and  oaly  required  that,  et  repaymeat,  a  soiaU  fee  should  be  gw en 
aooomptant :  bat  he  reauired  that  the  day  of  proatised  paymaat  shoold  he  enctry 
li  seret*  and  punctraoiis  temper  is  bH  qaalified  for  traasactioDS  with  tfae  poor : 

•awy  tras  oftao  broken,  and  the  toan  was  aot  repaid.  This  ańght  faave  beea  easiły 
4ataaten ;  bot  far  this  Swift  had  madę  oo  provisioa  of  patienoe  or  pity*  He  orderad 
his  debtors  to  be  sued.  A  severe  creditor  has  do  popular  character;  wbaft  then  was 
Hhafy  to  he  sald  of  ona  who  empłoys  the  catcbpoił  ander  the  appearance  of  charity  t 
<Vsse  damaar  against  him  was  lood,  and  the  reseatmeat  of  the  popalaoe  outrageous  ; 
4e  was  tfcesefore  fcraed  to  drop  his  scbeme,  and  owa  tbe  folly  of  aipectśng  punctusrihty 
4wsn  tbe  poor 9. 

Mis  esperłty  ooBtfaaaHy  mcraasing,  coaderaned  him  to  solitude ;  and  his  reseataieat 
wf  satitade  sbarpeaed  his  saperity.  He  was  not,  however,  totatty  deserted ;  soaie  men. 
of  learning,  aad  some  weman  of  elegance,  often  vwted  him ;  aad  he  wrote  from  thne 
aatwae  afither  Terse  orprose:  of  his  veneahe  wiMmgly  garecopies,  and  issupposed  to 
wave  fth  ao  dwcowlent  whea  4ie  saw  them  priated.  His  fefourite  masiai  was,  "  Vive 
Ja  bagatelle  f  he  thoagbt  triflos  a  aecessary  part  of  life,  aod  ptrhapc  fooad  them  ae- 
aessary  to  hsmseif.  ftaaems  mpossible  to  him  to  be  idłe,  and  hig<Msoiwars  snadc  it 
4ifieitłt  or  dangaroas  to  be  long  sarioaBly  stadioos,  or  labotieusly  wfligaot.  The  love  of 
aaae  ii  ałwaya  gaining  apoa  age,  aad  be  had  one  temptation  to  patty  amnseaieats 
pocaiim  to  hhaself ;  whatwer  he  did  he  was  aare  tohaar  apaiaaded;  and  auob  was  his 
yradoaiiaaace  atar  sM  that  approathcd,  that  ati  their  apflauats  weta  piwbsMyaaioare. 
He  that  is  much  nattered  soon  karaś  to  iattor  himstlf;  we  ara  oasmanty  aaaght  oar 
Aa^f  vfw  ot  t%akne,  aad  how  caa  they  aet  apaathe-man  wiioAwan  aoaMa^hat  his 
aara  praiaeaf 

Aa  Ml  5*eaia  hMfea^ed,  Us  wts  -of  g^ditKaess  aad  4aafnaas  giaw  rttota^Mgafnl^aajd  wis 
deafhess  madę  conrenation  difficnlC  they  gi*ewlikewise  morę  serere,  tai  inl736,ashe  was 
wftiag  tf  ajaam  osftefJ  "Re  Leajaa<!lwby  ha  was  młmd  with  a  ftaa  pafanH  aM  saloog 

9 

^TbjtjKwaiptiffiaKtcMikted  l^  Mr.^ewj^iihoińthgTtat  wai^ttJWi*^  ficom  his  oaa  hasw- 
fo^e,  that  thterc  wm  not  one  syllabls  of  trutb  id  this  akołc  accoaat  fraa  tłu  bsgraBusf  to  tta 
Śeelifcof  SwHt,  ett  rTW,  p.  532.    ft 
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continued,  that  be  never  after  thought  it  proper  to  attempt  aay  work  of  thought  Of 
labour. 

He  was  always  carefal  of  his  raoney,  and  was  therefore  no  liberał  entertamer ;  but 
was  less  frugal  of  his  winę  than  of  his  meat.  When  his  friends  of  eitber  sex  eaiue  te 
him,  in  expectation  of  a  dinner,  his  custom  was  to  gi?e  every  one  a  shilłing,  that  tfaey 
might  please  fhemselves  with  their  promioo.  At  last  his  avarice  grew  too  poweifb) 
for  his  kiodness ;  he  would  refose  a  bottle  of  winę,  an<|  in  Ireland  no  pian  viflits  whora 
he  cannot  drink. 

Having  thus  e*cluded  conversation,  and  desisted  from  study,  he  nad  neither  business 
nor  amusement ;  for  having,  by  some  ridiculous  resolution,  or  mad  vow,  determined 
never  to  wear  spectacles,  he  could  make  little  use  of  books  in  his  kler  yea»:  bis  kł< 
therefore,  being  neither  renovated  by  dbcourse,  nor  increased  by  readtng,  wote 
ally  away,  and  left  his  mind  vacant  to  the  vexations  of  the  hour,  till  at  last  kia 
waą  heightened  into  madness.  » 

He  however  permitted  one  book  to  be  published,  which  had  heen  the  production  of 
former  years ;  Polite  Conversation,  which  appeared  in  1738.  The  Directions  far  Ser- 
vants  was  printed  soon  after  his  death.  These  two  performances  show  a  nund 
santiy  attentive,  and,  when  it  was  not  cmployed  upon  great  things,  busy  with 
occurrences.  It  is.  apparent  that  he  niust  bave  had  the  habit  of  noting  whate?er  he  ©b- 
served ;  for  such  a  number  of  particulars  could  never  have  been  assembled  by  the 
power  of  recollection. 

He  grew  morę  violent,  and  his  mental  powers  declined  till  (1741)  it  was  fbund 
necessary  that  legał  guardians  should  be  appointed  of  his  person  and  fortunę.  He  now 
lost  distinction.  His  madness  was  compounded  of  ragę  and  fctuity.  The  last  lace 
that  he  knew  was  that  of  Mrs.  Whiteway;  and  her  he  ceased  to  know  in  a  little  time. 
Hb  meat  was  brought  him  cut  into  mouthfub;  but  he  would  never  touch  it  while  the 
servant  staid,  and  at  last,  after  it  had  stood  perhaps  an  hour,  would  eąt  it  walking;  for 
he  continued  his  old  habit,  and  was  on*  his  feet  ten  hours  a  day. 
■  Next  year  (1 742)  he  had  an  inflammatiou  in  his  left  eye,  which  awelled  it  to  the  sise 
of  an  egg,  with  boils  in  other  parts  ;  he  was  kept  long  waking  with  the  paąn,  and  was 
not  easily  reslrained  by  iive  attendants  from  tearing  out  his  eye. 

The  tumour  at  last  subsided ;  ąud  a  sbort  interwał  ot  reaaon  ensuing,  in  which  he 
knew  his  physician  and  his  family,  gave  hopes  of  his  recovery;  but  in  a  few  days  he 
sunk  into  a  lethargic  stupidhy,  raotiouless,  heedles*  and  speechless.  But  it  b  said,  that, 
after  a  year  of  latał  silence,  when  his  housekeeper,  on  the  30th  of  Noyember,  toki  him 
thąt  the  nsual  bonfires  and  illuminations  were  preparing  to  eełehrate  his  birth-day,  he 
answered,  "  It  is  all  folly ;  they  had  better  let  it  alone." 

It  b  remembered,  that  he  afterwards  spoke  now  and  then,  or  gave  some  intknatian 
of  a  meaning;  but  at  last  sunk  into  perfect  sileuce,  which  continued  till  about  the  ead 
of  October,  1744,  when,  in  his  seventy-eighth  year,  hę  expired  without  a  struggle. 

i 

*.  •  » 

Whkn  Swift  is  cenaidered  as  an  author,  it  b  just  to  estimate  hb  powers  by  their 
effects.  In  the  reign  of  queen  Annę  he  turned  the  stream  of  popularity  against  tbe 
Whigs,  and  must  be  confesscd  to  have  dictated  for  a  time  the  polhkal  opinions  of  ti^e 
fjPglish  nation.    In  the  succęe<}ing  reigu  he  deliveręd  Ireland  from  plunder  and  o 
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ftoDf  and  showed  that  wit,  confederated  witb  trutb,  had  such  forće  as  autbority  wat 
uaable  to  resort.  He  said  truły  of  himsełf,  that  Iiełand  "  war  bis  debtor."  It  was 
from  tbe  tirae  wben  be  fint  began  to  patronisee  tfae  Irisb,  that  tbey  may  datę  their  ricbt* 
und  prosperity.  He  taught  them  first  ta  know  their  own  inteiest,  tbeir  weigbt,  and 
tbeir  strength,  and  gave  them  spirit  to  asaert  that  eąuality  with  their  fełlow-siibjects 
to  whicb  tliey  have  ever  sińce  been  making  vigorous  actawces,  aod  tor  claim  tbose 
rigbts  which  tbey  bave  at  hut  estaUbhed.  Nor  eaa  fhey  be  cbarged  with  ingrati- 
twde.to  tbek  beueiaetor;  for  tfacy  remcaced  hiin  as  a  guardian,  and  obeyed  him  as  a 
dktator. 

In  his  works  be  bas  girea  rery  difiereat  specuneos  botb  of  sentiments  and  espression.  / 
Hk  Tak  of  a  Tub  bas  liltle  resemblance  to  his  otber  piece*.     It  exhibits  a  ▼eheraence  i 
and  rapidity  of  niiud,  a  cppiousness  of  tmages,  and  vivacity  of  dictkn,  such  as  be  after- l 
arards  never  possessed,  or  never  exerted.     It  is  of  a  modę  so  distinet  and  peculiar,  that 
it  uui&Ł  be  considered  by  itself ;  what  is  tnie  of  that,  is  not  tnie  of  any  thkg  eke  wbifch 
fee  baawritten. 

In  hb  otber  works  bfoundanequabktenourof  easy  language,  wbich  ratber  trickles   ! 

•  tban  flows.  His  detigbt  was  in  simplicity.  That  be  has  in  his  works  no  metaphor,  as 
bas  been  said,  is  not  tnie ;  but  bis  few  metapbors  seem  to  be  received  rather  by  ne* 
cessity  tban  choice.  He  studied  purity  %  and  tbough  perhaps  all  his  strictures  are  not 
exact#  yet  it  is  not  ofteo  that  sokcbasa  can  be  found ;  and  whoerer  depends  on  his 
srathority  may  generally  conclude  himself  safe.  His  seńtences  are  never  too  much 
diłated  or  contracted ;  and  it  will  not  be  easy  to  find  any  embarrassment  in  the  com-  I 
plication  of  his  clauses,  any  inconsequence  in  his  connections,  or  abraptness  in  hb  transi- 
tions. 

Hb  style  was  well  suited  to  his  thoughts,  whkh  are  never  snbtilised  by  nice  dbquisi-l 

.  tions,  decorated  by  sparkling  conceits,  elerated  by  ambitious  seńtences,  or  irańegated  \ 

by  rar-sought  learning.     He  pays  no  court  to  the  passions;  he  excites  neither  surprise 

nor  admiration ;  he  always  understands  hiraself ;  and  hb  reader  always  understands 

him ;  the  peroser  pf  Swift  wants  little  previous  knowledge ;  it  will  be  sufficient  that  be 

-  is  acquainted  with  common  words  and  coranion  things :  he  b  neither  required  to  mount 
etarations,  nor  to  explore  prafundities;  his  passage  b  always  on  a  le?el,  along  solid 
ground,  without  asperities,  without  obstruction. 

Thb  easy  and  safe  conveyance  of  lueaning  it  was  Swift* s  desire  to  attain,  and  for 
having  attained  he  deserves  praise.  For  purposes  merely  didactic,  wben  somethitig  b 
to  be  told  that  was  not  known  before,  it  u  tbe  best  modę ;  but  against  that  inattention 
by  which  known  truths  are  suffered  to  be  neglected,  it  makes  no  proróion ;  it  instructs, 
but  does  not  persuade. 

By  hb  politkal  education  he  was  associated  with  the  Whigs;  but  be  deserted  them 

•  wben  they  deserted  their  principles,  yet  without  running  into  the  contrary  extreme: 
he  continued  throughout  hb  life  to  retain  tbe  dispositiou  which  he  assigns  to  the  Church- 

-  oftEngland  Man,  of  thinking  conunonly  with  the  Whigs  of  the  state,  and  with  the 
.  Tories  of  the  churck. 

i 

He  was  a  churcbman  rationaUy  aealous ;  he  desired  the  prosperity,  and  maintained 
the  honour,  of  tbe  ckrgy ;  of  the  dissenters  be  did  not  wbh  to  ipfnnge  the  tokratjpą, 
but  hę  opposed  their  encjoachmenK 


w*b  exact  a*»aoary ;  and  H  sitaki  by  Deiaay,  Cha  morę  nmey  atas, 

wan,  Md  out  infftptin,  thaabad  aaerwaaa  m  tbe  m/me  Uhm 

Of  itis  oboir  be  tm  ewriacotly  ^arefid;  and,  fcoagfa  be  tieisbariared  mor 

wnuk,  tort  oaie  tfasft  gil  tbe  stagon  weae  we*  ejastified,  adaattiag  nswe  wfkbont  4be 

testimooy  of  aksYid  jadgtto. 

In  bisaburcb  be  restotod  Ibc  ptatticetif  woelriy  oemnmmn,  aad  disftribaled  Ust 
aacissaorttal ałooieate  m tbe  nsast  wJtesan  aad  dewjut  saaaaer  wiłh bis owa baad.  ife 
came  to  church  every  morning,  preacbed  commonly  in  his  tura,  aiid  atteasłed  4be 
ctasang  arabem,  fifaaL  k  aright  aot  te  fiegKgeiftij  petfaraied. 

Ht  sead  tbe  eeróce,  " ratber  wtfh  a  rtmog,  aertwas  r owe,  tban  ie  «  gtwcefsfl 
ner;  feświoe  was aharp  afcd  faigh-toned,  rsfber  tbaa  barootnoas.1* 

fleaatered  upeawiedefiaał  ftate  wilhbopetoeiod  włfmjaobiag;  bot 
that,  tirom  4hetvae<tf  bis  pdłiticał  coritro^eraiw,  *  be  ooald  <anly  pseacb  •parofdskts.'' 
Tbis  censare  of  himself,  if  judgmcnt  be  madę  from  those  sermons  wlaeb  baae  bean 
prascGu,  was  uBPeaBooaaiyae^eae* 

Vhe  aasfrićioDB  of  his  irnriigfoti  pi  oaooded  ta  a  gnat  sacasare  wwai  bisdreejriaf  hjpo- 
crisy;  iasteadof  wishiagto  aeem  befler,  be  debghtedbi  teemiog wosse  tjhaafee  was. 
He  want  hi  London  toearfypmyef*,iestbeshaiJldtMwMttatehurtih;  be  wsad  praytw 
to  hit  aerraats  e*ery  nonfog  wwb  sadb  destefoas  teesaoy,  that  Dr .  4Maay  waa  ak 
raontbsinbBboaBe  beforebebaew  it.  Me  was  oat«alycafeM»*  bite  swe  ga^idwtash 
be  did,  bat  iitWbigt^  iactmred  tbe  saspktoo  <jf  ewl  whieh  be  Ad  smL  He  fosgat  what 
bimself  bad  wjrmeily  asserted,  1hat  bjpoorisy  u  fest  amscl|iareas4han  opon 
Dr.  Delaay,  with  all  his  zeal  far  his  honour,  has  justly  condcmoed  this  part  of  his 


Vhe  peiaoa  of  Gwik  bad  wat  many  roeomneadalioiis.  He  Ład  a  Wad  wf  nsaddy 
aoaspfeaiaa,  wlaeb,  thoagh  be  washad  WaiseK"  wwb  wriaotci  scrapwiowty,  did  wat  tak 
elear,  ile  bad  a  cewatcasme  aoar  aad  aevere,  wbicb  be  oddam  sasYaaad  wy  aay  as> 
pearaoeewf  gaśety.    He«tilbbofilly  rasisted  any  teadcsMytolaągbler. 

YdMs  doiaesties  be  was  aatasawy  rawgh;  and  a  faaa  of  a  iiguaam  Uftgjm^  widi 
#Mt  figManae  of  nunate  jatfention  wwidi  kas  wortu  disaoacr,  arast  hswe  bean  a 
that  few  could  bear.  That  be  was  dispooed  4odo  bis  aemaalB  ^oad^a 
afton»  1»  aa  gteat  mitigation ;  bepcfactiaa  aaa  ba  bat  ra*e, 
parpctasfl.  Be  djd  notipawetfae  MjtiaolB  of  oAeys.  Oaoe,  wbea  be  diaad 
fha aalf  of  Oriety,  ba  ssid  <jf  oae  that  wailed  ia  wie  ro#m,  "That  asao  aas,  susa  we 
sat  to  wie  tsfde9  coonUMted  4naea  AaMs.9  Wbat  tbe  ftalts  watę,  larw  Onary,  nuai 
wbom  I  beard  tbe  story,  bad  not  been  atteotiye  enoogbto  discaatr.  Mywasabarasty 
peroaps  aot  be  exaet« 

«i  na  osoowmy  na  praeusea  a  pecwjsjsr  ana  aocnswa  psjrsjBsaay9  wmaui  asagasw  ar 
apsjiagy  •  jnie  praetiee  ot  sariag  wsjag  aaea  flacassary  %  weeasaa  waBSisaSy  ssaa  ^ssw 
nat  iwieuloas,  tnA  at  last  deteitBSHe.  Bat  bis  atanee  naugb  tt  as^sjht  aawaae 
jphasore,  was  nera  saflered  to  encroach  upon  bis  Tirtue.  He  was  Ihigsjl  bjr 
tibn9butfiberdtwy  priaeiple;  sfldlftbepiwposeto  wbieb  be  dastSaadbliwwlo 
tmdations  ba  resnenbeTed,  witn  Us  wjUnMtiofti  wf  accanoosa  ebarwy,  tt  iriH  parsaps 
appear,  that  ha  only  liked  one  modę  of]eipense  bcHętttMi  anotfacr,  aac^asaftd  wkrnśf 
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ihntbe  migat  harre  soaaetaing  to  gm*  ik4Moct#w  jiriby^ańo^bis.aiacesierirf 
butfcftbeAłMeoraadlfaedeaaefyjaeaeoalBete  foaad  4hawL--Wilb  *B 

thistalkef  his  aowrtamaess  oed  genwoeity,  kshouJd  4>e  rameaibtiert,  tbatbe  mm 
mener  rioh.  The  *evtoiie  uf  his  deanery  was  not  oottcfa  mops  tmutmcn  łmaaod  » 
Jcar. 

Hfaboaefioence  was  ootgiaoed  wiłh  tendemoss  or  ewitty ;  fce#elisoediwbh«itf&ty, 
badawjstod  wfthont  ksodoow ;  so  that  htose  wbo  wase  oed  byhiatoottld  bajrflyieor 
him. 

He  nade  «  tale  to  hiioself  to  ginę  bot  mk  pitce  ot o  tiroe,  aod  tbarafont  ahaays 
stosed  lik  pocket  wilii  eoins  of  dtifereaft  value. 

Wfantewr  be  did,  be  eeemod  wiking  to  de  m  a  taaanor  pecnhat  tobhondf,  mithm* 
suflkiently  contideriiig*  that  smguhlrity,  as  it  hnplies  a  cootempt  of  the  generał  ęmttbm> 
is  a  kindof  dennaee  wbioh  jastiy  prowokes  thebostiUty  of  ńdictfk;  be,  tacaefore, 
wbo  mdnlges  poculntrbehite, w  wonethaa  etheie,  ifbe  beuetbetter* 

Of  te  hoaloar,  a  Stery  tołd  by  Lope  "  «ay  aaord  a  spriinain 

"  Dr.  Swift  bas  a*  odd,  bJantwoy,  tfaat  «  nislahta  by  stanceta&r  JU  ojtare.^lis 
toodd9tb«tlbefe'sae4kaeribk^HbiitbyiiKU.  FU  tell  yoa  ooe  nhot  frwUaaw  tato 
toy  bead*  Ooe  eaeaing,  Gay  and  i  went  to  sfee  him:  you  know  bo*v  iathwately  asa 
Werę  all  aapiaioted.  <ta  aur  conmng  in,  *  Heydny,  gentleman,  (Mja4he  doatoij)  whntfe 
the  meaning  of  thkirisit?  How  oane  youto  ieaee  the  grat  totdsfthnt  penore  oo 
fond  of,  to  come  hither  to  se*  a  poor  deanl' — 'Becauae  wo  wenki  miner  sos  yon 
thau  any  of  obem/— •*  Ay,  any  4nebto  dni  not  boowsoweM  as  I  do«iighthelieveyou. 
Sol  sińce  you  ase  cerne,  I  most  fet  s*Dfc  snpper  4br  you,  I  sappese/ — 'ifo,  dnato* 
we  baiesupped  abeady.— '  finpped  akeadyf  ihmft  iaspoodble!  wby,'on  notejgut 
o'doek  yet— Jllntfe  very  rtrange ; ;  but  tf  yoo  bad  not  sopped,  i  wart  haae  got  eoaov 
thmgfor  yoo.— Let  me  Me,  wbatabould  I  bose  bad?  Ł  coopfe  of  .taotem;  *p,*hat 
sronld  faave  done  very  welł;  taro  cihnTmgs  tarto,  a  shiMiog ;  bat  yoa  wil drink  aflsai 
of  wiae  wilb  me,  tboogfa  yoo  eupped  to  mufa  before  yoar  osoal  tanę  jady  to  ejuweanf 
poebatf— «  No,  we  bad  ratbar  taft  wilb  yoa  thandrwk  wioh  yoo/— 'Bot  if  yoo  ted 
aopped  with  me,  as  in  aH  reason  yoo  ougbt  to  ba?e  dooe,  yoo  most  Abao  hw?e  jdamk 
Witb  me. — A  bottie  of  winę,  two  shiltings— 4wo  and  two  is  foor,  aod  opaisAia;  jomt 
two  aod  siapenee  a*piece.  Tbere,  Pope,  tbeio's  baif«-amww  W  peu,  ond  AtTe's 
oaotber  far  yeu,  sk ;  for  I  woat  swf«e  005  tbing  by  yoo,  I  am  dsisiaiiad  —'Mas 
was  oHsaid  and  dooe  with  bisasual  •atwosoewoa  moh  wioasiaos;  ond,  Ja  apśta^af 
etery  tUag  wć  ooold  say  to  the  eootoary,  be  aetiially  ebłiged  ostotobeihawtopew.", 

in  <be  mteacooisfl  of  fMoiliarbfi^betodtdfed  bis4iiposk|OBto  patoiaocaosolaa^ 
e—,  aod  tfaaoght  bbnaeif  injated  tf  the  Ihatfaw eos  of  bis  wU^y^the^eodooi^ 
Ws  ixtmim$9  or  Akt  patofaaiae  of  bis  iiobe^  ans  asasnted  or  laprawed.  He  |indaati 
motad  aoer  bis  oompaniaM  whb  oany  bigb  sasiwd wy, ond  pooboMy  ws»ildtoarow^ 
over  wbom  be  could  not  predominate.  To  ghre  him  advke«NO,  jn  Ihe  afylo.of  bis 
jnendPdany,  **  to  f laHina  tosaaaktobiaa>w  łbis  sartoiaaif  aaperiaaay spop <yew 
toó^dieatodortruth;  ąad  **#>  wilb  aH  iasfiaiiatfOta^^ew^Jumtlf  U**4ęr 
^btad  witb  Iow  flattofy. 
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Ob  all  common  occasions,  be  habitually  aifeets  a  style  of  arrogance,  and  dictatea 
rather  than  persaades.  This  aiithoritatfre  and  niagisterial  language  be  expected  to  be 
recewed  a*  bis  peculiar  modę  of  jocularity :  bat  be  apparently  flattered  bis  own  arro- 
gaoce  by  an  assomed  imperiousness,  in  whkb  be  was  ironical  only  to  the  resentful,  and 
to  tbe  submissive  sufficiently  serious. 

He  tołd  stories  witb  great  fefichy,  and  deligbted  in  domg  wbat  be  knew  bimself  to 
do  welł ;  be  was  therefore  captivated  by  tbe  respectful  silence  of  a  steady  listener,  and 
told  tbe  same  tales  too  often. 

He  dki  not,  however,  claim  tbe  rigfat  of  talking  alone;  for  it  was  his  nile,  when  be 
bad  spoken  a  minutę,  to  give  room  by  a  pause  for  any  otber  speaker.  Of  time,  on  aft 
occasiom,  be  was  aa  exactcomputer,  and  knew  tbe  minutę*  required  to  e?cry  conunoa 
operation. 

It  may  be  jnstty  snppoaed  tbat  tbere  was  in  bis  conveitation,  wbat  appears  so  fre- 
quently  in  bis  letters,  an  afiectation  of  ramiliarity  witb  tbe  great,  and  ambition  of 
momentary  eąuality  sougbt  afid  enjoyed  by  the  neglect  of  tbose  ceremonies  which 
custom  bas  established  aa  tbe  barriers  betweeu  one  order  of  society  and  anotber. 
This  transgression  of  regularity  was  by  himself  and  bis  admirers  termed  greatness  of 
soul.  Bat  a  great  uund  disdains  to  hołd  any  thing  by  courtesy,  and  therefore  new 
usarps  wbat  a  lawful  claimant  may  take  away .  He  tbat  eneroaches  on  anothert  dignity. 
puts  bunself  in  his  power;  be  is  eitber  repelled  witb  helpless  indignity,  or  endured  by 
clemency  and  condescension. 

Of  Świto  generał  habits  of  thinking,  if  bis  letters  can  be  supposed  to  afibrd  any 
eridence,  be  was  not  a  man  to  be  eitber  loved  or  emried.  He  seems  to  bare  wasted 
life  in  discontent,  by  tbe  ragę  of  neglected  pride,  and  the  languishment  of  unaatisfied 
desire.  He  is  querulous  and  fastidious,  arrogant  and  malignant;  be  scarely  speaks  of 
himself  but  witb  indignant  lamentations,  or  of  others  but  witb  insolent  superiority  wben 
be  b  gay,  and  with  angry  contempt  wben  be  is  gloomy.  From  the  letters  tbat  pass 
between  him  and  Pope  it  might  be  inferred  tbat  they,  witb  Arbutbnot  and  Gay,  bad 
ingroased  all  the  understanding  and  virtue  of  niankind ;  tbat  tbeir  merits  fiłled  tbe 
world ;  or  tbat  there  was  no  bope  of  morę.  They  show  the  age  invołved  in  darkneas, 
and  shade  the  picture  with  snilen  emulatiou. 

Wben  the  queen's  deatb  drove  him  into  Ireland,  be  might  be  allowed  to  regret  for 
a  time  tbe  interception  of  his  views,  the  extinction  of  his  hopes,  and  his  ejection  from 
gay  acenes,  important  employment,  and  splendid  fóendships;  but  wben  time  bad  ent- 
bled  reason  toprevail  over  vexatk>n,  tbe  complaints,  which  at  first  were  natural,  becamt 
ridknlous  because  they  were  useless.  But  ąuerulousneas  was  now  growu  habkual,  and 
be  cried  out  when  be  probably  bad  ceased  to  feel.  His  rekerated  waibngs  peisuaded 
Bolingbroke  tbat  be  was  really  willing  to  quit  his  deanery  for  an  English  parish;  and 
Bolingbroke  procured  an  eichange,  which  was  rejected;  and  Swift  atiU  retamed  tbe 
pkasure  of  compkuning. 

Tbe  greatest  difficulty  tbat  oceurs,  in  analysing  bis  cbaracter,  is  to  discow  by 
wbat  depnmty  of  intellect  be  took  delight  in  iwolrag  ideas,  from  which  ałmost  erery 
otber  miud  shrinks  with  disgust.  The  ideas  of  pleasure,  even.  when.  crimmal,  may  soł*- 
cit  the  imagination ;  but  wbat  bas  disease,  deformifty,  and  filth,  upon  which  the  thougfats 
can  be  allured  to  dwellt    Delany  is  willing  to  think  tbat  Swift**  mind  was  not  mach 
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ttSntefl  witb  this  grosa  corruption  before  hit  long  wit  to  Pope.  He  does  not  consider 
faow  he  degrades  his  hero,  byroaking  him  at  fifty-nine  the  pupil  of  turpitude,  and 
Jiable  to  the  malignant  influence  of  an  ascendant  uund.  But  the  truth  is,  that  Gulliver 
had  described  his  Yaboos  before  the  visit ;  aud  he  that  had  forwed  tbose  images  had 
nothing  filthy  to  leani. 

I  have  here  given  tbecharacter  of  Swift  as  he  exhibits  himself  to  myperception;  but 
aow  let  anotber  be  heard  who  knew  him  better.  Dr.  Delany  after  long  acąuaintance, 
describes  him  to  lord  Orrery  iu  these  terias : 

n  My  lord,  when  you  consider  Swifta  singular,  peculiar,  and  most  variegated  vein 
of  wit,  always  intended  rightly,  although  not  always  90  rightly  directed ;  delightful  in 
many  iostance  s,  aud  salutary  even  where  it  iś  most  offensive ;  when  you  conaider  his 
strict  truth,  his  fortitude  in  resistiog  oppression  and  arbitrary  power ;  his  fidelity  in 
friendship ;  his  sincere  Iove  and  zeal  for  religion ;  bis  uprightness  in  making  right  reso- 
lutions,  and  his  steadiness  in  adhering  to  thera ;  his  care  of  his  church,  its  choir,  itt 
economy,  and  its  incorae ;  his  attention  to  all  those  that  preached  in  his  cathedra!,  in 
order  to  tbeir  amendment  m  pronuociation  and  style ;  as  also  his  remarkable  attention 
to  the  interest  of  bis  successors,  preferably  to  his  own  present  emoluments ;  his  invinci- 
ble  patriotism,  even  to  a  country  which  he  did  not  love ;  his  very  various,  well-devised, 
well-judged,  and  extensive  cbarities,  througbout  his  life ;  and  his  whole  fortunę  (to  say 
nothing  of  his  wife's)  conveyed  to.  the  same  Christian  purposes  at  his  death ;  charities, 
frorn  which  he  could  enjoy  no  honour,  advantage,  or  satisfaction  of  any  kind  in  this 
world:  when  you  consider  his  ironical  and  humorous,  as  well  as  his  serious  schemea, 
for  the  promotion  of  tnie  religion  and  yirtue ;  his  success  in  soliciting  for  the  first  fruits 
and  twentieths,  to  the  unspeakable  benefit  of  the  established  church  of  Ireland ;  and 
his  felicity  (to  ratę  it  no  higher)  in  giving  occasion  to  the  building  of  lifty  new  churches 
in  London : 

"  All  this  considered,  tlie  character  of  bis  life  will  appear  like  that  of  his  writings; 
they  will  both  bear  to  be  re-considerr d  and  re-exarained  with  the  utmost  attention,  and 
always  discover  new  beauties  and  excellencies  upon  every  examination. 

"  Tbey  will  bear  to  be  considered  as  the  Sun,  in  which  the  brightness  will  hide  the 
blembhes ;  and  wheuever  petulant  ignorance,  pride,  malice,  raalignity,  or  envy  inter- 
poses  to  cloud  or  sully  his  fanie,  I  take  upon  me  to  pronounce,  that  the  eclipse  will  not 
tastlong.  ' 

**  To  concluder— No  man  ever  deserved  better  of  any  country,  tlian  Swift  did  of  his ; 
a  steady,  persevering,  inflexible  friend ;  a  wise,  a  watchful,  and  a  faithful  counsellor, 
under  many  severe  trials  and  bitter  persecutions,  to  the  manifest  hazard  both  of  his 
Jiberty  and  fortunę. 

"  He  lived  a  blessing,  he  died  a  benefactor,  and  his  name  will  ever  live  an  honour, 
to  Ireland," 

In  the  poetkal  works  of  Dr.  Swift  there  is  not  much  upon  which  the  critic  can  exer- 
dse  his  ppwers.  They  are  often  humorous,,almost  always  light,  and  have  the  qualities 
which  recommend  such  compositions,  easiness  and  gaiety.  Tbey  are,  for  the  most  part 
what  their  author  intended.  The  diction  is  correct,  the  numbers  are  smooth,  and  the 
rhyines,  exact.    There  seldom  occurs  a  hard-laboured  ezpression,  or  a  redundant  epi- 
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wordfe  ifl  proper  place*." 

To  dtvnfc  thts  coHedfon'  iflto  cliJiMft,  and  siietar  feuur  IUUM  ptt&ś  ń96  grea^ 
ttfs  Crfflng,  vróuld  fte  ft> ;  teft  fte  reader  wfctf  fie  kaows  afafldy,  and  Ib  ifl*  fctłt*  af 
which  the  autbor  could  not  be  ignorant  who  certainly  wrote  often  flot  to  hb  judguwai, 
But  hfe  ntimoar. 

Ir wawgfckf,  Mt  a  prerace  te  01%  df  the  fristf  edWona,  AatS#Mt  hartnetet  fecati  kwn 
to  take  a  single  thought  firom  any  writer,  andent of  modem.  Th»  »  not  liferaHy  twe; 
fiut  perftaps  no  writer  can  easify  Be  ftratt6  tfeat  bas  bommed  so  litto,  or  tbal  io  all  bis 
Atceltaieiea  aad  jdf  Ki  dfeffeetś,  naa  afr  w«Jł  nwipatined  kia  dftta}  ta  foecoaaidaied  a| 
pngintfll 
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Yiktcs,  the  groafceet  of  all  monarcbws  1 
TUI,  itafirst  eronenor  rebellioo*  men 
Depos'd  from  oflfhis  seat, 
Tt  fell,  and  broke  whh  it*  own  Wright 
lato  aiBMlł  sfates  sod  pi  lucjpahtNss, 
By  many  ar  pefty  lord*  pessessM1, 
jPut  ueer  sińce  seMe6  in  one  single  brtast ) 
'Tis  you  who  must  th§s  land  subdm^ 
The  młgtrty  óotK)uest  's  left  for  yOu, 
The  conąuesfr  and  discovery  to© ; 
Search  out  this  Utopian  gnrand, 
'  Vfrtoe'<  Terra*  Incognita^ 
Whefp  sjone  eref  led  the  ^y^ 
Noc  cver  tajccbmt  ht  dfestnpttens"  found-, 

Uat&tAc  phiió30puer'6  stone, 
WitJr  rtles  to  search*  it,  yet-oMaiirtł  by  oone. 

We  have  too  łong  been  led  aetray ; 
To©  long  be*e  our  misgutded  soute  beeo  taisght 
With  rules  froce  unisty  morele  brought, 
Tis  yeu  must  nut  us  in  tbe  way ; 
IM  us  (for  shame  !)  no  morę  be  fed 
With  antiqae  relknies  of  the  dead, 
Tbe  gleamnsn  of  pbilosapny,  / 

Phikeophy,  the  lumber  of  the  schedę, 
The  roguery  of  alchemy ; 
And  we,  the  bubbfoł  fools,  . 
Spend  all  our  preseut  life  in  hopet  of  gełdeft  rota. 


Bat wfast does our  proud  ignorence  leatningtadl ? 

We  o*)dły  Plato'*  parado*  make  good» 
Our  knowledge  b  hut  merę  remembraace  all ; 

Remcmbrance  iaottr  treasure  and  our  food  $ 
Sfaiurtfs  fair  tabte-book*  our  tender  souls, 
We  scrawl  oter  all  wata.  old  and  empty  ruleą 
Stale  memoranduiiwof  theschooU: 


For  Learning^  migftty  treasures  look     '  , 
lh  that  deep  grave  a  book ; 
Think  that  she  there  does  all  ber  treasutes  tldY, 

And  that  her  troubled  ghost  still  haunts  thett  sfnfee 
abe  dy'd. 

Connne  her  walks  to  colleges  and"  sctfootS i 

Her  priests,  her  Lrain,  and  fbllowei*  sneV 
As  if  they  all  were  spectrcs  too ! 
They  purcbase  knowTedge  at  th'  efcpelulg 
Of  common  breeding,  comnibn  sebse, 
And  grow  at  once  scholara  and  footś ; 
Affect  HI-mannerM  pedatitry, 

Rudeness,  ill-nature,  incivility, 

And,  sick  with  drcgs  of  knowledge  grown, 
Which  greedily  they  swallow  down, 

Still castitup,  and 


Curst  be  tbe  wretch !  nay  dbiibty  curst ! 

(If  it  may  lawful  be 
To  curse  our  greatest  enemy) 
Wholearnt  himself  that  heresy  ffrst 
(Which  sińce  has  seizM  on  all  the  rest) 
That  knowledge  fbrfeits  all  humaohy ; 
Taught  us,  like  Spaniards  to  be  proud  and  poor, 

And  fling  our  scraps  befóre  our  door ! 
Thrice  happy  you  have  'scap'd  this  generał  pesf  j, 
Those  mighty  epithets,  learaM,  gpod-,  ahdT  great, 
Which  we  ne*er  joinM  before,  but  in  romance*  meet. 
We  find  in  you  at  last  united  grown. 

You  cannot  be  comparM  to  one*: 
I  must,  like  him  thatpaintedyenus^fafte^ 
Bonrow  from  erery  one  a  grace1 ; 
Virgil  and  Epicurus  will  not  do, 

Their  ceurting  a  retreat  like  you, 
Unless  I  put  in  Caesar's  learning  too ; 

Yeur  happy  frame  at  once  contrtU 
This  great  trtumvft«ie  of  sonla. 

Łet  not  old  Romę  boast  Adrias*  ftrte ; 
.  He  sav*d  his  country  by  delays} 
But  you  by  pe&ce* 
You  bought  it  at  a  cłieaper  rttt  j 
Nor  has  it  left  tbe  usnął  Moody  se%r, 
To  show  it  cost  re?  ptiee  in  w; 


ióś 


SW1FTS  PÓtiASŚ. 


» 

War !  that  mad  gamę  the  worid  so  loves  to  play, . 

And  for  it  doet  so  dearly  pay ; 
1  For,  though  with  loss  or  yictory  a  while 

Fortune  the  gatnesters  does  beguile, 
Yet  at  the  last  the  box  sweeps  all  away. 

Only  the  laurel  got  by  peace 
No  thunder  e*er  can  blast : 
Th'  artillery  of  the  skies 
Shoots  to  the  Earth,  and  dies ; 
Nor  ever  green  and  flourishing  'twill  last,  [criea. . 
Nor  dipt  in  blood,  nor  widows*  tears,  nor  ophaus' 
About  the  head  crownM  with  these  bays, 
Like  lambent  fire  the  lightning  plays  : 
Nor,  its  triumphal  cavalcade  to  grace, 

Makes  np  its  solemn  train  with  death ; 
It  melts  thesword  of  war,  yetkeeps  it  in  the  sheath. 

Th'  wiły  shifts  of  state,  those  Jugglers*  tricks, 
Which  we  cali  deep  designs  and  politics 
(As  in  a  theatre  the  ignorant  fry, 

Becaine  the  cords  escape  their  eye, 
Wonder  to  see  the  motions  fly) ; 
Methioks,  when  you  expose  the  soene, 
Down  the  ill-organ'd  engines  fali ; 
Off  fly  the  vizards,  and  disco*er  all : 

How  plain  I  see  through  the  deceit ! 
How  shallow,  and  how  gross,  the  cheat ! 
Look  where  the  pully's  tied  above  ! 
Great  God  !  (said  I)  what  hare  I  seen ! 
On  what  poor  engines  move 
The  thoughts  of  monarcha,  and  designs  of  states  ! 

What  petty  motives  rule  their  fates ! 
How  tbe  mouse  makes  the  mighty  monntain  shake ! 
The  mighty  raountain  labours  with  its  jtńrth, 
Away  the  frighten*d  peasants  fly, 
Scar'd  at  tli'  unheard-of  prodigy, 
Espect  some great  gigantic  son  of  Earth; 
Lo!  itappears! 
See  how  they  tremble ;  how  they  quake  ! 
Out  starte  the  little  beast,  and  mocks  their  idle  fears. 

Then  tell,  dear  $avourite  Muse  ! 
What  serpent  's  that  which  still  resort*, 
Still  lurks  in  palaces  and  courts  ? 
Take  thy  unwonted  flight, 
And  on  the  terrace  light 

See  where  she  lies  ! 
See  how  she  rears  hcr  head, 
And  rolls  about  her  dreadful  eyes» 
To  drire  all  yirtne  out,  or  look  it  dead  ! 
JTwas  surę  this  basilisk  sent  Tempie  thence, 
4ml  though  as  some  (His  said)  for  their  defence 
Have  wora  a  casement  o'er  their  skin, 
So  be  wore  his  within, 
Madę  up  of  virtue  and  transparent  innocence;     - 

And  though  he  oft  renewM  the  fight, 
And  almost  got  priority  of  sight, 

He  nełer  could  orercome  her  craite 
(In  piece*  cut,  tbe  viper  still  did  re-unite), 

TUI,  at  last,  tirM  with  loss  of  time  and  ease, 
Resohr*d  to  gi  ve  himself,  as  well  as  country,  peace. 

Sing,  belov'd  Muse!  tbe  pleaanies of  retreat, 

And  in  some  untouch'd  virgin  strain 
Show  the  delights  thy  sister  Naturę  yields ; 
Sing  of  thy  rales,  sing  of  thy  woods,  sing  of  thy 
Go  pobkeh  otar  the  plain  [fields; 

How  mighty  a  proselyte  you  gmin  ! 
Hsw  noble  a  repcisal  on  tbe  great! 

How  ia  the  Mme  lninriant  growp ! 


Whene*er  she  takes  tłiis 
She  soars  elear outof  sight. 
These  are  the  paradises  of  her  own : 
(The  Pegasus,  like  an  unruly  horst, 
Though  ne'er  so  gently  led 
To  the  lovłd  pasture  where  he  us'd  to  feeei,- 
Runs  violentły  o'er  his  inaial  course.) 
Wake  from  thy  wanton  dreams, 

Come  from  thy  dear-lov'd  streams, 
The  crooked  paths  of  wandering  Thamet  f 
Fain  the  fair  nymph  woułd  stay, 
Oft'  she  looks  back  in  vain, 
OfV  'gainst  her  fountain  does  complain, 
And  softły  steals  tn  many  windinga  dowń| 
As  loth  to  see  the  hated  coart  and  town. 
And  marmurs  as  she  glides  away. 

In  this  new  happy  scenę 
Are  nobler  subjects  for  your  learned  pen ; 
Herę  we  expect  from  you 
Morę  tban  your  predecessor  Adam  knew ; 
Whatever  mores  our  wonder,  or  our  sport, 
Whaterer  serres  for  innocent  emblems  of  the  courtj 

How  that  which  we  a  kernel  see 
(Whosa  well-compacted  fomit  escape  tbe  light, 
Unpierc'd  by  tbe  blunt  rays  of  sight) 
Shall  ere  long  grow  into  a  tree; 
Whence  takes  it  its  inerease,  and  whence  its  birtb, 
Or  from  the  sun,  or  from  the  air,  er  fkom  tbe  earth; 
Where  all  tbe  f mi  tfu  l  atoms  lie ; 
How  some  go  downward  to  the  rent, 
Some  morę  ambitions  upwards  fly, 
And  form  the  leaves*  the  branches,  and  the  fruif, 
You  strore  to  cultirate  a  barren  court  m  vam, 
Your  garden  's  better  woith  your  noble  piun, 
Herę  mankrad  fełl,  and  hence  must  risr  tgain. 

Shall  I  beliere  a  spirit  so  dirine 

Was  cast  in  the  same  motild  with  minę  ? 
Why  then  does  Naturę  so  unjustly  share 
Amoog  ber  elder  sons  the  wbote  estate, 

And  all  her  jewels  and  her  plate  r 
Poor  we !  cadets  of  Heaven,  not  worth  her  eare, 
Take  up  at  best  with  lumber  and  the  learings  of  i 
farę: 

Some  she  binds  'prentice  to  the.apade, 

Some  to  the  drudgery  of  a  trade. 
Some  she  does  to  Egyptian  bondage  draw, 
Bids  us  make  bricks,  yet  sends  us  to  look  out  for 

Some  she  condemns  for  life  to  try     £stmwt 
To  dig  the  leaden  mines  of  deep  philosophy : 
Me  she  has  to  the  Muse*s  gftlues  tied, 
In  vain  I  strive  to  cross  this  spacious  main, 
In  vain  I  tug  and  puli  the  oar, 
And,  when  I  almost  reach  the  sbore, 
Straight  the  Muse  turns  the  hełm,  and  l  lanfch  cut 

And  yet,  to  feed  my  pride,  [again  : 

WbeneTer  I  mourn,  stops  my  complalning  bream, 
With  promise  of  a  mad  rereraion  after  death. 

Then,  tir,  accept  this  wortbless  veree, 
The  uribute  of  an  bumble.  Muse, 
Tb  all  the  portkm  of  my  niggard  stara  j 
Naturę  the  hidden  spark  dtfaf  my  birth  itoftist. 
And  kindied  flrst  with indolence  and  ease ;d 
And,  sinee  too  oft  dehaoołrt)  by  praise,v 
Tis  now  grown  anincnrable  d»easex 
In  vain  to  ouench  this  foohsh  fire  I  try 
In  wisdom  and  pmlosophy ; 
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In  vałn  al]  wholesome  herbs  I  sow,    ' 
4.  Where  nought  bot  weeds  will  grow.  I- 

What^er  I  plant  (tik*  corn  od  barren  earth) 
By  an  equhrocal  biitt^ 

Seedsj  and  runa  up  td  poetry. 
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ODE 
TO  KING  WILLIAM^ 

OH  HIS  StiCCZSSKf  IN  ilBLAŃft. 

'o  purchase  kiflgdoms,  and  to*  buy  renown, 
,,    Are  arts  pecultar  to  óUsseulhling  France ; 
You,  mighty  monarch,  nobler  aóions  crown* 
And  solid  virtue  does  your  nrfme  advance, 

Your  matcbksi  courage  with  your  prudence  joins,' 
.    The  glorious  structure  of  your  fama  to  raise ; 
WHh  its  own  ligty  your  dazzlrog  glory  shines, 
And  into  adoration  turns  oar  praise. 

Had  you  by  duli  snocewkm  gun'd  your  crown 
(Cowards  aro  inopąrrihs  by  that  title  madę),  t 

Part  of  your  merit  Chanoe  would  cali  ber  own, 
Andhalf  your  Tirtnes  had  been  lost  in  shaide* 

But  now  your  wortti  iii  just  reward  shall  have : 
What  trophies  and  what  triumpbs  are  your  due ; 

Wbo  oould  80  węll  a  4yi°g  nation  save, 
At  once  desenfe  a  crown  and  gain  it  tdo  ! 

Von  saw  hdw  aear  we  were  to  ruin  brought, 
You  saw  tb'  iinpetuous  torrent  rolling  on ; 

And  thnely  on  the  eomiflg  danger  thought, 
Whicb  we  eóuld  neither  obiiate,  nor  shua. 

Britadnia  strtpt  firom  ber  sole  guard  the  laws, 
Ready  to  fali  Rome's  bloody  sacrifice  j 

You  itraight  stept  in,  and  from  the  monstero  jaws 
Bid  bravely  snatch  the  lorely,  faielpless  prize. 

Not  this  is  all ;  as  glorious  is  the  care 
To  preseire  conauesta,  as  at  fint  to  gain : 

In  this  your  rirtue  claims  a  double  share, 

Which  what  it  brave!y  won,  does  well  inaintain. 

Yoor  arm  has  now  your  rightfal  title  show'd, 
An  arm  on  which  all  Europe's  hopes  depend, 

To  which  they  iook  as  to  some  guardian  God, 
That  must  tneir  doubtful  liberty  defend. 

AmazM,  thy  actkmat  the  Boyne  we  see ! 

When  Schomberg  started  at  the  vast  design : 
The  boundless  glory  all  redóunda  to  thee,     [thine. 

Th9  impube,  the  fight,  th*  erent,  were  wholly 

*'  • 

The  braye  attempt  does  all  our  fbeś  disarm ; 

You  need  but  now  gfte  orders  and  command, 

Tbur  name  shall  the  remaining  work  perform, 

And  spare  the  labour  ot  your  conquering  hand. 

.  **  WHh  much  pleasure  I  here  present  to  the  pub- 
Dc  an  ode  which  had  been  long  sought  after  with- 
4k&  auccess.  That  H  is  Swifta,  i  have  not  the  least 
ćbubt  j  and  it  n  morę  curious,  as  being  the  tecond 
poem  that  be  wrota.  He  refers  to  it  in  the  second 
•tam  of  his  Ode  to  the  Athenian  Socicty,  and  eg- 
pressly  marks  itby  a  marginal  notę,  under  the  title 
of  The  Ode  I  writ  to  the  King  in  Ireland.  See,  also, 
Tbe  Gentlemani  Journal,  Jury,  1629.  p.  13.  JV. 
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France  does  in  vain  her- feeble  arts  apply,  . 

To  mtereupt  the  fortunę  of  yourcouroe: 
Your  in^uenoą  does  the  vain  attacks  dęty 

Of  secret  malice,  or  of  open  force. 


Boldlyiwe  hence  the  braye  commencement  datę 
Of  glorious  deeds,  that  must  all  tongues  employ  t 

William  'ą  the.  oled^e  and  earoest  given  by  fate 
Of  £ugland*s  glory,  and  her  listing  joy. 
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Moor-Park,  Feb.  14#  1691. 

As  when  the  deluge  fint  began  to  fali, 

That  mighty  ebb  never  tbjflpw  agaiu 

(When  .this  huge  body,smoisture/was80  great, 

It  quite  0'ercame^lhe  rital  beat)  ^ 
That  mountain  which  was  Jiighest,  fint  of  all 
AppearM  above  the  uniwersał  main, 
To  bless  the  primitiire  jailoi^s  weary  sight ! 
And,  twas  perhapp  Parnassus,  if  in  height 

U  be  as  great  as  tis  in  famę, 

.  And  nigh  to  Hearen  as  is  its  name: 
Sd,  after  ,th'  inundation  of  a  war,      ^  . 
WhenŁearning^slitUe  houshold  didembark, 
With  ber  worid'6  firuitf ul  system  in  her  sacred  ark* 

At  the  fint  ebb  of  noise  and  fears, 
Philo6ophy*sexaltedbead.appean;    . 
And  the  pove-Muse  will  now  no  longer  stay, 
But  plumes  her  sil^er  wings  and  flies  away ; 

And  now  a  laurel  wreath  she  brings  finom  tar, 

To  crown  the  hanpy  conqueror, 

To  show  the  flood  begins  to  cease,  ,. 

And  brings  the  dear  reward  of  victory  and  peace. 

Tbe  eager  Muse  took  wmg  Upon  the  waVę's  deolina, 

Wheii  War  her  cloudy  aspect  just  withdrew, 

When  the  bright  sun  of  Peace  began  to  suihe, 
Andfor  a  while  in  heareuly  contemplation  sat 

On  the  high  top  of  peaceful  Ararat  ^  [that  grew, 
And  pluck'd  a  laurel  branch  (for  laurel  was  the  fint 
The  fint  of  plants  after  the  thunder,  storm»  and 

And  thence,  with  joyful  nimbie  wing,        [rain) ; 

Flew  dutirully  back  again, 
And  madę  an  humble  chaplet  lor  the  king  K 

And  tbe  Dove-Muse  is  fled  onoe  morę 
(Glad  of  the  ▼ictory,  yet  frighten^  at  the  war)  ; 

And  now  discovers  from  afer 

A  peaceful  and  a  flouriahiitg  shore ; 
No  sooner  did  she  land 
On  the  delightful  strand, 

Than  straight  she  sees  the  country  all  around, 

Where  fittal  Neptnne  rul'd  erewhile, 
Scatter»d  with  floWery  rales,  with  fruitrol  gardem 
And  many  a  pleasant  wood  |  [crowu'4, 

As  if  the  uturersal  Nile     - 

Had  rather  watei^d  it  than  drown'd : 
It  seems  some  floating  piece  of  paradise, 

PresenrM  by  wonder  from  tbe  flooóY 
Long  wandering  through  the  deep,  as,  we  are  toUL 
Fam'd  Delos  did  ofołd, 

» TTie  od*  I  writ  to  the  long  in  IrelaodL   Swin> 

B  b 


S70 


SWIFTS  POEH& 


And  ibe  tnnsported  Muse  imagtn'd  it 
To  be  a  fitter  birth-place  for  the  god  of  wfc« 
Or  the  mucb-talk'd  oracular  grore ; 
When  with  amazing  joy  she  heare 
An  anknown  musie  all  around 
Charming  her  greedy  ears 
With  many  a  heavenly  song 
Of  naturę  and  of  art,  of  deep  philosophy  and  lovc, 
Whilst  angels  tune  the  voice,  and  God  inspires  the 
V    In  vain  she  catches  at  the  empty  sound  [tongue. 
In  vain  pursues  the  musie  with  her  longing  eye, 

And  courts  the  wanton  echoes  as  they  fly. 
Pardon,  ye  great  unknown,  and  far-exalted  men, 
The  wild  excursions  of  a  youthful  pen  2  ; 
Forgive  a  young,  and  (almost)  Virgin-Muse, 
Whom  blind  aod  eager  curiosity 
(Yet  curiosity,  they  say, 
Is  in  her  sex  a  crime  needs  no  excuse) 

Hasforc'd  to  grope  her  uncouth  way 
After  a  mighty  lightthatleads  her  wandering  eye. 
Ko  wonder  then  she  quits  the  narrow  path  of  sense 
f    For  adear  ramble  through  impertinence ; 
I     Impertinence !  the  scurvy  of  mankind. 
/  And  all  we  fools,  who  are  the  greater  part  of  it, 
/      Though  we  be  of  two  dhTerent  factions  still, 
i  Both  the  good-natur'd  and  the  ill, 

i       Yetwberesoe'er  you  look,  you'11  always  find 
JWe  join,  like  flies  and  wasps,  inbuzsing  about  wit 
In  me,  who  ani  of  the  fint  sect  of  these, 
All  merit,  that  transcends  the  bumble  rulet 
.    Of  my  own  dazzled  scanty  sense, 
Bsgets  akioder  fully  and  impertinence 

Of  admiration  and  of  praise. 
And  our  good  brethren  of  the  surly  sect 

Must  e'en  all  herd  us  with  their  kindred  fbols: 
For though,  possessMof  present  vogue,  they *ve 
Itailing  a  role  of  wit,  and  obloauy  a  trade  ;  f  madę 
Yet  the  same  want  of  brains  produces  each  effect. 
And  you,  whom  Pluto?s  hełm  does  wtsely  shroud 

.  From  us  the  blind  and  thoughtless  crowd, 
Like  the  fam'd  hero  in  his  mothei  s  cloud, 
Who  both  our  fullies  and  impertinencessee, 
Do  laugh  perhaps  at  theirs,  and  pity  minę  and  me. 

But  cenśure  's  to  be  understood 
Thf  authentic  mark  of  the  elect,  [and  good, 
The  public  ttamp  Hearen  sets  on  all  thafs  great 
Our  shallow  search  and  judgment  to  direct. 
The  war  methinks  has  madę 
Our  wit  and  learning  narrow  as  our  trade; 
Instead  of  boldly  sailing  far,  to  buy 
A  stock  of  wisdom  and  philosophy, 

We  fondly  stay  at  home,  in  fear 
Of  every  censuring  privateer ; 
Forcing  a  wretched  trade  by  beating  down  the  tale, 
And  selling  basely  by  retail. 
The  wits,  I  mean  the  atheists  of  the  age, 
Who  fam  won  W  rule  the  pulpit  as  they  do  the  stage ; 
Wondrous  refiners  of  philosophy, 
Of  morals  and  dhrinity, 
By  the  new  modtsh  system  of  redneing  all  to  sense, 
Against  all  logie  and  concluding  laws, 
Do  own  th'  eflfects  of  Prcmdence, 
And  yet  deny  tjie  cause. 

*3ee  SwhVs  Tery  remarkable  letter  to  the 
Athenian  Society,  in  the  Supplement  to  his 
Works.    X  " 


This  hopeful  sect,  now  it  bogini  to  set 
How  little,  very  little,  do  prevail 

Their  fint  and  chiefa*  foret 
To  censure,  to  ery  down,  and  raił, 
Not  knowiog  what,  or  where,  or  who  yea  be* 
Will  quickly  take  another  course ! 
And,  by  their  never-failing  ways 
Of  solving  all  appearances  they  pleaae. 
We  soon  shall  see  them  to  their  ancient  methods  fal!, 
And  straight  deny  you  to  be  men,  or  any  tbing  at 
I  laugh  at  the  grare  answer  they  will  maJce,[aIL 
Which  they  have  always  ready,  generał,  aod  cheap: 
Ti8  but  to  say,  that  what  we  daily  meet, 
And  by  a  fond  mistake 
Perliaps  imaginc  to  be  wondrous  wit, 
And  think,  alas !  to  be  by  mortals  wrh% 
is  but  a  croud  of  atom*  justliug  in  a  beap, 

Which  from  eternal  seeds  begun, 
Justling  sometbousand  years  till  ripenM  by  the  Son; 
They  're  now,  just  now,  as  natura! I y  bom, 
As  from  the  wonu>  of  Earth  a  field  of  corn. 

But  as  for  poor  contented  me, 

Who  must  my  weakness  and  my  ignorance 

That  I  beliere  in  much  I  ne>er  can  hope  to 

Methinks  I  'm  satisfy'd  to  guess, 

That  this  new,  noble,  and  deiightful  scenę 

Is  wonderfully  mov'd  by  some  enlted  men, 

Who  have  well  studied  in  the  world'sdiseas* 
(That  epidemie  errour  and  deprayity, 
Or  in  our  judgment  or  our  eye), 
That  what  surprises  us  can  only  please. 
We  often  search  contentedly  the  whole  worki  rouad. 
To  make  some  great  discorery  ; 
And  scorn  it  wben  'tis  fbund. 
Just  so  the  mighty  Nile  has  sufiertt  in  its  famę,  • 

Because  'tis  said  (and  perhaps  only  said) 
We  'ye  found  a  little  inconsifjerabte  head, 

That  feeds  the  huge  uneoual  streain. 
Consider  human  fołly,  and  you  '11  quickJy  owia. 

That  all  the  pralses  it  can  give, 
By  which  some  fondly  boastthey  fchall  forerer  Ima, 
Won't  pay  th1  impertinence  of  bemg  known : 
Elsę  wby  should  the  fiunłd  Lydmn  kin* 
(Whom  aUtheebarmaof  an  usiuped  wife  sad  state, 
With  all  that  power  unfelt  courts  mankind  to  be 
Did  with  new  anexperienc'd  glories  wak)  [gnat, 
Still  wear,  still  doat,  on  his  rorisible  ring  ? 

Werę  I  to  form  a  regular  thought  of  Famę, 
Which  is  perhaps  as  hard  t'  imagine  right 
As  to  pamt  Echo  to  the  sigfat ; 
I  woutd  not  draw  th'  idea  from  an  empty  name; 
«Becauset  alas !  when  we  all  die, 
Carełess  and  ignorant  poaterity, 
Althongh  they  praise  the  learning  and  the  wit, 

And  though  the  title  seems  to  show 
The  name  and  man  by  whom  the  book  was  writ, 
Yet  how  shall  they  be  brought  to  know, 
Whether  that  very  name  was  be,  or  you,  or  I? 
Less  should  I  daub  it  o'er  with  traosttory  praise, 

And  water-colouTB  of  these  days  : 
Tbase  days !  where  e'en  th1  ezJtraTagance  of  poetry 
Is  at  a  loss  for  figures  to  eapress 
Men's  folly,  whimsies,  and  mconstancy, 
And  by  a  faint  description  makes  them  less. 
Hien  tell  us  what  is  Famę,  where  shall  we  searci 
Look  where  ezaltod  Virttte  and  Religio*  sil  [for*? 
Enthron'd  with  beaTenly  WH! 
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look  wfcere  you  see 
*fhe  greatest  scorn  of  learaed  Vanity ! 
(And  tben  how  much  a  nothingis  mankind ! 
Whose  reason  is  weigłTd  down  by  popular  air, 
Who,  by  that,  vainly  talks  of  baffling  death ; 
And  hopes  to  lengthen  life  by  a  transfusiou  of 
breath, 
Which  yet  whoe'er  eftamines  nght  viii  find 
To  be  an  art  as  vain  as  bottlrog  up  of  wind  !) 
And  when  you  find  out  these,  believe  true  Famę  is 
there, 
Far  abore  all  reward,  yet  to  which  a)I  is  due ; 
And  this,  ye  great  unknown !  is  only  known  in 
you. 

Tk*  jufgl»ng  sea-god,  when  by  chance  trepanM 
By  sorne  instructed  querist  sleeping  on  the  sand, 
Impatient  of  all  answers,  straight  became 
A  stealing  brook,  and  strove  to  oreep  away  * 

Into  bis  natire  sea, 
Vext  at  their  follies,  murmur'd  in  his  stream  ; 
But,  disappointed  of  his  (bud  desire, 
Would  tanish  in  a  pyramid  of  fire, 
This  surly  slippery  god,  when  be  deaignM 

To  furnish  his  escapes, 
Ne'er  borrow'd  morę  Tariety  of  shapes 
Than  you  to  please  and  satisfy  mankind, 
And  seem  (almost)  transformat  to  water,  flaote,  and 
So  well  you  answer  all  phaenomena  there :     [aif, 
Though  madmen  and  the  wita,  philosopheni  and 

fools, 
With  all  tbat  fiictiousor  enthuriastic  dotards  dream, 
And  aJl  the  incoherent  jargon  of  the  schools ; 
Though  all  the  fumes  of  fear,  hope,  love,  and 
fchame, 
Contrive  to  sbockyour  minds  with  many  a  senselea 

doubt; 
ttoubto  where  the  Delphic  god  would  grope  in  igno- 
rance  and  night, 
The  god  of  learuing  and  of  light 
Would  want  a'god  himself  to  help  him  out. 

Philosophy,  as  it  before  us  liea, 
Seems  to  have  borrowM  some  ungrateful  taste 
Of  doubts,  impertinence,  and  niceties, 
From  erery  age  through  which  it  pass'd, 
But  always  with  a  stronger  relish  of  the  last. 
This  beauteoos  queen,  by  Heaven  design*d 
To  be  the  great  original 
For  man  to  dress  and  polish  his  uncourtly  mind, 
In  what  mock  habits  have  they  put  her  sińce  the 
fali! 
Morę  oft  in  fools'  and  madmen'*  hands  than  sages, 
She  seems  a  medley  of  all  ages, 
With  a  huge  fardhjgale  to  swell  her  fustian  stuff, 
A  new  commode,  a  top-knot,  and  a  ruff, 
Her  face  patchfd  o'er  with  modem  pedantry, 
With  a  long  sweepingtrain 
Of  comments  and  disputes,  ridiculous  and  Tam, 
All  of  oki  cut  with  a  new  dye : 
How  soon  have  you  restorfl  ber  charms, 
And  rid  her  of  her  lumber  and  her  books, 
Drest  ber  again  genteel  and  neat, 
And  rather  tight  than  great ! 
How  fond  we  are  to  court  ber  to  our  arms  ! 
How  much  of  Heaven  is  m  her    aked  looks ! 

Vhus  thederadmg  Muse  oft  blina*  ae  to  aar  ways, 
And  ev'n  my  jery  thoughts  transfer! 
And  changes  all  to  beauty,  and  the  praisa 
Ofthatproud  tyrani  sex  of  hen. 


The  rebel  Muse,  atas !  takes  part 
But  with  my  own  rebeltious  heart, 
And  yon  with  feta!  and  immortal  wit  ćonspim 
To  fan  thł  unhappy  fire. 
Cniel  unknown !   what  is  it  you  intend  ?   [friend ! 
Ah !  could  you,  could  you  hope  a  poet  for  your 

Rather  forgive  what  my  first  transport  said  : 
May  all  the  blood,  which  shaH  by  woman's  scom 
be  shed, 
Ue  upou  you  and  on  your  chitdren's  head ! 
Por  you  (ah !  did  I  think  I  e>r  should  Iive  to  aea 
The  fata]  time  when  that  could  be ! ) 
Have  ev'n  increas'd  their  pride  and  eruelty. 
Woraan  seems  now  above  all  vanity  growo, 
Still  boasting  of  her  great  unknown 
Platonie  championa,  gain'd  without  one  female  wile, 
Or  the  vast  charges  of  a  smile ; 
Which  'tis  a  shame  to  see  how  much  of  lato 
You  've  taught  the  covetous  wretches  to  o'er- 
rate, 
And  which  they  've  now  the  consciences  to  weigh 
In  the  same  balance  with  our  tears, 
And  with  such  scaaty  wages  pay 
The  bondage  and  the  slavery  of  years.  [uj, 

Łet  the  vain  sex  dream  on ;  the  empire  comes  from. 
Ani,  bad  they  common  generosity, 

They  wouM  not  use  us  thus.        [degree. 
Well— tbough  you  *ve  raistf  her  to  this  high 

Oursefoes  are  nuYd  as  well  as  she; 
And,  spite  of  all  tbat  they  or  you  can  do, 
Tis  pride  and  happiness  enough  to  me 
Still  to  be  of  the  same  exalted  sex  with  you. 

Alas,  how  fleeting  and  how  yain 
Is  ev'n  the  nobler  man,  our  learning  and  our  wit  f 
I  sigh  whene'er  I  think  of  it: 
As  at  the  closing  of  an  unhappy  scenę 

Of  some  great  king  and  conouerort  death, 
When  the  sad  melaneholy  Muse 
Stayt  but  to  catch  his  utmost  breath. 
I  grieve,  this  nobler  work  most  happily  begun, 
So  quickły  And  so  wonderfully  carry'd  on, 
May  fali  at  last  to  interest,  folly,  and  abuse, 
There  is  a  noon-tide  in  our  lives, 
Which  still  the  sooner  it  arrires, 
Although  we  boast  our  winter-sun  looks  brigfat, 
And  foolishly  are  glad  to  see  it  at  its  height, 
Yet  so  much  sooner  comes  the  long  and  głoomy 
No  conquest  ever  yet  begun,  [night. 

And  by  one  migbty  bero  carried  to  hs  height, 
Per  flourtsh'd  under  a  successor  or  a  son ; 
It  lost  some  mighty  pieces  through  all  hands  it  past, 
And  nraith'd  to  an  empty  title  in  the  hut 
For,  when  the  animating  mind  is  fled 
(Which  naturę  never  can  retain, 
Nor  e'ercall  back  again), 
The  body,  though  gigantic,  liea  al!  coW  and  dead. 

And  thus  undoubtedly  ,twill  farę, 
With  what  unhappy  men  shall  dare 
To  be  successors  to  &ese  great  unknown, 
On  Learning1!  bigh~establisb'd  tbrone. 
Censure,  and  Pedantry,  and  Pride, 
Nnmberless  nations,  stretchiag  far  and  wide,  [forth 
Shall  (I  foresee  it)  soon  with  Gothic  swanns  com# 
From  Ignorance^s  universal  North,        [ment; 
And  with  bhod  ragę  break  all  this  peaceful  gcwerar 
Yet  shall  these  traces  of  your  wit  remain, 
Iikeaj«JCinap,toteUtifeTastex^ent 
Of  conque»tln  yourshort  and  happy  ratjty 

•  id 
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And  to  idl  futurę  mankind  shew 
How  strange  a  paradox  is  true, 
That  men  who  liv'd  and  dy'd  withoot  a  name 
Are  the  chief  heroea  In  the  sacred  Kst  of  Famę. 


uraiTTEM  m  A 


LAD7'S  WORY  TABLE-BOOK,  1699. 

PmusB  my  leaves  through  erery  part, 

And  think  thou  seest  my  owner'5  beart, 

Scrawfd  o'er  with  trifles  tlius,  and  quite 

As  hard,  as  *enseless,  and  aslight; 

Expos'd  to  every  coxcomb's  eyes, 

But  bid  with  cautkm  from  the  wise. 

Herę  you  may  readt  "  Dear  charroing  sarat !" 

Beneath,  "  A  new  receipt  for  paint." 

Herę,  in  beau-spelling,  "  Tru  tel  deth;" 

There,  in  ber  own, (<  For  an  el  bretli  :w 

Herę, "  Lorely  nymph,  pronounce  my  doom !" 

There,  "  A  safe  way  to  use  perfume  :" 

Herę,  a  page  fill'd  with  billets-doux ; 

On  fother  side,  "  Laid  out  for  shoes"— 

'•  Madam,  I  die  without  yoar  grace"— 

"( Item,  for  half  a  yard  of  lace." 

Who  that  bad  wit  wouM  place  it  here, 

For  every  peeping  fop  to  jeer ; 

In  power  of  tpitUe  and  a  clout, 

Whene*er  be  pleaae,  to  biot  it  out ; 

And  then,  to  heighten  the  disgrace, 

Clap  his  own  nonsense  in  the  place  ? 

Whoe^er  ezpects  to  hołd  his  part 

In  such  a  book,  and  sucb  a  heart, 

If  he  be  wealtby,  and  a  fool, 

Is  in  all  points  the  fittesttool; 

Of  whom  it  may  be  justly  said, 

He  's  a  gold  pencil  tippM  with  lead.    . 


AłRS.  HARRIS>S  PETITION. 
1699. 

Totheirexcelle%ct«the]otdsjasli0tiof  Irekad  l, 

the  humble  petition  of  Frances  Harris, 
Who  must  starve,  and  die  a  maid,  if  it 


Humbly  showeth, 
That  I  went  to  wann  myself  in  lady  Bettyt*  cham- 

ber,  because  I  was  cold  ; 
And  I  bad  in  a  purse  seven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and 

8Jx»penoe,  besides  iartbings,  in  money  and 

gold: 
Bo,  because  I  nad  been  buying  things  for  my  lady 

lastnight, 
I  was  reso!v'd  to  tell  my  money,  to  see  if  it  was 

right. 
Naw,  you  mustknow,  because  my  trank  bas  a  Tery 

bad  lock, 
Therefore  all  the  money  I  hare,  which,  Ood  knows, 

is  a  yery  smali  stock, 
Ikeep  in  mypocket,  ty\ł  aboutmymiddle,  nestto 

myamock. 

*  The  earls  of  Berkeley  and  of  Galway. 

»  Łady  Betty  Berkeley*  afterwardi  Genaame, 


So  when  I  went  to  put  up  my  purse,  as  Ctod  woali 

bave  it,  my  smock  was  unript, 
And,  instead  of  putting  it  into  my  pocket,  down  it 

slipt; 
Thenthe  bellrong,and  I  went  down  to  ptt  my  łady 

tobedj 
And,  God  knows,  I  thought  my  money  wa»  as  safe 

as  my  maidenhead, 
So,  when  I  came  up  agaio,  L  found  my  pocket  feel 

very  light : 
But  when  I  search/d,  and  mtss'd  my  purse,  t**d . 

I  thought  I  shouki  have  sunk  outrtght 
Lord !  madam,  says  Mary,  how  d*  ye  do*  Indead 

says  I,  never  worse : 
But  pray,  Mary,  can  you  tell  what  I  ha>v*  do* 

with  my  purse  ? 
Lord  help  me!   said  Mary,  I  new  ttwrM  outrf 

this  place : 
Nay,  said  I,  I  had  it  in  lady  Betty*  chamtwr, 

thafs  a  plain  case. 
So  Mary  got  me  to  bed  aud  corei^d  me  up  wara: 
Howerer,  she  stole  away  my  garters,  that  I  migttf 

do  myself  no  harm. 
So  I  tumbled  and  toastt  all  night,  as  you  may  Tery 

well  think, 
But  hardly  erer  set  my  eyes  together,  or  slept  a 

wink. 
So  I  was  a-dreamM,  methougbt,  that  we  went  ani 

search'd  the  folk*  round, 
Andinaoornerof  Mrs.  Dukeas  3  box  ty'd  in  a  rag, 

the  money  was  found. 
6o  nert  morning  we  toki  Whittle  4.  and  he  feU  i- 

awearing : 
Then  my  damę,  Wadger  5  came ;  and  she,  you  kaov, 

is  thick  of  heariog. 
Damę,  said  I,  as  lond  as  I  couldbawi,  do  you  knotf 

what  a  los*  I  have  had  ? 
Nay,  said  she,  my  lord  Colsrays  «  folka  are  all  rery 

sad; 
For  my  lord  Dromedary  *  comes  a  Tueaday  witboat 

fail. 
Pugh!  said  I,  buUhat's  not  the  business  that  I  a3, 
Says  Cary  6,  says  he,  I  have  been  a  serami  tius  flfs 

and  twenty  years,  come  spring, 
And  In  all  the  places  I  UVd  I  nererbeard  of  sucas 

thmg. 
Yes,  says  the  steward  9  l  remember,  when  I  was  tł 

my  lady  Shrewsbury^a, 
,  Soch  a  thing  as  this  happenłdjust  aboot  the  timed 

gooteierries. 
So  I  went  to  the  party  suspected,  %nd  I  found  ker 

rullofgńef, 
(Now,  you  must  know,  of  all  things  m  the  world. 

I  hate  a  thief). 
However,  I  am  resoWd  to  bring  the  dśaoourte  sSy 

about: 
Mrs.  Dukes,  said  I,  here  '8  an  ngly  acrideot  has  hsp- 
pen^oot: 


^  Wife  to  one  of  the  footmen. 

4  Earl  of  Berkeley*^  Talet 

5  The  old  deaf  housekeeptr. 
«  Galway. 

''The  earlof  Drogheda,  who,  with  the prknefty 
was  to  sncceed  the  two  emrU. 

•  Clerk of  the Utcheft,  °Ferrii. 


BALLADS. 
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Tle  not  that  I  valnc  the  money  three  skipt  of  a 

louse  10 ; 
But  the  thmg  I  stand  upon  is  the  credit  of  the 

house. 
Tb  tnie,  seven  pounds,  four  shillings,  and  sbc-pence, 

tnakes  a  great  hole  in  my  wages : 
Besides,  as  they  say,  śenrice  is  no  inheritauce  inthese 

ages. 
Naw,  Mrs.  Dukes,  yoa  know,  and  etery  body  under- 

stands, 
That  thongh  'tis  bard  to  judge,  yet  money  cant  go 

without  hands. 
The  finil  take  me  !  said  she  (btesting  hersełf)  if 

ever  I  saw  »t  I 
60  she  roar'd  like  a  Bedlam,  as  though  I  had  calTd 

her  all  to  naught, 
80  you  know,  what  could  I  say  to  her  auy  morę  ? 
I  e»en  left  ber,  and  carae  away  as  wise  as  I  was  be- 

fore. 
Weil ;  but  then  they  would  bave  had  me  gbne  to  the 


cunning  man 


} 


No,  sald  i,  'tis  the  same  tbing,  the  ehaplain  will  be 

hereanon. 
80  the  ehaplain  "came  in.    Now  the  senrants  say 

he  is  my  sweetheart, 
Beoause  he  't  always  in  my  chamber,  and  I  ahrays 

take  his  part. 
80,  as  the  dani  would  hąye  it,  before  I  was  ąware, 

out  I  blunderM, 
Par*m>  said  I,  can  you  east  ą  nathity,  when  a  bodys 

plundertt ) 
(Now,  yoa  must  know,  he  hates  to  be  calPd  parson 

Yi\etbedevilO 
Truły,  says  he,  Mrs.  Nab,  it  might  become  yoa  to 

be  morę  crril ; 
If  your  money  be  gone,  as  a  learned  dfaine  says, 

d*  ye  see ;  [me : 

Yoa  are  no  texi  formy  nandling ;  so  take  that  from 
I  was  never  taken  for  a  conjurer  before,  Pd  haie  you 

to  know. 
Lord!  said  I,  don*  be  angry,  I  am  sore  I  never 

thougbt  yon  so ; 
Yoo  know  I  honour  the  oloth ;  I  design  to  he  a  far- 

$onyt  wife ; 
I  never  took  onemyoiircaaiforaamjurerin  all  my 

life. 
With  that  he  twistedhis  ghrdle  at  me  like  a  ropę,  as 

who  should  say, 
Now  yon  may  go  hang  yourself  for  me !  and  so  went 

away. 
Weil :  I  tbought  I  should  hwe  swoon'd.  Lord  1  said 

I,  what  shall  I  do? 
I  have  lost  my  money,  and  shall  lose  my  truś  love 

tool 
Then  my  lord  calFd  me  t  Harry  u,  said  my  lord, 

don'tcry; 
111  ghre  yon  somethingtowards  thy  loss;  and,  says 

my  lady,  so  will  I. 
Oh !  but,  said  I,  what  if,  after  all/  the  ehaplain 

won/t  come  to  t 
For  that,  he  said,  (ant  please  your  tsctUenaet)  I 

must  petition  yon* 
The  premisses  tenderly  considerNł,  I  desire  your  es- 

eeUśneiśt  protectkm, 
And  that  I  may  nate  a  share  in  nest  Sonday't  col- 

lection; 

^Annsoalsayhiff  of  bers.        "Dr  Swift. 

*  A  cant  word  of  lord  and  lady  B.  to  Mrs.  Harris. 


And  over  and  abore,  that  I  may  have  yonroareiZraw 

des  letter, 
With  an  order  for  the  ehaplain  aforesaid,  or,  instead 

of  him,  a  better : 
And  then  your  poor  petitioner,  both  night  and  day, 
Orthe  ehaplain  (for  'tis  his  łrode),  as  in  duty  bound, 

shall  ever  pray. 


A   BALLAD 

OK  THE  GAMĘ  OF  TRAFF1C. 

WBITTBH  AT  THB  CASTLB  OS  DUBLIN  1699, 

My  lord  ł,  to  find  out  who  must  deat, 

Delivers  cards  about, 
But  the  flrst  knave  does  sełdom  fail 

Te  find  the  doctor' out 

But  then  his  honouroryM,  Gadzooks  | 

Ąod  seęm'd  to  ltnithis  brow : 
For  on  a  knave  he  nerer  looks 

But  h'  thinlfs  upon  Jack  How  ». 

My  lady,  thongh  she  Is  no  player, 

Some  bungting  partner  takes. 
And,  wedg'd  in  corner  of  a  cbair, 

Takes  snuff,  and  bolds  the  stakes. 

Damę  Floy'd  3  looks  out  in  grare  suspensa 

For  pair-royals  and  seauents; 
But,  wisely  cautious  of  her  pence, 

The  castle  seldom  freąuents. 

Quoth  Herries,  fairly  putting  cases^ 

X  'd  won  it  on  my  word, 
If  I  had  but  a  pair  of  aoes, 

And  could  pic*;  up  ą  tbird. 

Bat  Weston  bas  ą  new-cast  gową 

On  Sundays  to  be  fine  in, 
And.  if  she  oąn  hut  win  a  crown, 

iSrill  just  new-dye  the  lining. 

f*   With  tbese  is  Pąrton  Swift, 
Not  knowing  how  to  spend  his  time, 

Does  make  a  wretebed  shift, 
Tp  deafen  them  with  puns  and  rhytne," 


A  BALLAD, 

TO  TOB  TUMB  OP  TB  I  CUT-FUESB  ♦. 

Owca  on  a  time,  as  old  stories  lehearse, 

A  friar  would  needs  show  his  talent  in  Laon  ; 
fint  was  sorely  pot  to  *t  in  the  midst  of  a  rat* 
Because  he  could  find  no  word  to  come  pat  iai 
Then  all  in  the  place 
He  left  a  void  spece, 
And  so  went  to  bed  in  a  desperate  case : 

)  The  earl  of  Berkeley. 

s  Pa^master  to  the  army. 

^  See  the  verses  on  this  lady,  p.  376. 

4  Łady  Betty  Berkeley,  flnding  the  precedrag  ?er- 
ses  in  the  authortroom  unfinish'0%  wrote  under  them 
the  condnding  stansa ;  which  gare  oocaskn  to 
this  ballad,  written  by  the  author  in  a  counterfeil 
hand,  as  if  a  third  person  had  done  it 


«7* 


SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Wben  beboW  the  next  morning  a  wooderful  riddle  ! 

He  found  it  was  strangely  fillM  up  in  the  middle. 

Cha,  Let  censurirtg  critics  then  Ihink  ir£a/  thty  Ust 

onłt;  [cusistant  9 

Who  tcould  not  wite  verses  mth  tuch  ąn 

This  pat  me  the  friar  into  an  amazement : 

For  he  wisely  considerM  it  must  be  a  sprite ; 
That  he  came  through  the  key-hołe,  or  in  at  the 
casement; 
And  it  needs  must  be  one  that  oonld  both,  read 
and  write. 

Yet  he  did  not  know 
If  it  were  friend  or  foe, 
Or  whetlier  it  came  from  abore  or  betów : 
Howeyer,  *twas  ci  vii  in  angel  or  elf. 
For  he  ne'er  could  have  filPd  it  so  well  of  himself. 
Cho.  Let  censurirtg,  &c. 

Eren  so  master  doctor  had  puzzled  his  brains 

In  rnak\ng  a  ballad  but  was  at  a  stand  : 
He  had  mhrd  Httle  wit  with  a  great  deal  of  paint ; 
When  he  found  a  new  help  from  mrisible  band. 
Then  good  doctor  Swift, 
Pay  thanks  for  the  gift; 
For  you  freely  must  own,  yon  were  at  a  dead 
lift: 
And,  though  some  malicious  young  apirit  did  do  t, 
You  may  know  by  the  hand  it  had  no  clovęn  foot. 
Cho.  Let  cęnsuńng,  &c 


sr 
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THE  DlSCOVEU\\ 

Whik  wise  lord  Berkeley  flrst  came  here* 
Statesmen  and  mob  expected  wonders, 

Kor  thought  to  find  so  great  a  peer 
Ere  a  week  past  oommit^ing  blunders. 

Till,  on  a  day  cut  out  by  fate, 

When  fblks  came  thick  to  make  their  court, 
Out  slipt  a  mystery  of  state, 

To  give  the  town  and  country  spor{, 

Kow  entera  Bnsh  3  with  new  state  airs^ 

His  lordship's  premier  minister; 
And  who  in  all  profbund  affairs 

ls  beld  as  needrul  as  his  clyster  3. 

With  head  reclining  on  his  shoulder, 
He  deals  and  hears  mysteriaus  chat, 

While  every  ignorant  beholder 
Asks  of  his  neighbour,  "  Who  is  that  Vx 

With  this  he  pnt  op  to  my  lord, 

The  courtiers  kept  their  distauee  duo, 

He  twiteh'd  ais  sleere,  aad  stole  a  word; 
Then  to  a  coraer  bota  wjthdrew. 

Jmagine  now,  my  lord  aad  Bush 

Wbispering  in  junto  most  profbund, 
Like  good  king  Phyz  4  and  good  king  Ush, 

While  all  the  rest  stood  gaping  ronnd. 

1  To  Iretaod,  as  one  of  the  lords  justices. 

*  Bush,  by  some  underhand  insinuaCion,  obtained 
'the  post  of  secretary,  which  had  been  promised  to 
Swift, 

a  Always  taken  before  my  Iavd  want  to  counciL  • 

*  gee  the  Befaeaisaj. 


At  length  a  spark  not  too  well  bred, 

Of  fórward  fiice  and  ear  acute, 
Advanc'd  on  tiptoe,  lean'd  his  head, 

To  orer-bear  the  grand  dispute : 

■ 

To  learn  what  Northern  kings  design, 
Or  from  Whitehall  some  new  ocpress, 

Papists  disarm'd,  or  fali  of  coin : 

For  surę  (thought  be)  it  can't  be  less* 

"  My  lord,"  said  Bush,  "  a  friend  and  I, 
Disguis'd  in  two  old  thread-bare  coata, 

Ere  morning  s  dawn,  stole  out  to  spy 
How  markets  went  for  hay  and  oats," 

With  that  he  draws  two  handfuls  out, 
The  one  was  oats,  the  other  hay ; 

Puts  this  to  's  e«cellency's  snout, 
And  begs  he  would  the  other  weigh. 

My  lord  seems  pleasM,  but  still  directs 
By  all  means  to  bring  down  the  rates  \ 

Then,  with  a  congee  circumflez, 
Biuh,  smiling  round  on  all,  retreats. 

Our  listener  stood  a  while  conras*d, 
Bnt,  gatbering  spirits,  wisely  ran  for  % 

Enrag'd  to  fteethe  worid  abu^d 

By  two  such  wbispering  kings  of  BrentforŁ 


THE  PROBLEM,    , 

THAT  MY  ŁOan  »EEKBLBY  STIKKS,  WHEM  BB  If  HI 

ŁOYS. 

Din  ever  problem  thus  perpleir, 

Or  morę  employ,  the  femalesea  ? 

So  sweet  a  passion,  who  would  think, 

Joto  eyer  form'd  to  make  a  stink  ? 

The  ladies  vow  and  swear,  they  '11  trw 

Whotber  itbe  a  trnth  or  lye, 

Love,s  fire,  it  seems,  like  inward  heat, 

Works  in  my  lord  by  stool  and  sweat, 

Which  brings  a  stink  from  erery  porę. 

And  from  behtnd  and  from  before; 

Yet,  what  is  wooderful  to  tell  it, 

Nonę  but  the  farourite  nymph  can  smell  ił, 

But  now,to  solve  the  natural  cause 

By  sober  philosophic  laws : 

Whether  all  passións,  when  in  ferment, 

Work  out  as  aager  does  m  Termin  ; 

So,  when  a  weazel  you  torment, 

Yon  find  his  passion  by  his  acent. 

We  read  of  kings,  who,  in  a  firight, 

Though  on  a  throne,  would  sałl  tosh    » 

Beside  all  this,  deep  scholar*  know, 

That  the  main  strmg  of  Cupłd'sbow 

Once  on  a  time  was  an  a—  gut; 

Now  to  a  aohler  omceput, 

By  favour  or  desert  preferrtt 

From  giving  passageto  a  t— } 

But  still,  though  fiVd  among  the  stai% 

Does  sympcthisee  with  humaa  a—. 

Thus,  wben  you  feel  an  hard-bound  breoob, 

Conclude  ioTe's  bow-string  at  fuli  stretch, 

Till  the  kind  looseness  comes,  and  then 

Ooopłude  the  bow  relax'd  again. 


THE  SALAMANDER. 
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And  now,  tbe  ladies  sil  are  beat 
To  try  the  great  experiinent, 
Ambttious  of  a  regentfs  hcart, 
%>reaid  all  tbeir  charins  to  catch  a  f— ; 
Watching  the  first  unsaroury  wind, 
Some  ply  beibre,  and  some  behind. 
My  lord,  on  fire  amidst  the  dames, 
F — 1<  like  a  laarel  in  tbe  flames. 
The  fair  approach  the  speaking  part, 
To  try  the  backway  to  his  heart: 
For,  as  w  hen  we  a  gun  discbarge, 
Although  the  borę  be  ne1  er  so  Iarge, 
Before  the  flame  from  muzzle  bunt, 
Jost  at  the  breech  it  flashes  first ; 
So  from  my  lord  his  passion  broke, 
He  f— d  first;  and  then  he  spoke. 

The  ladies  vanish'd  in  the  smother, 
To  oonfer  notes  with  one  another ; 
And  now  they  all  agreed  to  name 
Whom  each  one  thought  the  happy  damę. 
Qnoth  Neal, "  Whate'er  the  rest  may  think, 
Fm  surę  twaa  I,  tbat  smałt  the  sttnk." 
"  You  smell  the  ttink  !  by.  G— t  you  lyV> 
Quoth  Ross,  "  for  FU  be  swora  twas  I." 
•*  Ladies/'  quoth  Lerens,"  pray  fbcbeaf : 
Letfs  not  fali  out ;  we  all  had  share ; 
And,  by  the  most  I  can  discorer*  . 
My  lord  's  ąn.  nniyeisal  lover." 


BE9CB1FTION 

A  SALAMANDER.  1706. 
Pliny,  Nat  Hist.  libwŁ  c.  67,  lib.  xxix.  c.  4. 

As  mastiff  dogi  ia  modern  phrase  are 

CalPd  Pompey,  Scipio,  and  Cae*ar  j 

At  pyes  and  daws  are  often  styPd 

With  Christian  nicknames,  Hke  a  child  ; 

As  we  say  monsieur  to  an  ape, 

Withont  offence  to  human  shape ; 

So  men  have  goi,  from  bud  and  brnte, 

Names  that  would  best  tbeir  naturę*  suit. 

The  lion,  eagle,  foxt  and  boar, 

Werę  heroes  titles  heretofore, 

BestowM  as  hieroglyphics  fit 

To  show  tbeir  valour,  strengtb,  or  wit : 

For  what  is  understood  by  famę, 

Besides  tbe  gettmg  of  a  namt  f 

Bat  e'er  sińce  men  invented  guns, 

A  diflerent  way  their  fancy  runs  : 

To  paint  a  hero,  we  inauire 

For  something  that  will  conquerJfr«. 

WouW  you  destiribe  Tureone  or  Tramp  ? 

Think  of  a  bucket  or  a  pump. 

Are  these  too  Iow  ?— then  And  out  grander, 

Gall  my  lord  Cutfcs  a  Salamander. 

Tb  well; — but,  sinee  we  Iwe  amooa; 

Detracton  whh  aa  evil  toague, 

Who  may  object  against  the  teraa, 

Pliny  shall  prosw  what  we  afirm  i 

Pliny  shall  prove,  and  we  Ml  apply, 

And  I  'U  bejudg*d  bystanders-by. 

First,  then,  our  author  has  defin'd 
Thk  reptile  of  the  serpent  kiod, 
Whh  gaudy  coat  and  sbiniog  train  ; 
But  toąthtome  epota  his  body  stain.;    ■ 


Out  from  some  hole  obscure  be  fftes,        } 
When  rains  descend,  and  tempests  rise, 
Till  the  Sun  clears  the  air;  and  then 
Crawls  back  neglected  to  bis  den. 

So,  when  the  war  has  rais'd  a  stonn* 
I  've  seen  a  snake  in  human  form, 
All  staiu'd  with  infamy  and  rice, 
Leap  from  the  dunghill  in  a  trice, 
Burnish,  and  make  a  gaudy  show, 
Become  a  generał,  peer,  and  beau,  ' 
Till  peace  has  madę  tbe  sky  serene  j 
Then  shrink  into  its  hole  again. 
"  All  this  we  grant" — "  Why  then  look  yonder  e 
Surę  that  most  be  a  Salamander !" 

Farther  we  are  by  Pliny  toki, 
This  serpent  is  extremely  coid  j 
So  cold,  that,  put  it  in  the  fire, 
Twill  make  the  very  flames  espire : 
Besides,  it  spues  a  fflthy  froth 
(Whether  through  ragę  or  lust,  or  both) 
Of  matter  purulent  and  wbite, 
Which,  happening  on  tbe  skin  tolight, 
And  there  corrupting  to  a  wound, 
Spreads  leprosy  and  baldness  ronnd. 

So  have  I  seen  a  batterM  beau, 
By  age  and  claps  grown  cold  as  saow, 
Whose  breath  or  touch,  where-e'er  be  came> 
Blew  out  love's  torch,  or  chillM  the  flame : 
And  sbould  some  nymph,  who  ne*er  was  crpel, 
Like  Charlton  cbeap,  or  fam'd  Du-Ruel, 
Receive  the  filth  which  he  ejects, 
She  soon  would  find  the  same  eftecta 
Her  tainted  carcase  to  pursue, 
As  from  the  Salamander^  spue  j 
A  dismal  shedding  ef  ber  focks, 
And,      no  leprosy,  a  pox, 
"  Then  I  '11  appeal  to  each  by-stander, 
If  this  be  not  a  Salamander  ?" 


TO  TH* 


EARL  OF  PETERB0RO9T, 

WRO  COHMANDED  TB*  BftITIlfl  FOICZ8  IM  8FATN. 

Mohdanto  fills  the  tramp  of  famę, 
The  Christian  worlds  hisdeeds  proclaim, 
And  prints  are  crouded  with  bis  name. 

In  jonrnies  he  ontridesthe  post, 
Sits  up  till  midnight  with  his  hest, 
Talks  połitics,  and  grres  the  toast  'y 

Knows  erery  prince  m  Europę^  face, 
Flies  like  a  squib  from  place  to  place, 
And  traTefa  not,  but  runs  a  race. 

From  Paris  gazette  a-la-main, 
This  day  arriv'd,  witbout  his  train, 
Mordanto  iu  a  week  from  Spain. 

A  asesseager  eomes  all  a-reek, 
Mordanto  at  Madrid  to  seek ; 
He  seft  the  town  aborea. 


Next  day  the  post-boy  winda  hia  horo, 
Aod  rides  through  Dorer  in  the  moro  s 
Mordanto  >s  landed  from  Leghorn. 

Mordanto  gallop?  on  alone ; 
The  roads  are  with  ber  followers  strown  | 
Tbig  breaks  a  girtb  and  tbat  a  bonę. 
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His  body  actfre  as  his  mind, 
Jteturning  sound  in  limb  and  wind, 
J&rcept  8ome  leather  lost  behind. 

A  skeleton  in  outward  figurę, 
His  meagre  corpse.  though  fuli  of  Yigour, 
Would  balt  behina  him,  were  itbigger,  ' 

So  wonderral  his  expedition,   v 
When  you  bave  not  the  leastsuspicton, 
Ue's  with  you  like  an  apparition : 

Shines  in  all  climates  like  a  star; 
In  senates  bojd,  and  fieroe  in  war  $  ' 
A  land  oommander,  and  a  tar;     - 

Htroic  actions  early  bred  ho, 
JWcr  to  be  match'd  in  modern  reading. 
But  by  his  name-sake,  Charles  of  Sweden, 


ON  THE  UNION. 


The  queen  nas  lately  lost  a  part 
0f  ber  kntirkly-bnoliih  l  heart; 
For  want  of  which  by  way  of  botch, 
She  piec'd  it  up  agatu  with  icotch.; 
Blest  retolution !  which  creates 
Divided  bearts,  united  states  I 
See  how  the  double  natkm  Kesj 
like  a  rich.coat  with  skirts  of  frize*. 
As  if  a  man,  in  making  postes, 
Chould  bundle  thistles  up  with  roses, 
Wbo  e-*er  yet  a  union  saw 
Of  kragdoms  without  faith  or  law  r 
Henceforward  let  no  statasman  dare 
A  kingdom  to  a  ship  compare -, 
Łest  he  shoujrf  cali  our  commonweal 
A  vessel  with  a  double  keel : 
JOTiich,  just  like  ours,  new  rlggM  and  mann'4» 
And  got  about  a  league  from  land, 
'  By  change  of  wind  to  leeward  rade, 
The  pilot  knew  not  how  to  guide. 
So  tosstng  faction  will  ó'erwhelm 
•ur  crascy  doubU-bottom'd  realna 


o* 
MRS.  BWDY  FLOYU: 

OS,  THK  EECBirr  TO  POKM  A  BBAUTT  *. 

When  Captd  did  his  grandsire  Jove  enbreat 
To  form  sorne  beauty  by  a  fcew  receipt,    . 
Jove  sent,  and  (bund  &rina  country-scene 
Truth,  innocence,  good-nature,  look  serene : 
From  which  ingredients  first  the  dextrous  boy 
"PickM  the  demure,  the  awkward,  and  thecoy. 
The  graces  from  the  court  did  nezt  provide 
Breeding,  and  wit,  and  air,  and  docent  pride : 
These  Venus  cleans  lirom  erery  spurious  grain 
Of  nice,  coauet,  aflfected,  pert,  and  ram. 
Jove  mix'd  up  all,  and  nią  beat  cky  emp)oy'd ; 
Then  cali  '4  toehappy  compontion  Flayd. 

1  The  motto  on  queen  Anne's  coronation  medal. 

*  An  elegant  Łatin  version  of  tbis  Iitlie  poem  it 
te  the  sixth  polarne  of  Dryden't  Miscelfonies. 


APOLLO  OUTHTTtBDf 


TO  TH*  HONOURABLB    MIS.  FINCE,  AFTE*VARB*| 
COUHTBSS    OF    WINCBSŁSIA,    UNDEE    HE*    TSAJfl 

AEDELIA. 

Pbokbos,  nów  shortening  erery  shade, 

"Up  to  the  nortbern  tropie  came, 
Ąnd  thence  beheld  a  lorely  maid, 

Attending  ona  royal  damę. 

.Tbe  god  laid  down  his  feeble  rays, 

Then  lighted  from  bis  glittering  coach  ; 

But  fenc'd  his  head  with  his  own  bays, 
Before  he  durstthe  nymph  approacb. 

JJndęp-those  sacred  leares,  secure 
From  common  lightning  of  the  akies, 

He  fbndly  thougbt  he  might  endure 
TEe  flashes  óf  Ąrdelią's  eyes. 

The  nympb,  wbo  oft'  had  read  in  books 
Of  that  brigfct  god  whom  barda  invoke, 

Sood  knew  Apollo  by  his  looks, 
And  guessM  his  business  ere  he  spoke. 

He,  m  the  old  oeiestial  cant, 

Confess'd  his  flame,  and  swore  by  Sty*, 
Whatełer  she  would  desire,  to  grant— 

Butwtse  Aró>lia  knew  his  trick*. 

Orid  had  wam'4  ber,  to  beware 
Of  strolling;  gods,  whose'  ushai  tnde  bt 

Under  pretence  of  taking  air,  ' 

To  pićk  up  sublmfary  ladiea, 

Howe'er,  she  garo  no  n>t  denial, 

As  having  maliće  in  ber  heart; 
And  was  resoWd  upona  trial, '    * 

To  cheat  the.  god  in  his  own  art.  . 

"  Hear  my  reąuest,"  tbe  virgin  said  ; 

«« Let  which  (pleaseof  all  tbe.  Nina 
Attend,  whene/er  I  want  tbeir  aid, 

Obey  my  cali,  and  only  minę." 

By  vow  obligM,  by  passion  ied, 
The  god  could  not  rerase  her  prayer : 

He  wav*d  his  wreath  thrice  o'er  her  head* 
Thrice  mutter^d  something  to  the  air. 

And  dow  he  thougbt  to  seise  bis  due: 

But  she  the  charm  already  tried. 
Thalia  heard  the  cali,  and  flew 

To  wait  at  bright  Ardelia's  side. 

On  sigbt  of  this  celestial  prude, 

Apollo  thougbt  it  vain  to  stay ; 
Nor  in  her  presenoe  durst  be  rade  ; 

But  madę  his  leg,  and  went  away. 

HehopM  to  find  some  lucky  hour,  ' 
When  on  then*  queen  the  Muses  wait : 

But  Pallas  owns  Ardelia^  power ; 
For  vows  dirine  are  kept  by  Fate. 

Then,  fuli  of  ragę,  Apollo  spoke : 
"  0ec^itful  nymph  I  I  see  thy  art; 

And,  though  I  cant  my  gift  revoke,  < 
ni  disappoint  its  nohler  part. 

"  Let  stubbom  pride  poasess  thee  long^ 

And  be  thou  negtigentof  lamę ; 
With  every  Muse  to  grace  thy  song, 

May>st  thou  detpise  a  poefs  name  t 

"  Ofmodest  poeta  thou  be  first ; 

To  silent  shades  repeatthy  ve«e, 
Till  Famę  and  Echo  almost  burgt,  - 

Yet  hardly  dare  one  linę  reheamg* 
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ftĄoA  last,  my  rengeance  to  eomplete, 
May^t  thou  desceod  to  take  renown, 

^re*ail'd  on  by  the  thing  you  hate, 
A  Whig  I  and  one  that  wears  agowa  lw 


VANBRUGH*S  HOUSE, 
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1  a  times  of  o/rft  when  Time  was  poungt 
And  poeto  their  own  rerses  rang. 
A  verse  would  draw  ą,  stoneor  beam> 
That  now  would  over-load  a  team ; ' 
Łead  tbem  a  daoce  of  many  a  mile, 
Then  rear  tbem  to  a  goodly  pile. 
Each  number  had  its  different  power  i 
Herojc  ftimini  could  boi  Id  a  tower  j 
2unnets,  or  elegiesto  Chłoń, 
Might  raise  a  houseabouttwo  storiesf 
Alyric  ode  would  slate ;  a  catch 
Would  tile ;  an  epigram  woald  thatch. 

Baty  to  their  own  or  landtonTs  cost, 
Now  poeta  ffeeł  this  art  it  lost, 
Not  one  of  all  our  tonerul  throng 
pan  raise  a  lodging^br  a  song  : 
Far  Jove  coosiderM  well  the  case, 
Pbserv'd  they  grew  a  numerous  raoe; 
And,  sbould  they  build  as  fest  aa  wtite, 
^Twoold  ruin  undertąkers  quite. 
This  evil  tberefore  to  prerent, 
He  wisely  chang*d  their  element : 
On  Earth  the  god  of  wealth  was  madę 
-Bole  patron  of  the  building  tmde ; 
Learing  the  wito  the  spaciou*  air, 
Witb  ticence  to  build  cort/ertbere : 
And,  'b's  concew^ł,  thehr  old  pretence 
To  lodge  m  garrets  comes  from  thence. 

Premising  thus,  in  modern  way, 
The  better  half  we  bave  to  asy : 
Stagr,  Muse,  the  house  of  port  Van 
In  higher  strains  than  we  began. 

Van  (for  tis  fit  the  reader  know  it) 
}8  both  a  herald  and  a  poet ; 
No  wonder  then  if  nicely  skilPd 
Jn  both  capacities  to  build. 
As  herald,  be  can  in  a  day 
Repair  a  house  gone  to  decay \ 
Or,  by  atehievement,  arms,  deviee9 
Erect  a  new  one  in  a  trice  : 
And,  as  a  poet,  be  bas  skill 
To  boild  in  speculation  still. 
f '  Great  Jove  !"  he  cry'd,<ł  the  art  lestore 
To  build  by  *erse  as  heretofore, 
And  make  my  Muse  the  architeot ; 
What  palaces  shall  we  erect  t 
No  longer  shall  fbreaken  Thames 
Lament  his  old  Whitehail  in  dames; 
A  pale  shall  from  its  asbes  rise, 
Fit  to  mvade  or  prop  the  skies." 

Jore  smiPd,  and,  like  a  gentle  god, 
Cousenting  with  the  nsual  nod, 
Told  Van,  be  knew  his  talent  best, 
And  left  tbe  cboice  to  his  own  breast 
■nVanreso|rrdtowrite  aurce  ; 
ftvfc»  well  percarrmg  wit  was  scarce, 
wVHb  cmming  thatdefeet  snpphes ; 
Jakaś  a  French  {l2f%*  latral  prize; 

1  Seethenote  in  the  next  page. 


Steals  thenoe  nis  plot  and  erery  Joke, 

Not  one  suspectimj  Jove  would  smoke  ; 

And  (like  a  wag  set  down  to  write) 

Would  whisper  to  himself,  a  bite  ; 

Then,  from  this  motley,  mingled  style, 

Proceeded  to  erect  his  pile. 

So  men  of  old,  to  gain  renown,  did 

Build  Babel  with  their  tongoes  confotroded, 

Jove  saw  the  cheat,  bul  thougbt  it  best 

To  tum  the  matter  to  a  jest : 

Down  from  Olympus'  top  he  slides, 

Laughing  as  if  be  Jd  burst  his  sides : 

"  Aj"  thought  the  god,"  are  these  yeur  tricka  ? 

Why  then  cid  plays  deserve  old  bricks  ; 

And,  sińce  you  're  sparing  of  your  stuflj 

Your  building  shall  be  smali  enough." 

He  spake,  and,  grudging,  lent  his  aid ; 

TV  esperiencśl  bricks,  that  knew  their  trade, 

(As  being  bricks  at  second-hand), 

Now  move.  and  now  in  order  stand. 

The  building,  as  tbe  poet  writ, 
Rosę  in  proportion  to  his  wit : 
And  tiret  the  Prologue  built  a  wali 
So  wide  as  to  encompass  all. 
The  Scenę  a  wood  producM,  no  morę 
Than  a  few  scrubby  trees  before. 
The  Plot  as  yet  lay  deep  j  and  sq 
A  cellar  next  was  dug  below : 
But  this  a  work  so  hard  was  fbund, 
Two  Acts  it  cost  him  under  ground  ; 
Iwo  other  Acts  we  may  presume, 
Werę  spent  in  building  each  a  room, 
Thus  far  advanc'd,  he  madę  •  shift 
To  raise  a  roof  with  Act  the  Fjftb* 
The  Epilogue  behind  did  frame 
A  place  not  decent  here  to  name. 

Now  poets  from  all  ąuarters  ran 
To  see  tbe  house  of  brotber  Van ; 
Look^  high  and  Iow,  wałk'd  often  round ; 
But  nosuch  house  was  to  be  fbund. 
One  asks  the  watermen  hard-by, 
"  Where  may  the  poet's  pajace  Ile  ?" 
Another  of  the  Thames  inquires, 
If  he  has  seen  its  gilded  spires  ? 
At  length  tbey  ra  the  rubbish  spy 
A  thing  resembling  a  goose-pye. 
Thither  in  hastę  the  poets  throng, 
And  gazę  in  silent  wonder  kmg, 
Till  one  in  raptures  thus  began 
To  praise  the  pile  and  bujlder  Van : 

"Thrice  happy  poet!  whomay'sttmfl 
Thy  bouse  aboutthee  like  a  snail ; 
Or,  harness'd  to  a  nagt  at  ease 
Take  journies  iń  it  like  a  chaise ; 
Or  in  a  boat  whene^erthon  wilt, 
Canst  make  it  senre  thee  for  a  talt ! 
Capacious  house !  tis  own*d  by  all 
Thou  'rt  well  contrr^d,  though  thou  art  smali : 
For  erery  wit  in  Britaurt  isle 
May  lodge  within  thy  spacious  pite. 
like  Baochus  thou,  as  poets  feign, 
Thy  mother  burnt,  art  bora  again, 
Born  like  a  phenhi  from  the  flame; 
But  netther  bulk  nor  skąpe  the  sanie: 
As  ammals  of  largest  size 
Gorrupt  to  maggots,  wonna,  and  flies  ; 
A  type  of  modern  wit  and  style, 
The  rubbish  of  an  ancientpilt. 
So  chymists  boastthey  hare  a  power 
From  the  dead  asbes  of  a  flower 


Some  faint  resemblance  ta  produce, 
But  nut  the  virtue,  tarte,  or  juice : 
So  modern  rhymerft  wisely  blart 
The  poetry  of  ages  past ; 
Which  after  they  have  orerthrown, 
They  from  its  ruina  build  their  owo. 
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From  India'*  burntng  clime  Pm  brougat, 

With  cooling  gales  like  Zepbyrs  fraughŁ. 

Not  Iris  when  she  paints  the  sky, 

Can  show  morę  diflferent  hue  than  I : 

Nor  can  she  change  ber  form  so  fast ;. 

Fm  now  a  sail,  and  nów  a  mast : 

I  here  am  red,  and  there  am  green  ; 

A  beggar  there,  and  here  a  queen. 

I  sometimes  lirę  in  house  of  hair, 

And  oft'  in  band  of  lady  fair : 

I  please  the  young,  I  grace  the  old, 

And  am  at  once  both  hot  and  cold : 

Say  what  I  am  then,  if  you  can, 

And  find  the  rbyme,  and  you  're  tbc  matu 

4NSWIE. 

«  * 

YOUR  house  of  bair,  and  lady's  band, 
At  first  did  put.me  to  a  stand. 
I  have  H  now — 'tis  plaiu  enough— - 
Your  hairy  business  is  a  mu/. 
Your  engine  fraught  with  coobag  gales, 
At  once  so  like  your  masts  and  sail* ; 
Your  thing  of  vaiioos  shape  and  bue, 
Must  be  some  painted  toy,  I  kaew : 
And  for  the  rhy me  to  you  We  the  nun9 
What  fitą  lt  better  tha*  a/on  9 

IŁ    ONABEAU. 

I  'M  wealtby  and  poor, 

I  'm  empty  and  fuli, 
1  'm  humble  and  prond, 

I  'm  witty  and  doli. 

I'm  foul,  and  yet  fair; 

I  'm  old,  and  yet  youn&a 
I  lie  with  Moll  K— r, 

And  toast  Mre.  ■ 

ANSWS*,  BY  MB.  F—Ł. 

In  rigginghe  's  rich,  thoagh  in  pocket  he  }s  poor; 

He  cringes  to  courtiers,  and  cocks  to  the  ciU ; 
like  twenty  be  dresses,  but  looks  like  threesoore  ; 

He  's  a  wit  to  the  (bola,  and  a  fool  to  the  wits. 

Of  wisdom  be  >s  empty,  bat  fali  of  eaoeait; 

He  parats  and  pertom**,  whśle  te  rato  with  the 

tcab ;  [a*H; 

Tis  a  Beau  yoa  may  awear  by  hss  sense  and  bis 

Heboastsof  abeaaty,aaś  tiea^itbadrab. 

'  Origraally  commonicaŁed  by  Swift  to  Oldiawortb, 
who  published  them  in  The  Moses  Meteory,  1709. 
Some  other  amusemeats  of  the  sama  naturę,  writ- 
ten  abont  1724,  may  ba  team  m  some  ■ttbatgaent 
pages  of  this  Toluma* 
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When  mother  Clud  nad  rosę  finom  play, 
And  callłd  to  take  the  cards  away, 
Van  saw,  butseem'd  not  to  regard, 
How  Miss  pick'd  cvery  painted  card, 
And,  busy  both  with  hand  and  eye, 
Soon  reard  a  house  two  storica  high. 
Van's  genius,  without  thought  or  lecture, 
Is  hugely  turn'd  to  archUecture : 
He  view'd  the  edifice,  and  smilM, 
Vow'd  it  was  pretty  for  a  chiidj 
lt  was  so  perfect  in  its  kind, 
He  kept  the  model  in  his  mind. 

But,  when  he  fen  ind  the  boys  atplay* 
And  saw  them  dabbling  in  their  clay, 
He  stood  behind  a  stall  to  lurk, 
And  mark  the  progress  of  their  work  i 
With  true  delight  observ'd  them  all 
Raking  up  mud  to  build  a  walL 
The  plan  he  much  admir'd,  and  took 
The  model  in  his  table-book  j 
Thought  himself  now  exactly  skill'd, 
And  so  resoWd  a  house  to  build  ; 
A  Teal  housey  with  rooms,  and  stairt, 
Five  times  at  least  as  big  as  theirs ; 
Tal  I  er  than  Mit*'*  by  two  yards ; 
Not  a  sham  tjung  of  clay  or  eanU : 
And  so  he  did  ;  for,  ia  a  while, 
He  buiit  np  such  a  monstrous  piie, 
That  no  two  chairmen  coald  be  found 
Able  to  lift  it  from  the  ground. 
Still  at  Whitehatl  it  stanoa  in  viewf 
Just  in  the  place  where  nrst  it  grew  ; 
There  all  the  little  school-boys  run, 
£nvying  to  see  themselves  out-done. 

From  such  deep  rudiments  as  tbete, 
Van  is  become  by  due  degroes 
For  building  fam'd,  and  justly  reekoaYt,. 
At  court,  Vitnivius  tbe  setowi : 
No  wonder,  sińce  wise  auikors  show 
That  besł  foundałion*  mast  be  Iow  : 
And  now  the  du!,J  has  wisely  tafaa  nim) 
To  be  his  arehitect  at  tUenbeim. 

But,  railiery  for  once  apart, 
If  this  rulc  holds  in  erery  art; 
Or,  if  his  grace  were  no  morę  skillM  in 
Tbe  art  of  battermg  walls  than  bnildmg, 
We  might  expect  to  see  next  year 
A  mouse-trap-mwa  chief  engineer  I 


BAUCIS  jtND  PNIUSMON. 


ON  THB  EVER-LAME*TED  ŁOSS  O*  THE  TWO 
IM  THE  PAEtSE  O*  CaiLTHOaNS, 


sOMaasET.  iTOsw 


IMITATED  PEOM  TOB  BlOfiTH  BOOE  Of  OTIDw 

In  ancient  times,  as  story  tefts, 
The  saints  would  often  leave  their  cells, 
And  stroił  about,  but  hide  their  qua)fty, 
To  try  good  people's  hospitatity. 

1  Dr.SwiftniadesirioluiVaabraa^a>afle 
for  the  pointed  latskry  of  this  aadthe 
precediog  page,  ia  the  JPntfaee  to 
1727.    K 


iatbe 


BAUCIS  AND  FHILEMON. 


37S 


It  happenM  on  a  winter-nighj, 
As  authors  of  the  legend  write, 
Two  brother-hermits,  saints  by  trade, 
Taking  their /our  in  masquerade, 
DisguisM  \i  tatter'd  habits,  went 
To  a  sinall  village  down  in  Kent ; 
Wbere,  in  the  strollers'  canting  strain, 
They  beggM  from  door  to  door  in  vain, 
Tried  every  touc  mlght  pity  win  j 
Bat  not  a  sou!  would  !ct  them  in. 

Our  wandering  saiiits,  in  woful  state, 
Treated  at  this  ungodly  ratę, 
Having  through  all  the  village  past, 
To  a  smali  cottage  canie  at  last ! 
Where  dwelt  a  good  old  honest  ye'man, 
CallM  iri  the  neighbourhoud  Philemoa  ; 
Who  kindly  did  these  saints  i  n vi  te 
In  his  poor  hut  to  pass  the  night ; 
And  then  the  hospitablc  sire 
Bid  goudy  Baucis  mend  the  fire ; 
While  he  from  out  the  chimney  took 
A  flitch  of  bacon  off  the  hook, 
And  freely  from  the  fattest  side 
Cut  out  larg*  slices  to  be  fry'd ; 
Then  stepp'd  aside  to  fctch  them  drink, 
Fill"d  a  large  jug  up  to  the  briuk, 
And  saw  it  fairly  twice  go  round ; 
Yet  (what  is-wonderful !)  they  found 
Twas  still  replenish'd  to  the  top, 
As  if  they  ne'er  had  touch'd  a  drop. 
The  good  old  couple  were  amaz'd, 
And  often  on  each  other  gaz'd  j 
For  both  were  frighten'd  to  the  beart, 
And  just  began  to  ery,—"  What  ar»t  V* 
Then  soft l y  turn'd  aside  to  view 
Wliether  the  lights  were  burning  blue. 
The  gentle  pilgrinu,  soon  aware  oa% 
Told  them  theircalling,  and  their  errand : 
ft  Good  folks  yon  need  not  be  afraid, 
We  are  but  sain U,"  the  hermjts  said ; 
"  No  hurt  shall  come  to  you  or  yours : 
*  Bnt  for  that  pack  of  churlish  boors, 
Kot  fit  to  lira  on  Christian  ground, 
They  and  their  hoases  shall  be  drown'd  y 
Whilst  you  shall  see  your  cottage  rise, 
And  grow  a  church  before  your  eyes." 

They  scarce  had  spoke,  when  fair  and  soft 
The  roof  began  to  uiount  aloft ; 
Aloft  rosę  every  beam  and  rafter  ; 
The  heavy  wali  climb'd  slowly  after. 

The  chimney  widen'd,  and  grew  higber, 
Became  a  steeple  with  a  spire. 

The  kettle  to  the  top  was  hoist, 
And  there  stood  fasten'd  to  a  joist, 
Bat  with  the  upside  down,  to  show 
Its  inclinatZbn  for  below : 
In  vain  j  for  a  superior  force, 
Apply'd  at  bottoin,  stopa  its  courae  i 
Doom'd  ever  in  suspensę  to  dwell , 
Tis  now  ne  kettle,  but  a  beli. 

A  wooden  jack,  which  had  almost 
Xostbydisusethe  artto  roast, 
A  sndden  alteration  feels, 
JncreasM  by  new  intestine  wheels ; 
And,  whateocaltś  the  wonder  morę, 
The  number  madę  the  motipn  slower : 
The  ftier,  though  t  had  leaden  feet, 
TurnM  round  so  quick,  you  scaroe  eouU  see  t } 
But,  slacken'd  by  same  secret  power, 
^towhardlyinoyeaaainchjmhoiir.. 


The  jack  and  chimney,  near  aUy*d, 
Had  never  left  each  other's  side  : 
The  chimney  to  a  steeple  grown, 
The  jack  would  not  be  leftalone ; 
Bat,  up  against  the  steeple  rear'd, 
Became  a  clock,  and  still  adher'd ; 
And  still  its  love  to  household  cares, 
By  a  shrill  voice  at  noon,  declares, 
Warning  the  cook-maid  not  to  bnrn 
That  ruast  meat  which  it  cannot  tum. 

The  groaning-chair  began  to  crawl, 
Like  a  hugesnail,  along  the  wali; 
There  stuck  aloft  in  public  view, 
And,  with  smali  change,  a  pulpit  grew, 

The  porringers,  that  in  a  row 
Hung  high,  and  madę  a  glittering  show, 
To  a  less  noble  substance  changM, 
Were  now  but  leathern  buckets  rang'd\ 

The  ballads,  pasted  on  the  wali, 
Of  Joan  of  France,  and  English  Moll, 
Fair  Rosamond,  and  Robin  Hood, 
The  Little  Children  in  the  Wood, 
Now  seemM  to  look  abundance  better, 
Improv'd  in  picture,  size,  andletter  j 
And,  high  in  order  p1ac'd,  describe 
The  heraldry  of  every  tribe  '. 

A  beadstead  of  the  antique  modę. 
Compact  of  timber  many  a  load, 
Such  as  our  ancestors  dićl  use, 
Was  metamorphos'd  into  pews ; 
Which  still  their  ancient  naturę  keep 
By  lodging  folks  dispos'd  to  sleep. 

The  cottage  by  such  feats  as  these 
Grown  to  a  church  by  just  degrees, 
The  hermits  then  desir'd  their  hcet 
To  ask  for  what  he  fency'd  most. 
Philemon,  having  paus'd  a  while, 
Retura'd  them  thanks  in  homely  style : 
Then  said,  "  My  house  is  grown  so  fine, 
Methinks  I  still  would  cali  it  minę; 
Pm  old,  and  fain  would  live  at  ease  r 
Make  me  the  parson,  if  you  płease." 

He  spoke  and  presently  he  feels 
His  grazier's  coatfall  down  hisbeel*: 
He  sees,  yet  hardly  can  believe, 
About  each  arm  a  ptidding-sleeve  > 
His  waistcoat  to  a  cassoc  grew, 
And  both  assum'd  a  sable  hue  ; 
But,  being  old,  continued  just 
As  tbread-bare,  and  as  fuli  of  dust 
His  talk  was  now  of  tiihes  and  duet : 
He  smok'd  his  pipę,  and  read  the  news  ; 
Knew  bow  to  preach  old  sermons  neact, 
Vamp'd  in  the  preface  and.  the  text ; 
At  christenings  well  could  act  his  part, 
And  had  the  senrice  all  by  heart; 
Wish^d  women  nright  have  children  fast, 
And  thought  whose  sow  had  ferrowM  Ust  j 
Against  dtsseniers  would  repine, 
And  stood  up  firm  for  right  dwine; 
Found  his  head  nll'd  with  many  a  system  £ 
But  elassje  authors, — he  ne'er  miss'd  'em. 

Thus  having  furbish  d  up  a  parson, 
Damę  Baucis  oext  they  play 'd  their  tance  on* 
Instead  of  home-spun  coha,  were  seen 
Good  pinners  edg'd  with  colberUen  i 

1  The  tribesof  Urael  are  sometimes  distinguished 
in  country  c^urcheg  by  the  ensjgnj  giyen  to  them 
byJacob. 


9S0 


SWIPTS  POEMS. 


[as? 


Her  petticoat,  transformM  apace, 
Became  black  satttn  flouncM  with  lace. 
Plain  Goody  would  no  tonger  down  ; 
Twas  Madom,  in  her  grogram  gown. 
Philemon  waf  hi  great  surprise, 
And  hardly  could  believe  his  eyes, 
Amaz'd  to  see  her  look  so  prim; 
And  she  adnuVd  as  mach  at  himv 

Thos  happy  in  their  change  of  We 
Werę  sereral  years  this  man  and  wtfe \ 
When  on  a  day,  which  prorM  their  last, 
Discouraing  o'er  oM  Stones  past, 
They  went  by  cbance,  amidst  their  talk, 
To  the  church-yard  to  take  a  walk  ; 
When  Baucis  hastily  cry'd  out, 
••  My  dear,  I  see  your  forehead  sprout 1" 
"  Sprout  !"  quoth  the  man ;  "  wbat  »s  this  yoa  tell 
I  hope  you  dont  beliere  me  jealous  ! 
But  yet,  methinks,  I  fecl  it  true ; 
And  really  yonrs  is  boddrog  too— 
Nay, — now  I  cannot  stirmy  foot; 
It  feete  as  if  'twere  taking  root" 

Description  woald  but  tire  my  Masę ; 
In  sbort,  they  both  were  turn*d  to  yem. 

Old  Goodman  Dobsou  of  the  green 
Remembera,  be  the  trees  bas  scen ; 
He  '1!  talk  of  them  from  noon  UU  night, 
And  ^goes  with  folks  to  show  the  sight : 
On  Sundays,  after  erening-prayer, 
He  gathers  all  the  parish  tbere  ; 
Points  out  the  place  of  either  yew  ; 
Herę  Baucis,  tbere  Philemon,  grew  : 
Till  once  a  parson  of  our  town, 
To  mend  his  barn,  cut  Baucis  dowuj 
At  which  'tis  bard  to  be  believ'd 
How  much  the  other  tree  was  gricv'da 
Grew  scrubbed,  dy'd  a-top,  was  stunU-d ; 
96  the  nezt  parson  stubbM  and  burnt  it. 


ELEGY 


OW  TB»  SUPTOSBn  MAT*  Oł  *A*TtlDCI,  TSJC 
ALMASfACK-MAKEK.      1708. 

Will;  His  as  Bickerstaff has guessM, 
Though  we  all  took  it  for  a  jest: 
Partridge  is  dead ;  nay  morę,  he  dy*d 
Ere  he  could  prove  the  good  1quire  ly'd. 
Strange,  an  astrologer  should  die 
Without  one  wonder  in  the  sky  I 
Not  one  of  all  his  orony  stara 
To  pay  their  duty  at  his  hearse  1 
Ko  meteor,  no  eclipae  appear'd ! 
No  comet  with  a  flaming  beard  ! 
The  Sun  has  rosę,  and  gone  to  bed, 
Just  as  if  Partridge  were  not  dead ; 
Nor  hid  himself  behind  the  Moon, 
To  make  a  dreadful  night  at  noon. 
He  at  fit  periods  walks  through  Aries, 
Howe'er  our  earthly  motkm  varies ; 
And  twice  a  year  heli  cut  tb'  eauator, 
As  if  there  nad  been  no  soch  matter. 

Some  wits  hare  wonderM  wbat  analog/ 
There  is  'twist  eobling  *  and  asirology  ; 
How  PartrKjge  madę  his  optics  rise, 
Prom  a  thotsole  to  reach  the  skies. 


was  acoblen 


A  list  the  cobleHs  tempTes  ties, 
To  keep  the  bair  out  of  his  eyes ; 
From  whence  tis  plain,  the  diadem 
That  princes  wear,  derbres  from  them  r 
And  therefore  crowns  are  now-a-days 
Adorn'd  with  golden  stan  and  raft ; 
Which  plamly  shows  tlie  near  alliance 
'Twixt  eobling  and  the  planets  science. 

Besides,  that  slow.pac'd  sign  Bootes. 
As  'tis  miscaird,  we  koow  not  who  tis : 
Rut  Partridge  ended  all  disputes j 
HeJtoew  his  trade,  and  calPd  it *  boots. 

The  horned  moon,  which  heretofbre 
Upon  their  shoes  the  Romans  wore, 
Whose  wideness  kept  their  toes  from  corna* 
And  whence  we  claim  our  shoeing-kornst 
Shows  how  the  art  of  eobling  bears 
A  near  reaemblance  to  the  spheres. 

A  scrap  afparchment  hung  by  geometry 
(A  great  refinement  in  barometry) 
Can,  like  the  stara,  foretel  the  weather; 
And  wbat  is  parchment  else  but  Uatker  P 
Which  an  astrologer  might  twe 
Either  for  almanach  or  shoeu 

Thus  Partridge  by  his  wit  and  parts 
At  once  did  practise  both  these  arts  i 
And  as  the  boding  owi  (or  rather 
The  bat,  because  ber  wmgs  are  lealher) 
Steals  from  her  prirate  celi  by  night, 
And  flies  about  the  candle-light : 
So  learned  Partridge  could  as  well 
Greep  in  the  dark  from  leatkern  celi. 
And  in  his  fancy  fly  as  far 
To  peep  upon  a  twinkling  star. 

Besides,  he  could  confound  the  spheres, 
And  set  the  planets  by  the  cara ; 
To  show  his  skill,  he  Mars  could  join 
To  Venus  in  aspect  malign ; 
Then  cali  in  Mercury  for  aid, 
And  cure  the  wounds  that  Venus  madę, 

Great  scholara  have  in  Lucian  reać% 
When  Philip  king  of  Greece  was  dead, 
H  s  soul  and  spiril  did  dlride, 
And  each  part  took  a  difierent  side : 
One  rosę  a  star  j  the  other  fell 
Beneath,  and  mended  shoes  in  Heli. 

Thus  Partridge  still  shines  in  each  art* 
The  eobling  and  star-gazing  part ; 
And  is  instaird  as  good  a  star 
As  any  of  the  Csssars  are. 

Triumphant  star !  some  pity  show 
On  eoblers  militant  belowt 
Whom  roguish  boya,  in  stormy  nights, 
Torment  by  pissing  out  their  lights ; 
Or  through  a  chink  couYey  their  smokem 
Enclos'd  artificers  to  cboke. 

TIkki,  high  esahed  m  thy  sphere. 
May'st  fbltow  still  thy  calling  there. 
To  thee  the  BuU  will  lend  his  kidę, 
By  Phosbus  newly  tann'd  and  dry*d ; 
—For  thee  they  Argo's  haik  will  tax, 
And  scrape  her  płtchyaides  for  max : 
Then  Ariadnę  kindly  lends 
Her  braided  hair  to  make  the  ends : 
The  points  of  Sagittarias'  dart 
Turns  to  aaotr/  by  heavenly  art ; 
And  Vulcan,  wheedled  b}  his  wife, 
Will  fbrge  for  thee  a  parmg-knife. 

*  Seehis  alimnack, 


THE  fifORNRfo 


For  wiat  of  róton  byt  Vupt*  side, 
Sbe'11  strain  a  point,  and  set  astnde, 
To  take  tbee  kindly  in  beiween ; 
And  then  the  iig?i/  wili  be  tiurUen. 

TUR  KMTAPH. 

Hm,  firc  feet  deep,  lłes  on  his  back, 
A  cohler,  itarmonger,  and  0uac&  / 
Who  to  the  tttrrs  in  pure  good-will 
Does  to  his  best  look  upwatd  stillł 
Weep,  all  you  customers  tbat  nte 
His  pills,  his  almanachy  or  ihoes  i 
And  you  that  dkł  your  fortunę*  seek, 
Step  to  hiscgrave  but  ontfe  a  week : 
This  earth  which  bears  his  body*s  print, 
You'11  find  has  so  much  virtne  in  % 
That  I  durstpawn  my  ears  'twill  tell 
Whate'er  concerns  you  fuli  as  well# 
In  physic,  ttolen-goods,  or  looe> 
As  he  himself  could,  when  abore. 


MERLWS  PROPHECT,  \109* 

Setek  and  ten  addyd  to  nine, 
Of  Fraunce  ber  woe  this  is  the  sygne j 
Tamys  merę  twys  y-frozen* 
Walkę  sans  wetyng  shoes  ne  hozea. 
Then  comyth  foorthe,  icb  onderetonde, 
From  tomie  of  stofle  to  rattyn  londe, 
An  hardie  chiftan  *,  woe  the  morne, 
To  Fraunce  that  erere  he  was  bora. 
Then  sball  the  fyshe  a  beweyle  his  bossę ; 
Not  shall  grin  berrys  3  make  up  the  tosse, 
Yonge  Symnele  •  shall  again  mtscarrye  j 
And  Norways  pryd  *  again  shall  tnarrey  i 
And  from  the  tree  where  blosums  fede, 
Rife  fruit  shall  come,  and  all  is  wele. 
Reaums  shall  daunce  bonde  in  hondę  *, 
And  it  shall  be  merye  in  old  Inglonde; 
Then  old  Inglonde  shall  be  no  morę, 
And  no  man  shall  be  sorie  therefbre. 
Geryon 1  shall  have  three  hedes  atjayne, 
Till  flapsburge  *  makyth  them  but  twayne. 


a  DBscaiprioir  or 
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The  small-ooal-man  was  heard  wtth  cadenće  deep, 
Till  drown'd  in  shriller  notes  of  chimney-sweep. 
Duns  at  his  lordsbipłs  gate  began-tomeet; 
And  brick-dust  Moll  had  scream'd  through  half  the" 
The  turnkey  now  his  flock  returning  sees,    [streetr 
Duły  let  out  a-nights  to  steal  for  fees :         t 
The  watchfuj  bailins  take  their  silent  statids, 
And  school-boys  lag  with  satchels  in  their  hands* 


/ 
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THE  MORSISG.     1709. 

.Now  hardly  here  and  there  an  hackney  coach 
Appearing,  showM  the  rnddy  Morn's  approach. 
Now  Betty  from  ber  mastert  bed  had  flown, 
And  softły  stole  to-discompose  ber  own ; 
The  slipshod  *prentice  from  his  mastert  door 
Had  par'd  the  dirt,  and  sprinkled  round  the  floor. 
Now  Moll  had  wbirPd  ber  mop  with  dextrous  airs, 
PrepatM  (o  semb  the  entry  and  the  stairs. 
Tbe  youth  with  broomy  stumps  began  to  tracę 
The  kennePs  edge,  were  wheels  had  worn  the  place. 

<  D.  of  Mariborough.    *  The  daophm. 

•  D.  of  Barry.  4  Theyoung  preteoder. 
'O.  Annę. 

•  By  the  Union. 

7  A  king  of  Spain  slain  by  Hercules. 

•  The  ansfcduke  Cbarfet  was  of   the  Hapsburg 
£unily. 


A  CITYSHOWER, 

W  IlflTATION  OF  TISGll/s  OEOftGICS.    1710Ł 

Caeefue  obserrers  may  fortel  the  honr 
(By  surę  prognostics)  when  to  dread  a  shower, 
Whlle  rain  depends,  the  pensWe  catgive8o»er 
Her  frolics,  and  pursues  her  taił  no  morę, 
Returning  borne  at  night,  you  11  find  the  sink 
Strike  your  offended  sense  with  double  itink. 
If  you  be  wisev  then  go  not  far  to  dine; 
You  '11  spend  in  coach-hire  morę  than  save  In  winę* 
A  coming  shower  your  shooting  corns  presage, 
Old  aches  will  throb,  your  hollow  tooth  will  ragę. 
Sanntering  in  cofiee-house  is  Dubnan  seen ; ' 
He  damns  the  climate,  and  oomplaios  of  spleen. 

Meanwhile  the  south,  rising  with  dabpled  wmgs, 
A  sable  cloud  afawart  the  welkin  flings, 
That  swilPd  morę  liouor  than  it  conkTcoutain, 
And,  )ike  a  drunkard,  gńres  it  up  again* 
Brisk  Susan  whips  her  linen  from  the  ropę, 
While  the  fint  drualing  shower  is  borne  aslope  .• 
Such  is  that  sprinkling  whieb  some  careless  queaa 
Flirts  on  you  from  ber  mop,  but  not  so  elean : 
You  fly,  mroke  the  gods ;  then,  turning,  stop 
To  raił ;  she,  singing  still  whirls  on  her  mop. 
Not  yet  the  dust  had  shunnMth'  uneoual  strife. 
But  aided  by  the  wind,  fbught  still  for  life; 
And,  wafted  with  its  foe  by  vk)1ent  gust, 
'Twas  doubtful  which  was  rain,  and  which  was  dust, 
Ah!  where  must  needy  poet  seek  for  aid, 
When  dust  and  rain  at  once  his  coat  inradc  ? 
Solecoat!  where  dust  cemented  by  the  ram 
Erects  the  nap,  and  leares  a  cloudy  stain  I 

Now  in  contiguous  drops  the  flood  comes  down, 
Threatening  with  deluge  this  devoted  town. 
To  shops  in  crowds  the  daggled  females  fly, 
Pretend  to  cheapen  goods,  but  nothing  buy! 
Tbe  templar  spruce,  while  every  spout  »s  abroach» 
Stays  till  'tis  fair,  yetseems  to  cali  a  coach. 
The  tuckd-up  semstress  walka  with  hasty  strides 
While  streams  run  down  her  «rd  umbreDa's  odea> 
Here  Tarious  kinds,  by  various  fortunes  led, 
Commence  aoquaintance  underneath  a  shed. 
Triumpbant  Tories  and  desponding  Wbigs 
Forget  their  feuds,  and  join  to  saye  their  wiga, 
Box'd  in  a  chair,  the  beau  impatient  sits, 
While  spouts  run  clattering  o'er  the  roof  by  flts 
And  erer  and  anon  with  frightful  dm  ' 

The  leather  sounds ;  he  trembles  from  within. 
So  when  Troy  chairmen  borę  the  wooden  steeiL 
Pregnant  with  Greeks  impatient  to  be  freed, 
(Those  bnlly  Greeks,  who,  as  the  moderns  do, 
Instead  of  paying  chairmen,  ran  them  through) 
Laocooo  struck  the  outside  with  his  spear, 
Aud  aaeh  hnprisonM  bero  quak'd  for  fear. 
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Nww  ftom  all  pert*  the  swellmg  Icetmels  flbtr, 
And  bear  their  trophies  with  them  as  they  go : 
Fflths  of  all  hues  and  odoura  seem  to  tell 
What  street  they  iaird  from  by  their  sight  and  smell. 
Thcy,  as  each  torrent  drives,  with  rapidfbrce, 
From  SnjithfieW  or  St  'Pulchre'8  shape  their  course, 
And  in  buge  confluence  joinłd  at  Snowhill  ridge, 
Fali  from  the  conduit  prone  to  Holborn  bridge. 
Sweepings  from  butchers  stalls,  dung,  guts,  and 

blood,  x     [mud, 

Drown'd  puppies,  stinking  sprats,  all  drench'd  in 
Dead  cats,  and  turnip-tops,  come  tumbling  down 

thedood. 


OK 

THE  LtTTLE  HOUSE 

1Y  THE  CHUUCH-YAfcD  OF  CA8TLEKOCK,      1710. 

Whobter  pleaseth  to  inąuire 
Why  yonder  steeple  wants  a  spira, 
The  grey  old  feliow  poet l  Joe 
Tbe  philosophic  cause  will  show. 
Onee  on  a  time  a  western  blast 
At  least  twehre  inches  oracast, 
Reckoning  roof,  weathercock,  and  all, 
Which  canie  with  a  prodigious  tali ; 
And  turning  topsy-turvy  round, 
Ught  with  its  bottom  on  the  grouod ; 
For,  by  the  lawsof  graritatkn, 
It  fell  into  its  proper  etation. 

This  is  the  little  strutting  pile, 
You  see  just  by  the  cburch-yard  gtile ; 
Tbe  waJU  in  tumbling  gave  a  knock; 
And  thua  the  steeple  got  a  ahock ; 
From  wheńce  the  neighbourrag  farmer  calla 
The  steeple,  Knock ;  the  vicar,  Walls  9. 

Tbe  vicar  once  a  week  creept  in, 
Sits  with  his  knees  up  to  his  chin ; 
Herę  conus  his  notes,  and  takes  a  whet, 
Till  the  smali  ragged  flock  is  met. 

A  traveller,  whp  by  did  pass, 
Obeerv'd  the  roof  behind  the  grass ; 
On  tiptoe  stood,  and  rearM  his  snout, 
And saw  the  parson  creeping  out; 
Was  much  surprisM  to  see  a  crow 
Venture  to  build  his  nest  so  Iow. 

A  school-boy  ran  unto  \  and  thougfct, 
Tha  crib  was  down,  the  blackbtrd  caught 
A  third,  who  lost  his  way  by  night, 
Was  fortfd  for  safety  to  ahght; 
And,  stepping  o'er  the  fabric-roof, 
lUa  horse  had  liloe  totnoil  his  hoof. 

Warburton  3  took  it  in  ms  noddłe, 
This  building  was  design'd  a  model 
Or  of  a  pigeon-house  or  oven, 
To  bakę  one  loaf,  and  keep  one  do*e  In.    ? 

Then  Mrs.  Johnson  *  gave  her  rerdkt,  ' 
And  erery  one  was  pleas'd  that  heafd  it : 
All  that  you  make  this  stir  about, 
Is  but  a  still  which  wants  a  snout. 
The  reverend  Dr.  Raymond  *  gu«ss'd 
Ąfore  probabry  than  all  the  reat  ; 

1  Mr.  Beaumont  of  Trim. 

*  Archdeaeoa  Wall,  a  corratpondeot  of  Swifta 

*  Dr.  SwhVs  curate  at  Laiacoc        *SteUa» 
i  Majster  of  Trim* 


He  said,  but  that  H  wanted  róattł, 
It  might  have  been  a  pigmy's  tomfe 

The  doctor'8  family  came  by, 
And  little  miss  began  to  ery ; 
Give  me  that  house  in,  my  owo  band; 
Then  madam  bade  the  chariot  stand, 
CalPd  to  the  clerk,  in  manoer  mild, 
"  Pray,  reach  that  thing  berę  to  the  cfaild  f 
Tbat  thing,  1  mean,  amoog  the  kale : 
And  here  's  to  buy  a  pot  of  ale.'* 

Tbe  clerk  said  to  her,  in  a  heat, 
"  What!  sell  my  master**  country  seat, 
Where  he  comes  every  week  from  tpwu  l 
He  would  not  sell  it  fora  crown." 
Poh  !  feliow,  keep  not  such  a  pother ; 
In  half  an  bour  thou  'It  make  another. 

Says  Nancy, «  *'  I  can  make  for  misa 
A  finer  house  ten  times  than  this ; 
The  Dean  will  give  me  wilłow-gticks, 
And  Joe  my  apron-fall  of  brteks." 


THE  ▼IRTDES  OF 

SID  HAMET  THE  MAGICIAW* 
BOD, 

1710 

Tbe  rod  was  but  a  barmless  wand, 
While  Moses  held  it  in  bis  band ; 
But,  soon  as  e'er  he  Imd  ii  down, 
Twas  a  devouring  serpent  grown. 

Out  great  magidan,  Hamet  Sid, 
Reverses  what  theprophet  did  : 
His  rod  was  honest  English  wood, 
That  senseless  in  a  corner  stood, 
Till,  metamorpbosM  by  his  jfrasp, 
It  grew  an  all-devouring  asp ; 
Would  hiss,  and  sting,  and  roli,  and  twista 
By  the  merę  virtue  of  bis  fist ; 
But,  when  he  laid  it  down,  as  quick 
Resum*d  the  figurę  of  a  stick. 

So  to  her  midnight-feasts  the  hag 
Rides  on  a  broomstiok  for  a  nas;, 
Tbat,  raisJd  by  magie  of  her  breech, 
Cer  sea  and  land  conreyB  the  witeh  ; 
But  with  the  morning-dawn  resumes 
The  peaceful  stateof  common  brooms. 

They  tell  us  something  strange  and  odd 
About  a  certain  magie  rod  l, 
That,  bendingdown  its  top,  dWinea 
Whene'er  tbe  soiljias  golden  minca ; 
Where  there  are  nonę,  it  atands  erect, 
Scorning  to  show  the  least  respect. 
As  ready  was  ihe  toand  o/Sid 
To  bend  where  golden  minet  were  hal } 
In  Scottish  hills  touod  precious  ore  « , 
Where  nonę  e'er  lookM  tor  it  before^ 
And  by  a  gentle  bow  dirmM, 
How  well  a  culfy*  porse  was  lm'd  ; 
To  a  forlorn  and  broken  rttke 
Stood  witnout  motion,  like  a  stake. 


•tteactad  by  siN 


^Thewaiting 

*  Tnę  wirgula  dhita,  oud  to  be 
serals. 

*  łkroposed  to  allude  to  the  Union. 


ATŁAS. 


SU 


tfhe  rod  ot  Hermes  wat  renown'd 
Yor  charms  aboreand  under  gromad ; 
To  slecp  could  mortal  eye-lids  fix, 
And  drivedeparted  souls  to  Styx. 
That  rod  was  just  a  type  of  Sid's, 
Which  o'er  a  British  senate's  lids 
Could  scatter  opium  fuli  as  well. 
And  drive  as  many  houls  to  Heli, 

Sid's  rod  was  slender,  whitc,  and  tali, 
Which  otV  be  us'd  to  fish  wilhal ; 
A  plotce  was  fastcn'd  to  the  hook, 
And  many  score  of  gudgeons  took : 
Yet  8tiU  so  happy  was  his  fate, 
He  caught  hisfsń,  aod  sav'd  his  batL 

Sid's  brethren  of  the  conjuring  tribe 
A  circle  with  their  rod  describe, 
Which  prores  a  musical  redoubt 
To  kecp  mischievo>is  spirits  out 
Sid's  rod  was  of  a  Iarger  stride, 
And  madę  a  circle  thrice  as  wide, 
Where  spirits  throng'd  with  hideous  din, 
And  he  stood  there  to  take  them  in : 
But  when  th'  enehanted  rod  was  broJce, 
They  vanish'd  in  a  stinking  sraoke. 

^  Achilles*  sceptre  was  of  wood, 
Like*  Sid's,  but  nothing  near  so  good  ; 
That  down  from  ancestors  divine 
Transmrtted  to  tbe  hero's  linę, 
Thence,  through  a  long  descent  of  kings, 
Came  an  hrir-łoom,  as  Homer  sings. 
Though  this  description  looks  so  big, 
That  sceptre  was  a  sapless  twig, 
Which,  finom  the  fatal  day,  when  first 
It  left  the  fbrest  where  twas  nurs'd, 
As  Homer  tells  ns  o'er  and  o'er, 
Kor  leaf,  nor  frort,  nor  blossom,  boro. 
Sid's  sceptre,  fuli  of  jnice.  did  shoot 
In  golden  boughs,  and  golden  fruit  y 
And  he,  the  dragon  nerer  sleeping, 
Guarded  each  fair  Hesperian  pippm. 
No  hobby -hor $ey  with  gorgeous  top, 
The  dearest  in  Charles  Mathert  a  shop, 
Or  glitteriog  tinsel  of  May-fair, 
Could  with  this  rod  of  Sid  compare. 

.  Dear  Sid,  then,  why  wert  thou  so  mad 
To  break  thy  rod  like  naughty  ład  ! 
You  shouid  have  kiss'd  it  in  your  distress, 
And  then  retarn'd  it  to  your  mi  sir  es s ; 
Or  madę  it  a  Newmarket  «  switch, 
And  not  a  rod  for  thy  own  breech. 
But  sińce  old  Sid  bas  broken  this, 
Uh  next  may  be  a  rod  in  pin. 


ATLAS; 
OR,  THE  MINISTER  OP  STATE- 

TO  TUI 

lORD  TREASURER  OXFORD.    1710. 

Atłas,  we  read  m  aacieat  soag, 
Was  so  esceeding  tali  and  strong, 

3  Ad  emroent  toyman  in  Fleet-street. 

4  Lord  Godolphin  is  sattmed  by  Mr.  f  «pe  for  a 
strong  attachmeat  lo  the  torf.       Sec  ba  Mara! 


He  borę  the  skias  upon  his  back, 
Just  as  a  pedlar  does  hispaok : 
But,  as  a  pedlar  overprees'd 
Unloads  upoa  a  stall  to  rest ; 
Or,  when  he  oan  no  loager  stand, 
Desires  a  friend  to  lend  a  hand; 
So  Atlas,  lest  the  pońderous  sphera 
Shouid  sink,  and  foli  about  ais  ears, 
Got  Hercules  to  bear  the  pile, 
That  be  might  sit  and  rest  a  while* 

Yet  Hercules  was  not  so  strong. 
Nor  could  have  borne  it  half  so  long. 

Great  statesmen  are  in  tbis  cood&o 
And  Atlas  is  a  politician, 
A  premier  minister  of  stele ; 
Alcides  one  of  second  ratę. 
Suppose  then  Atlas  nełer  so  wise ;     N 
Yet,  when  the  weight  of  kingdomshe* 
Too  long  upon  bis  single  shouUera, 
Sink  down  he  most,  er  And  x*phald*ru 


A  T09TN  ECLOGUE.    1710. 
Scenę,  tui  hoyal  ezchakge. 

COJtTDOK. 

Now  the  keen  rigour  of  tbe  winter  's  o*er, 
No  hail  descends,  aod  frosts  can  pinch  no  morę  $ 
Whilst  other  girls  confess  the  genial  spring, 
And  laugh  aloud,  or  amorous  ditties  ńng, 
Secure  from  cold  their  lorely  necks  display. 
And  throw  each  useless  chafing-dish  away  ; 
Why  sits  my  Phfliis  disoontented  here, 
Nor  feels  the  tura  of  the  revolving  year  ? 
Why  on  that  brow  dwell  sorrow  and  dismay 
Where  loveswere  wont  to  sport,  and  smiies  tb  play  ? 

Phiłłis.    Ab,    Corydon'    sunrey  the  'Change 
around, 
Through  all  the  'Change  no  wretch  like  me  is  ibund : 
Alas  !  the  day  when  I,  poor  heediess  maid, 
Was  to  your  rooms  m  tincohTs-Inn  betrayM ; 
Then  how  you  swore,  how  many  vows  you  madę  ! 
Ye  listening  Zephyrs,  that  o'erheard  hu  love, 
Waft  the  soft  accents  to  the  gods  abore. 
Alas  !  the  day ;  for  (oh,  eternal  shame  l) 
J  sold  you  bandkerchiefś,  and  tost  my  fanie. 

Coa.  When  I  forget  the  fiwour  you  bestow'd, 
Red  herrings  shall  be  śpawnM  in  Tyburn  Road, 
Fleet-street  trausformM  become  a  flowery  green, 
And  mass  be  sung  where  operas  are  seen  ; 
The  weaitby  cit,  and  the  St  James^s  beau, 
Shall  change  their  ąuartere,  and  their  jays  forego: 
Stock-jobbing  this  to  Jonathan^  shall  come, 
At  the  Groom  Porter's  that  pUy  off  bis  plam. 

Phił.  But  whaT  to  me  does  all  that  kwe  aTail. 
If,  whi|e  1  dozę  at  hoaae  o'er  portet^g  ak, 
Each  night  with  wiaetuai  wenehes  you  regale  r 
My  Uve.langhonsaisi  ssnuoas  eares  are  past, 
Andn^nghaasjwlayemybeaaftywaste.    * 
On  tempWs  spraee  m  *mm  I  ghmees  tbrow, 
And  with  abriU  TOtewtoWto  łbem  » they  go. 
Expos'd  in  vam  ary  głowy  ribbands  shłne, 
And  unregarded  ware  upon  thetwine. 
TTie  week  flies  reund  ;  and,  when  my  profifs  koown. 
I  hardly  elear  enongh  to  change  a  crown. 

Coa.  Hatd  fate  of  tirtue,  thus  to  bedifibest. 
Thou  fiurest  of  thy  trade,  and  far  the  best ! 


ftft* 


Ś^TBETS  FOEM& 


As  fruitmen's  stall*  the  rommer-market  grace, 
And  ruddy  peaches  tbem  ',  as  fint  in  place 
Plum-cake  is  seen  o'er  smaller  pastry  ware, 
And  ice  on  that;  so  Phillis  does  appear 
In  play-house  and  m  park,  above  the  rest 
Of  belles  mechanic,  elegantly  drest 

Phił.  And  yet  Crepundia,  that  oonoeited  fair, 
Antidst  her  toys,  affects  a  saacy  air, 
And  views  me  hourly  with  a  scornful  eye. 

Cor.  She  mightas  well  with  bright  Cleoravie. 

Pu  ił.  With  this  large  pettiooat  I  strire  in  vain- 
To  hide  my  fblly  past,  and  coming  pain : 
Tis  now  no  secret ;  she,  and  fifty  morę, 
Observe  the  symptoras  I  nad  onee  before : 
A  seoond  babę  at  Wapping  mnst  be  plac'd, 
When  1  scarce  bear  the  charges  of  the  last  [plums, 

Cor.    What  I  could  raise  I  sentj  a  pound  of 
Five  shillings,  and  a  coral  for  his  giuns ; 
To  morrow  I  intend  him  semething  morę. 

Phił.  I  senta  (rock  and  pair  of  shoes  before* 

Cor.  Howerer,  you  shall  home  with  me  to-night, 
Forget  your  cares,  and  rerel  in  delight 
I  have  in  storę  a  pmt  or  two  of  winę, 
Some  cracknels,  and  the  remnant  of  a  chine. 

And  now  on  etther  side,  and  all  around, 
The  weighty  shop-boards  fali  and  bars  resound  J 
Each  ready  semstress  slips  herpattins  on, 
And  ties  her  hood,  preparing  to  be  gone. 


BPITAPtf. 

IJfgCftIBED  OH  A  MARBLE&BLE*,  I*  SEREEŁSY  CUURCB* 

m.  s.  b. 

Carorai  Comct  dc  Bcifceley,  Ytcetomei  Dntaler, 
Baro  Bertela?,  de  Beifctier  Cant.  Movbrny,S«frave 
KI  Sroce, «  NoblUatimo  ordiM  Balnei  Enet, 
flr  ad  fenu  qood  ipectat  *  rroe?oa  uaąoequaque  tfobttie, 
Et  tooao,  ii  qoł»  allos  rroceram  etemmate  edilutf 
Hunłte  etiam  tam  Ulottrl  ttirpl  difnU  Inaliniid*. 
Słojoiden  aGttlictoo  IU«ad  ordioei  todend  Belgii 
AbJegetut  *  Pkołpetcntiariiu  Extnordi«arłin 
Aebut,  non  Britannlc  unita,  ted  tolf m  fen  Earaaw 
(Tuc  temporti  prctertim  ardeii)per  anoos  V.  IncabuU. 
Qaam.felłcldUitentil,  ftdeqacai  intemcntl, 
Ex  iOo  ditcaa,  Łcctor,  quod,  npentite  ratie, 
In  Magnatom  ordlnem  adscłscl  meruerit. 
Mt  a  faoctlorlbot  cootUlia  A  Ecf  1  CutkU  *  Annę  Realne, 
B  Froregiboj  Hibernlc  aecondnt, 
CosUtataamCirltatonqaepioceai.  A  BrlA.Doinim»  Locamleneai, 
SorrUe  A  Gtecett.  Custot  Rot  Urbli  Glocetr.  magniu 
teneacallat,  Arc*  aanctl  de  BrteveU  CaMelluui, 
Coardianoi  rorata?  de  Dean. 
JBealone  ad  TareaniB  primom,  defade  ad  Roman.  Imperalortn 
Cnm  Łegatiu  Batraordlaarlua  deaignatoa  etart, 
Ojno  minut  haa  etiam  oraaret  proftaclaf 
Obethit  edvena  corporiatalebido. 
•ed  reafat  adhoc,  pre  <joo  sorteacoatcanen, 
■onoarertM,  aUblliatct  vel  mortł  cedere  acaciua, 
anod  reritatem  RraageUcam  terto  ampkna  j    . 
,  plna,  cna  paaperrt  manltcmy 
mnet  coaiw  A  beneroma, 
U  Chriato  Jam  placldt  obdormlt 
emm  eodem  ellm  regnatunu  ani. 
STatnatlU*  ApriL  MOCXUX  denata* 
SftlY*  Scptem.  mdccx.  etat.  na  LXU. 


THE  FABLE  OF  MWA& 

1711. 

Midas,  we  are  in  story  told, 
TurnM  erery  thing  he  toućh*3  to  gold: 
He  chip'd  his  beard ;  the  pteces  round 
Glitte^d  like  spangles  on  the  groond : 
A  codling,  ere  it  went  his  lip  in, 
Would  dtraigfat  beoome  a  golden  pippin  i 
He  cal)'d  for  drink  5  you  saw  him  sup 
Potable  gold  in  golden  cvp  : 
His  empty  paunch  that  he  might  fili, 
He  suck'd  his  rictuals  £hrdu£h  a  ąmlli 
UutonchM  it  passM  between  his  grinders/ 
Or  't  had  been  happy  for  gold-Jindert : 
He  cock'd  his  hat,  you  would  have  saiof 
Mambrino^  hełm  adornM  his  head : 
Whene'er  he  ehancM  his  hands  to  layź 
On  magmtines  of  córa  or  hay, 
Gold  ready  ebtnM  appear»d,  instead 
Of  paltry  prouendir  and  bread  ; 
Hęnee  by  wise  farnriers  we  ftre  told, 
Óld  hay  is  eqttai  to  old  gold ; 
And  hence  a  crilic  deep  mamtains, 
We  leartfd  to  welgh  onr  gold  by  gramti 

Thnfool  has  got  a  lucky  kii; 
And  people  fimcyM  he  had  wit. 
Two  gods  their  skill  in  muńc  try*d/ 
And  both  chose  Midas  to  deckłe : 
He  against  Phoebus'  harp  decreed, 
And  gave  it  for  Pan's  oaten  reed : 
The  god  of  wit,  to  show  his  grudge, 
Clapt  a*seć  ears  upon  the  judge ; 
A  goodly  pair  erect  and  wide, 
Wbich  he  could  neither  gild  nor  hide. 
And  now  the  virtue  of  his  hands 
Was  lost  among  Pactolus9  sands, 
Against  whose  torrent  wbile  he  swims, 
The  golden  scurf  peels  off  his  limbs : 
Famę  spreads  the  news,  and  people  traw 
Fromfar  to  gather  golden  crarel ; 
Midas,  expos'd  to  all  their  jeerS, 
Had  lost  his  ort,  and  kept  his  ears. 


THIS  tale  incHnes  the  gestie 
To  thmkupon  a  certam  leader  ; 
To  whom,  from  Midas  down,  desóends* 
That  virtue  in  the  fingers'  ends. 
What  else  by  peroinsttegm  meant, 
Jłypeneitnu,  bribes,  and  tkree  per  cent,' 
By  placet  and  commimons  soW, 
And  tnrning  dung  itself  to  gold  t 
By  starring  in  the  midst  of  storę, 
As  tfother  Midas  did  before  ? 

Nonę  e,er  did  modern  Midas  chusty 
Subject  or  patron  of  his  Muse, 
But  fotmd  him  thus  their  merit  scan, 
That  Pheebns  must  give  place  to  Pan  i 
He  values  not  the  poet's  praise, 
Nor  will  eschange  his  plwm  for  b*y*J 
To  Pan  akme  rich  mtsers  cali ; 
And  there  '*  the  jest,  for  Pkn  is  ałł. 
Herę  English  wits  will  be  to  seek, 
Howe*er,  >tis  all  one  m  Łke  Greek. 

Besidei,  tt  pUmly  now  appears 
Onr  Midas  too  hath  auet*  ears ; 
Where  erery  fooi  his  mouth  arlplies/ 
And  whispers  m  a  tbonsand  lies : 
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%&ch  gross  delusións  could  not  pass 
Through  any  ears  but  of  an  ast. 

But  gold  defiles  with  frequent  touch ; 
There  '5  nothing  fouls  the  band  io  mach  : 
And  scholara  give  it  for  the  cause 
Of  British  Midas'  dirty  paws  j 
Which  while  the  senate  strove  to  scour, 
They  wash'd  away  the  chemie  power. 

While  he  his  atmost  strength  apply'd, 
Te  swim  agaioflt  thit  popular  tide, 
The  golden  ipoils  flew  off  apace ; 
Herę  leli  a  pention,  there  a  place  ; 
The  iorrent  merciless  imbibes 
Cammtstiont,  perauisHet,  and  bribes, 
By  their  own  weigłjt  sunk  to  the  bottom  ; 
Much  good  may  do  Łhem  that  kavc  caught  łem  t 
And  Midas  aow  neglected  stands ; 

Ith  asses*  ears,  and  dirty  hands. 


XV  EXC1LUV? 

NEW  SONG.    1711, 

B£I50  THB  IHTKND*D  BPCSCH  OF 

A  FAMOUS  ORATOR  AGAINST  PRACE' . 

Air  orator  ditmal  of  Noltinghanuhire, 
Who  has  forty  years  let  out  hit  conscience  to  hire, 
Oot  of  zeal  for  his  coantry,  and  toant  of  a  place, 
Is  come  up,  vi  4f  armie,  to  break  the  queen%s  peace. 
He  has  vamp'd  an  old  speech ;  and  the  court,  to 

their  sorrow, 
Shall  hear  him  harangne  against  Prior  tomorrow. 
When  once  he  begins,  he  never  will  fJinch, 
"Bot  repeatstbe  same  notę  a  wboleday,  like  a  Finch. 
I  hare  heard  all  the  speech  repeated  by  Hoppy, 
Andy  **  mistakes  to  prevent,  I  've  obtained  a  copy." 

THE  SPEECH. 

WHEREAS,  nolwithstanding,  I  am  in  great  pata, 
To  hear  we  are  making  a  peace  witbont  Spain; 
But,  most  noble  senator*,  *t»  a  great  shame, 
There  shonłd  be  a  peace,  while  I  *m  Not-in-game. 
Thednke  showtt  me  all  hisfine  house;  andtoe 
dutchess  [clutches. 

Trom  ber  closet  broaght  out  a  fuli  purse  in  her 
1  talkMof  a  peace,  and  they  both  gave  a  start ; 
Hit  grace  swore  by  G— d,  and  her  grace  let  a  f— t: 
My  leng  old-faskioiłdpocket  was  presently  crammM  ; 
And  sooner  than  tote  for  a  peace  1  'II  be  damn'<L  , 

Bot  some  wiil  ery  Turn-cołl,  and  rip  up  old  sto- 
How  I  ahrays  pretended  to  be  for  the  Tories.  [ries, 
I  aw/swer ;  the  Tories  were  in  my  good  graces, 
Till  all  my  relaiioru  were  put  kito  placet : 
fint  still  l^in  pnnciple  erer  the  ćSme,       {&****. 
And  will  quit  my  best  friends  while  I  'm  Not-in- 

When  1  and  some  others  subscribed  our  names 
To  a  plot  lor  ezpelling  my  master  king  James ; 
I  withdrew  my  subscriptión  by  help  of  a  biot, 
JUdtomfehtdiscorerorgamby thapłot:  * 

1  The  lord  treasnrer  łuwing  hinted  a  wish  one 
trening  that  a  ballad  nńghtbe  madę  on  the  earl  of 
Nottingham,  this  song  was  written  and  printed  the 
seat  morning. 
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I  had  my  advantage,  and  stnod  at  denance, 
Por  Daniel  was  got  from  the  den  of  the  lions : 
X  came  in  without  danger,  and  was  1  to  blame  ? 
For,  rather  than  hang,  I  woułd  be  Not-in-game. 

I  swore  to  the  queen,  that  the  prmce  of  Hanorer 
During  her  sacred  life  would  never  come  orer : 
I  madę  use  of  a  trope ;  that  "an  heir  to  inyite, 
Was  like  keeping  her  monument  always  in  night**^ 
But,  when  I  thought  proper,  I  alterM  my  notę; 
And  in  her  own  heariog  I  boldly  did  vote, 
That  her  majesty  stood  in  great  need  of  a  tutor, 
And  must  have.an  old  of  a  young  coadjutor : 
For  why j  I  would  fain  have  put  ałi  in  a  flame, 
Becanse,  for  somereasons,  I  was  Not-in-game. 

Nowmy  new  benęfactors  have  bronght  me  about. 
And  I  Ml  vote  against  peace,  with  Spain,  or  rcithouim 
1"  hough  the  court  gires  my  nepkews,  and  brothers, 

and  eonsins, 
And  all  my  whole  fąjnily,  plaees  by  dozens ; 
Yet,  sińce  I  know  where  afull-purse  may  be  fbund 
And  hardly  pay  eighteen-pence  tax  in  the  pound  ; 
Since  the  Tories  have  thns  disappointed  my  hopes, 
And  will  neither  regardmy./FgterM  nor  trope* ; 
I  Ml  ifeech  against  peace  while  Dismal  łs  my  name, 
And  fce  a  true  Whig,  while  I  am  Not-in-game. 


THE  WINDSOR  PROPHESYK   1711. 

When  a  boly  black  Swede,  the  ton  o/Bob  a, 
With  Sitaint 3  at  his  chin,  and  a  stal 3  at  his  fob, 
Shall  not  see  one  New-year's-day  4  in  that  yeor, 
Then  let  old  England  make  good  chear : 
Windsor  5  and  Brittow  *  then  sball  be 
Join'd  together  in  the  Low-countree  5. 
Then  shall  the  tali  black  Daventry  Bird  * 
Speak  against  peace  right  many  a  word ; 
And  some  sball  admire  his  cooying  wit, 
For  many  good  gróats  his  tongue  shall  alit* 
Bat,  spight  of  the  Harpia  that  crawl*  on  all  f our t 
There  shall  be  peace,  pardie,  and  war  no  morę. 
Bot  Englond  most  ery  alaek  and  well-a-day, 
If  the  itick  be  taken  from  the  dead  sea. 
And,  dear  Englond,  if  aught  I  imderstond, 
Beware  of  CarroU  7  from  Norłhumberlond, 

1  It  is  said  that  queen  Annę  had  nominated  Or. 
Swift  to  an  English  bwhopric ;  which  was  opposed 
by  Dr.  Sharp,  archbishop  of  York,  and  thedntchess 
of  Somerset,  who  had  prenuled  on  his  grace  to  go  with 
her  to  the  queen  to  lay  aside  thenominatłon,  which 
her  majesty  refused ;  but,  the  dntehess  biling  00 
her  knees,  and  showing  the  above  prophecy  to  her 
majesty,  the  bishopric  was  giyen  to  aaother.  See 
p.  389. 

*  Dr.  John  Robinson,  bisbop  of  Bristol,  one  of  the 
plenipotentiaries  at  Utrecht 

3  He  was  dean  of  Windsor,  and  lord  pmry-seal. 

4  The  new  style  (which  was  not  used  tn  Great^ 
Britain  aad  Ireland  till  175ft)  wes  then  obterved  la 
most  parts  of  Europę.  The  biahop.  set  out  from 
England  thelatter  endoff>eeember,0.  S. ;  and,on> 
hisarrhral  at  Utrecht,  by  the  variation  of  the  style, 
ha  (bund  January  somewhat  adranced. 

s  Alluding  to  the  deanery  aad  bishopric  bemg 
poMeiaed  by  the  same  person,  then  at  UOeeht 
«  Earl  of  Nottingham. 

*  The  dutebess  of  Somerset 

Cc 
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Carrofs  nwn  Thgńne  '  a  4eep  root  may  get, 

It  so  be  they  arc  in  Somer  set: 

Their  Conynus  mark  9  thou ;  for  I*tiare  been  to.d, 

Tłiey  assassine  when  young,  and  poison  when  old. 

Root  out  thesc  CarroU,  O  thou  l0  ,  whose  name 

Is  backwards  and  forwards  always  the  same  ; 

And  keep  close  to  tliee  always  that  name, 

Which  barkwanls  and  forwards  is  a! most  the  tamę  n. 

And,  Englondy  would<&  thou  be  happy  still, 

Bury  those  CarroU  uuder  a  Hitl  w. 


EPIGRAM  EXTEMPORE, 

BY 

DR.  SWIFT  *, 

Oh  iiritain  Europe's  safety  lies ; 
Britain  is  lost  if  Harley  dies : 
Harley  depends  upon  your  skill ; 
Think  what  you  save,  or  what  you  kilL 


EPIGRAM.    1712* 


As  Thomas  was  ćodgefdone  day  by  his  wife, 
He  took  te  the  street,  and  fled  for  his  life : 
Tom's  tbree  dearest  frieods  came  by  in  the  souabble. 
And  sav'd  him  at  once  from  the  shrew  and  the  rabble ; 
Then  ventur*d  to  give  him  tome  sober  adrice— 
Bot  Tom  is  a  person  of  hononr  so  nice, 
Too  wise  to  takecotmsel,  tooproud  to  take  warnirtg, 
That  he  senł  to  all  three  a  challenge  nett  tnorning ; 
Three  duels  he  fonght,  thrice  ventur*d  his  life ; 
Went  borne,  and  was  cudgePd  again  by  his  wife. 


CORlWfA.    1715. 


Th  is  day  (theyear  I  dare  not  tell) 

Apollo playM  the  midwhVs  part; 
Into  the  world  Corinna  fell, 

And  he  endow'd  ber  with  his  art 

But  Cnpid  with  a  Satyr  comes : 

Both  sotUy  to  the  cradle  creep ; 
Botb  stroke  ber  hands,  and  rub  ber  gums, 

Wbile  the  poorchild  lay  fastasleep. 

ThenCupidthus:  "  this  littie  maid, 
Of  We  sball  always  speak  and  write." 

"  And  I  pronoimeeM  (the  Satyr  said) 
"  The  world  shall  feel  her  scratch  and  bite.w 

•  Thomas  Thynne,  of  Longleate,  esq;  a  gentle- 
man of  Tery  great  estate,  married  the  above  lady 
after  tbe  deatb  of  ber  first  husbąnd,  Henry  Caven- 
dish  earl  pf  Oclę,  only  son  to  Henry  duke  of  New- 
castle, to'whom  she  had  been  bettathed  in  her  ia- 
fancy* 

»  Gount  KoningsmarlL 

W  A**  A. 

t*  Mashau. 

i*  Łady  Masham's  makkn  name  was  Hill. 

i  Inscribed  to  tbe  pbysician  wbo  attended  Mr. 
Harley  whilst  he  lay  woonded,  See  Journal  to 
Stella,  Feb.  19, 1711-19.    N. 


Her  talent  she  displayM  hetimes; 

For  in  twice  twelre  revolving  moons, 
She  seenTd  to  laugh  and  squall  in  rhynies, 

And  all  her  gestures  were  lampoons. 

At  six  years  old  tbe  subtle  jadę 

Stole  to  the  pantry-door,  and  (band 

The  butler  with  my  lady's  maid : 

And  you  may  swear  Ute  tale  went  round. 

She  madę  a  song,  how  littie  miss 
Was  kissd  aud  slobber'd  by  a  lad  : 

And  how,  wben  master  went  to  p — , 
Miss  came,  and  peep'd  atall  he  had. 

At  twelve  a  wit  and  a  coquette ; 

Marrics  for  love,  half  whore,  half  wife; 
Cuckolds,  elopes,  and  itms  in  debt ; 

Tunis  authoress,  and  is  CurlPs  for  life, 
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TOLAMTS  INFITATION-TO  DISMaL 

TO  DIKZ  WITH  THE  CALTES-HEAD  CLUS  K    . 

Imitated  from  Horaoe.  lih..  I^eptst.  5, 

If,  dearest  Dismal,  you  for  once  can  dine 
Upon  a  slngle-dish,  and  tavern-«me, 
Toland  to  you  this  invitarion  sends, 
To  eat  the  calfes-head  with  yonr  trusty  frieods. 
Suspend  awhile  yonr  Tain  ambitioiui  hopea, 
Leave  hunting  after  bribes,  fbrget  your  trope*. 
Tomorrow  we  our  mystiefeast  prepare, 
Where  thou,  our  latest  prateUfle,  shalt  share : 
When  we,  by  proper  signs  and  symboła,  tell, 
How,  by  brate  hands,  the  royal  traitor  fell ; 
The  meat  shall  represent  the  tyranfs  head, 
The  winę  his  blood  our  predtcesaors  shed ; 
Whilst  an  alluding  hymn  some  artist  sings, 
We  toast,  "  Conruskm  to  tbe  race  of  kings  lv 
At  monarchy  we  noWy  show  our  spight, 
And  talk  tckat/oolt  cali  treoton  all  the  night. 

Wbo,  by  disgraces  or  ilt-fbrtune  stmk, 
Feels  not  his  soul  enbren'd  wben  he  *s  dnmk  ? 
Winę  can  elear  np  GodolphinJ8  cloody  feoe, 
And  fili  Jack  Smith  with  bopes  to  keep  his  place : 
By  forcc  of  winę,  ev'n  Scarborougb  is  brave, 
FJal  grows  morę  pert,  and  Somers  not  so  grave  ; 
Winę  can  give  Portland  wit,  and  Cleveland  sease, 
Montague  learning,  Bolton  eloquence : 
Cbolmondeley,  when  drunk,  can  never  losehis  wapd; 
And  Lincoln  then  imagines  he  has  land. 
^    My  prorince  is,  to  see  that  all  be  rigbt, 
Glasses  and  linen  clean,  and  pewter  bright; 
From  our  mysteriout  club  to  keep  out  spies, 
And  Torics  (dress'd  like  waiters)  in  dis^nise* 
You  shall  be  coupled  as  you  best  approve, 
Seated  at  table  neset  the  men  you  lorę. 
Stmdertand,  Orford,  Boyłe,  and  Richmond,s  grarc, 
Will  come;  and  Hampden  shall  bare  Walpolei 
Wharton,  unless  prerented  by  a  whore,        [plact, 
Wili  bardly  fiul ;  and  there  is  room  for  morę. 
But  I  love  elbow-room  whene^er  I  drinki 
And  bonest  Harry  *  is  too  apt  to  atink. 

i  Thi»poem,  and  that  wbich  foliom  H,  aretwsflf 

the  penmf  papert  mentioned  in  Swift*s  Jonmal  a> 

Stella,  Aug.  7,  1712.  They  are  there  printedfioa 

fbiio  copies  in  the  Lambeth  library.    A'. 

*  Rigbt  bon.  Henry  Boyle,  mentioned  twice  bata, 


PEACE  AND  DUNKIRK. 
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Łet  no  pretence  of  business  make  you  stay ; 
Yet  take  one  word  of  counsel  by  the  way. 
If  Guernsey  calls,  send  word  you  *re  gone  abroad  ; 
He  11  tease  you  with  king  Charles  and  bishop  Laud, 
Or  make  you  fest,  and  carry  you  to  prayere : 
fint,  if  he  will  break-in,  and  walk  up  stairs, 
Steal  by  the  back-door  out,  and  leave  him  there ; 
Tben  order  Sąuash  to  cali  a  hackney-chair. 


PEACE  AND  DUNKIRK: 

BB1NG    AM    EXCELLENT    NEW     SONG    WPON    TRR   STJE- 
aKHDBR  OP  DUNKIRK  TO  OBNEfcAL  HII.L.       1719. 

TO  TUB  TUNB  OP    "  THE  KINO  8HAŁL    ENJOY  HIS  OWN 
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AOAIN 

Spicht  of  Dutch  friends  and  English  foes, 

Poor  Britain  shall  have  peace  at  last : 
Holland  got  towns,  and  we  got  blows ; 
But  Dunkirk's  ours,  we  MI  hołd  it  fiut : 

We  bave  got  it  in  a  string, 

And  the  Whigs  may.  all  go  swing, 
Fot  among  good  friends  I  love  to  be  plain; 

All  thrir  false  deluded  bopes 

Will  or  oughft  to  end  in  ropes : 
8ut  the  oueen  shall  enjoy  her  own  again. 

Sunderland  's  ran  out  of  his  wits, 

And  Dismal  double-dismal  looks; 
Wharton  can  only  swear  by  fits, 
And  strutting  Hal  is  off  the  hooks; 

Old  Godolphin  fuli  of  spleen 

Madę  false  moves,  and  lott  his  queen : 
Harry  look'd  fierce,  and  sbook  his  ragged  mane; 

But  a  prince  of  high  renown 

Swore  be  M  rather  lose  a  crown, 
*than  the  ąueen  thondd  enjoy  ker  own  again. 

Our  merchaat-ships  may  cot  the  linę, 

And  not  be  snapt  by  privateers ; 
And  oommoners  wholore  good  winę, 
Will  drink  H  now  as  well  as  peers : 

Łanded-men  shall  have  tbeir  rent, 

Yet  our  stoeks  rise  ceni  per  ceni, 
The  Dutch  from  hence  shall  no  morę  miniom  dram : 

We  '11  bring  on  us  no  morę  debts, 

Nor  with  bankrupts  fili  gazettes; 
And  the  oueen  shall  enjoy  her  own  again, 

The  towns  we  took  neer  did  us  good : 
What  ajgnified  the  French  to  beat  f 
"  We  spent  our  money  and  our  blood, 

To  make  the  Dutchmen  proud  and  great : 

But  the  lord  of  Oxford  swears,  ' 

Dunkirk  ńerer  shall  be  theirs. 
Tbe  Dntćh-heartod  Whigs  may  raił  and  comphun ; 

But  tnie  Englishmen  may  fili 

A  good  health  to  generał  Hill ; 
For  the  oueen  now  enjoy s  her  own  again. 


HORACE,  BOOK  I.  EP.  Tli. 

ADDRBSSB*  TO  THE  EA1L  OF  OZFOBD,  1713. 

Hakley,  the  nation'*  great  support, 
Retororag  home  one  day  from  court, 
(Hit  mind  with  public  ceres  posseasM, 
All  Europę^  business  m  his  breast) 


Observ'd  a  parson  near  Whitehall 

Cheapening  old  autbors  on  a  stall* 

The  priest  was  pretty  well  in  case, 

And  show'd  some  humour  in  his  face  ; 

Look'd  with  an  easy,  carełess  mień, 

A  perfect  stranger  to  the  spleen ; 

Of  size  that  might  a  pulpit  fili, 

But  morę  inclining  to  sit  stiU. 

My  lord  (whof  if  a  man  may  say  % 

Loves  mischief  better  than  his  meat) 

Was  now  dispos'd  to  crack  a  jest 

And  bid  frond  Lewis  1  go  in  ąucst, 

(This  Lewjs  is  a  cunning  sharer, 

And  very  much  in  Harley's  favour) 

In  quest  wbo  might  this  parson  be, 

What  was  his  name,  of  what  degree  ; 

If  possible,  to  learn  his  story, 

And  whether  be  were  Whig  or  Tory. 
Lewis  his  patron's  humour  knows, 

Away  upon  his  errand  goes, 

And  ouickly  did  the  mattersift ; 

Pound  out  that  it  was  doctor  Swift, 

A  clergyman  of  special  notę 

For  shunning  those  of  his  own  coat ; 

Which  madę  bis  brethren  of  the  gown 
Take  care  betimes  to  run  him  down : 

No  libertine,  nor  over  nice, 

Addicted  to  no  sort  of  vice, 

Went  where  be  pleasM,  said  what  he  theught; 

Not  rich,  but  ow*d  no  man  a  groat : 

In  state  opinious  d  la  modę, 

He  hated  Wharton  like  a  toad, 
Had  given  thefacłion  many  a  wound, 
And  ljbelM  all  the  junto  round; 
Kept  company  with  men  of  wit, 
Who  often  fatherM  what  he  writ : 
His  works  were  hawkM  in  erery  street, 
But  seldom  rosę  abore  a  sheet : 
Oflateindeed  the  paper-stamp 
Did  tery  much  his  genius  cramp :  ^ 

And  sińce  he  could  not  spend  his  fire 
.  He  now  intended  to  retire. 

Said  Harley,  "  I  desire  to  know 
"  From  his  ewn  mouth  if  this  be  so, 
Step  to  the  doctor  straight,  and  say, 
I  *d  haye  him  dine  with  me  to-day." 
Swift  seem'd  to  wonder  what  he  meant, 
Kor  would  believe  my  lord  had  sent; 
So  nerer  offer*d  once  to  stir  ; 
But  coldly  said,  "  Your  serrant,  sir  !» 
•'  Does  he  refuse  me  ?"  Harley  cry'd  ; 
"  He  does,  with  insolence  and  pride." 

Some  few  days  after,  Harley  spies 
The  doctor  &steu'd  by  the  eyes 
At  Charing-cross  among  the  rout, 
Where  painted  monstera  are  hung  out : 
He  pulPd  the  string,  and  stonŁhis  ooach, 
Beckonmg  the  doctor  to  apprSch. 

Swift,  who  could  neitber  fiy  nor  hide, 
Came  sneaking  to  the  chariot  side, 
And  ofierM  many  a  lamę  escuse: 
He  never  meant  the  leatt  abuse— 
"  My  lord— the  honour  you  designM— 
Extremely  proud — but  I  had  din'd—      / 
I  *m  surę  1  nerer  shoukl  neglectr— 
No  man  alive  bas  roore  respect-— *' 
"  Well,  I  shall  think  of  that  no  morę, 
If  you;U  be  surę  to  eome  at  four." 

i  Erasmus  Lewis,  «q.  the  treasure^s  tecretavr« 
Cc  9 
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'  The  doctor  no*  obeys  tbe  summons, 
Like*  both  his  company  and  commons; 
Display  his  talent,  sits  till  ten  ; 
Next  day  ihtited  comes  again ; 
Soon  grows  domcstic,  seldom  fails 
Eitber  at  morning  or  at  meals : 
Came  early,  and  departed  late; 
In  short,  the  gudgeon  took  the  bart. 
My  lord  would  carry  on  the  jest, 
And  down  to  Windsor  takes  his  guest. 
Swift  much  admires  the  place  and  air,  • 
And  longs  to  be  a  canon  there  j 
Insummer  round  the  park  to  ride; 
In  winter,  never  to  reside. 
"  A  canon  !  that  's  a  place  too  mean  $ 
Ko  doctor,  you  shail  be  a  dean  ; 
Two  dozen  eanons  round  your  stall. 
And  you  the  tyrant  o'er  them  ali : 
You  need  but  cross  tbe  Ińsk  teas, 
To  live  in  plenty,  power,  and  easc." 
Poor  Swift  departs ;  andi,  what  is  worse, 
With  borrow'd  money  in  his  purse, 
Trarels  at  least  an  hundred  leagues, 
And  suffers  numberless  fatigues. 

Suppose  him  now  a  dean  complete, 
Demurely  lotling  in  his  seat; 
The  silyer  rerge,  with  decent  pride, 
Stuck  underneath  his  cusbion-side : 
Suppose  him  gooethrough  a!l  Tewations, 
Patents,  instalments,  abjurations, 
First-fruits  and  tenths,  and  chapter-treats ; 

Dues,  payments,  fees,  demands,  and  cneats— 

(The  wicked  laity's  contrmng 

To  hinder  dergymen  from  ttirrróg). 

Nów  all  the  doctor**  money  's  spent, 

His  tenants  wrong  him  in  his  rent ; 

The  fermers,  spttifijHy  combin'd, 

Porce  him  to  take  his  tttfees  in  kind : 

And  Parróol  *  discounts  arrears    • 

By  bitls  for  taaes  and  repairs. 
Poor  Swift,  with  all  his  losses  vex'd, 

Not  knowingwhere  to  turo  him  next, 

Abov*  a  tbousand  pounds  m  debt, 

Takes  borse,  and  in  a  mighty  fret 

Rides  day  and  night  at  such  a  ratę, 

He  soon  arrives  at  Harley'*  gate  $ 

But  was  so  dirty,  pale,  and  thm , 

Old  Read  3  would  hardly  let  him  in. 

Said  Harley,  "  Welooroe,  rererend  Dean  I 

"  What  makes  your  worship  took  so  lenn  ? 

Why,  surę  jftm  won>t  appear  m  town 

In  that  old  wig  and  rnsty  gown  ? 

I  doubt  your  heart  is  set  on  pelf 

So  much,  that  you  neglect  yourself. 

What !  I  suppose,  now  stocks  are  high, 

You  *ve  some  good  purchase  in  your  eye  ? 

Or  is  yourjnoney  oufcat  use  ?" — 
"  Truce,  good  BijWord,  I  beg  a  tmoe,,r 

(The  doctor  in  a  pustko  ćry'd) 

*•  Your  raillery  is  mi*apply%d ; 

Esperience  I  have  dearly  bougbt; 

You  know  I  am  not  worth  a  groats 

But  you  ree&tVd  to  have  your  jest; 
And  twas  a  folly  to  contest ; 
Then,  sińce  you  hare  nowdone  your  worst, 
Pray  leave  me  where  you  found  me  first." 


*  Tbe  Dean'*  agent,  a  Frenchman. 
8  The  lord  tceasurert  porter. 
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I  'n  often  wish'd  that  I  had  elear, 
For  life,  six  hundred  pounds  a-year, 
A  handsome  house  to  lodge  a  friend, 
A  rnrer  at  my  garden's  end, 
A  terrace  walk,  and  half  a  rood 
Of  land  set  out  to  plant  a  wood. 

Weil,  now  I  have  all  this  and  morę, 
I  ask  not  to  inerease  my  storę ; 
"  But  here  a  grievance  seems  to  lie, 
All  this  is  minę  but  till  I  die ; 
(  cant  but  think  twould  soond  morę  cleeer. 
To  me  and  to  my  heirs  for  erer. 

ł<  If  I  ne'er  got  or  lost  a  groat, 
By  any  trick,  or  any  fault ; 
And  if  I  pray  by  reason*8  rttles, 
And  not  like  forty  other  fools : 
As  thus,  *  V6uchsafe,  oh  gracious  Maker v 
To  grant  me  this  and  tfother  acre; 
Or,  if  it  be  tby  will  and  plcasure, 
Direct  my  plough  to  find  a  treasure  !• 
But  only  what  my  staoon  fits, 
And  to  be  kept  in  my  right  wits, 
Preserze,  Almighty  Proridence ! 
Just  what  you  gare  me,  competence : 
And  let  me  ii  these  shades  compose 
Something  in  verse  as  tnie  as  jpose  ; 
Remov'd  from  all  th»  ambitious  scenę, 
Nor  puff  d  by  pride,  nor  sunk  by  spleen." 

In  short,  I  'm  perfectly  content, 
Let  me  but  live  on  this  side  Trent ; 
Nor  cross  tbe  Channel  twice  a  year, 
To  spend  siz  months  with  statesmen  here. 

I  must  by  all  means  come  to  town, 
'  Tw  for  the  serrice  of  tbe  crown. 
"  Lewis,  the  Dean  will  be  of  use; 
Send  for  him  up,  take  no  escuse." 
The  toil,  the  danger  of  the  seas, 
Great  ministers  ne'er  throk  of  these ; 
Or  let  H  cost  five  hundred  pound, 
No  matter  where  the  money  *s  found, 
It  is  but  so  much  morę  in  debt, 
And  that  they  ne'er  considcril  yet 

"  Good  Mr.  Dean,  go  change  your  gown, 
Let  my  lord  know  you  're  come  to  town." 
I  hurry  me  hastę  in  away, 
Not  thmking  it  is  levee-day ; 
And  find  his  honour  in  a  pound, 
HemmM  by  a  tnple  circle  round, 
CheąuerM  with  ribbons  blue  and  green: 
How  should  I  thrust  mysetf  between  ? 
Some  wag  obseires  me  thus  perplex'd. 
And,  smiling,  whispers  to  tbe  nest, 
"  I  thought  the  Dean  nad  been  too  proud, 
To  justle  here  among  the  croud !" 
Another,  m  a  surly  fit, 
Tells  me  I  have  morę  zeal  dian  wit 
"  So  eager  to  express  your  lorę, 
You  ne'er  constder  whom  you  shovet 
But  rudely  press  befbre  a  duke." 
1  own,  I  *m  pleas'd  with  this  rebuke, 
And  take  it  kindly  meant,  to  show 
What  I  desire  the  worki  should  know» 

I  geta  whtsper,  and  withdraw  ; 
When  twenty  fbols  I  nerer  saw 
Come  with  petitionsnurly  pennAd, 
Desiring  I  would  stand  Um»t  friend. 
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Tliis  humbly  offcrs  me  his 

That  begt  my  interest  for  a  place— 

A  hundred  otber  men's  afiairs, 

Łiko  bees,  are  bamming  in  my  ears, 

"  Tomorrow  my  appeal  comes  od ; 

Wthout  your  help,  tbe  cause  is  gone— >' 

"  Tbe  dulce  expects  my  lord  and  you, 

About  some  great  amur,  at  two— M 

"  Pat  my  lord  Bolingbroke  in  miód, 

To  get  my  warrant  ąuickly  sign'd : 

Coosider,  %tis  my  first  request'  — 

Be  satisfy'd,  I  >il  do  my  best 

Tbea  presently  be  fells  to  tease, 

"  You  may  for  certain,  if  you  please ; 

I  doubt  not,  if  his  lordship  knew— 

And,  Mr.  Dean,  one  word  from  you— n 
'  Tis  (let  me  aee)  tbree  years  and  morę, 

(October  oext  it  will  be  four) 

Since  Harley  bid  me  fint  attend, 

And  chose  me  for  ao  humble  friend; 

Would  taka  me  in  his  coach  to  chat, 

And  quescjoo  me  of  this  and  that ; 

As,  "  What  's  o»clock  ?»  And,  lł  How*  tbe  wind  \ 

"  Whose  chariot  's  that  we  left  behind  r " 

Or  gravely  try  to  read  tbe  Iraes 

Writ  underneaih  tbe  country  signs ; 

Or,  "  Have  you  nolbmg  new  to-day 

From  Pope,  from  Parnell,  or  from  Gay  ?'* 

Such  tattle  often  entertaiiis 

My  lord  and  me  as  nr  aa  Staines, 

As  onoe  a  week  we  travel  down 

Tb  Windsor,  and  again  to  town, 

Where  all  that  passes  inter  not 

Migbt  be  proclaim'd  at  Cbaring-cross* 
Yet  some  I  know  with  envy  swell, 

Becanse  they  see  me  us'd  so  well : 

M  How  think  you  of  our  friend  the  Dean  ? 

1  wonder  what  some  people  mean  ? 

My  lord  and  be  are  grown  so  great, 

Always  together,  Ute  a  Ute ; 

What!  they  admire  him  for  his  jokes  ?— i 
See  bat  the  fortunę  of  some  folks  1" 
There  flies  about  a  strange  report 
OT  some  espress  arriv'd  at  court : 
Fm  stoppM  by  all  the  fools  1  meet, 
And  catechisU  in  every  street 
"  You,  Mr.  Dean,  freouent  the  great ; 
foJbnn  us,  will  the  emperor  treat? 
Or  do  the  prints  and  papers  1  je  ^ 
Faith  sir,  yoa  know  as  much  as  I, 
"Ah,  doctor,  how  you  love  to  jest  l 
Tb  now  no  secret"— "  I  protest 
Tis  one  to  me— "  Tben  tell  ust  pray, 
Wfaen  are  the  troops  to  have  thehr  pay  ?n 
And  thongh  I  solemnly  declare 
I  know  no  morę  tban  my  lord  mayor, 
They  stand  amaz'd,  and  think  me  grown 
Tbe  closest  mortal  ever  known. 

Tłras  in  a  seaof  folly  tost, 
My  choicest  honrs  of  lift  are  tost1; 
Yet  always  wishing  to  retreat, 
Oh,  could  1  see  my  country  seat .' 
There  leaning  near  a  gentle  brook, 
Sleep,  or  peruse  some  ancient  book; 
And  tbere  in  sweet  ohlmon  dtown 
lliose  cares  that  haunt  the  court  and  town  *. 

1  See  tbe  rest  of  thbsatire  amoag  Pope't  poems. 
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By  an  old 


pursued 


A  crazy  orelate  l ,  and  a  royal  prude  *; 
By  duli  dwines,  who  look  with  envious  eyes 
On  erery  genius  that  attempts  to  rise ; 
And,  pausing  o'er  a  pipę  with  doubtful  nod, 
Give  hmts  that  poeta  ne'er  believe  in  Ood : 
So  clowna  on  scholara  as  on  wizards  look, 
And  take  a  folio  for  a  conjuring  book. 

Swift  had  the  sin  of  wit,  no  venial  crime ; 
Nay,  'tis  afflnn'd,  he  sometimes  dealt  iu  rhyme : 
Humourand  mirth  had  place  in  all  he  writ; 
He  recbnciPd  divintty  and  wit;  [grace ; 

He  mov'd,  and  bow'd,  and  talk'd,  with  too  much 
Nor  show'd  tbe  parson  in  his  gait  or  face  ; 
OespisM  liizurious  wines  and  eostly  meat, 
Yet  still  was  at  the  tablea  of  the  great ; 
Frequented  lorda,  saw  ihote  that  taw  the  queen  f 
At  Child'8  or  Truby's  3  nerer  onoe  had  been ; 
Where  town  and  country  vicara  flock  in  tribes, 
SecurM  by  numbers  from  the  laymen's  gibet, 
And  deal  in  vice*  of  the  giwer  sort, 
Tobaoco,  censure,  ooffee,  pride,  and  port 

But,  aftersage  monitions  from  his  friends, 
His  talents  to  employ  for  nobler  ends; 
To  better  judgments  willing  to  submit, 
He  turns  to  politics  his  dangerous  wit 

And  now,  the  public  interest  to  support, 
By  Harley  Swift  invited  comes  to  court ; 
In  favour  grows  with  ministers  of  state  ; 
Admitted  private,  when  superiora  wait : 
And  Harley,  not  ashamM  his  choice  to  own, 
Takes  him  to  Windsor  in  his  coach  alone. 
At  Windsor  Swift  no  sooner  can  appear, 
But  St  John  oomes  and  whispers  in  hisear : 
The  waiters  stand  in  ranks;  tbe  yeomen  ery, 
Make  room,  as  if  a  dulce  were  passing  by.    [oertara 

Now  Finch4  alarms  the  lords:   he  hears  fur 
This  dangerous  priest  is  got  behind  the  cnrtain. 
Fmcb.  mmvd  for  tedkras  elocation,  prores " 
That  Swift  oils  many  a  spring  which  Harley  movea, 
Walpole  and  Aislabie  *,  to  elear  the  doubt, 
Infbrm  the  commons,  that  tbe  secret  's  out : 
*'  A  certain  doctor  is  observ'd  of  lata 
To  haunt  a  certain  minister  of  state ; 
From  whenpe  with  half  an  eye  we  may  diaoover 
Tbe  peace  is  madę,  and  Perkin  must  come  over." 

York  is  from  Łambeth  sent  to  show  thequeen 
A  dangerous  treatise  6  writ  against  the  spleen ; 
Wbieh,  by  the  style,  tbe  matur,  and  the  drift, 
'Tis  thought  could  be  the  work  of  nonę  but  Swift 
Poor  York !  the  harmless  tool  of  others'  hate, 
He  sues  for  pardon  ,,  and  repents  too  late» 

i  Dr.  Sharp,  arebbishop  of  York. 
*Q.  Annę. 

9  Coflee-houses  much  freauented  by  the  clergy. 
4  Theearl  of  Nottingham.    See  above,  p.  385. 
*Theyboth  spoke  against  him  inthe  house  o£ 
commons.  *TaleofaTub. 

7  He  sent  a  mesjage  to  ask  SwhVs  pardon*. 
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Now,  angry  Somerset  •  her  ▼engeance  vows 
On  Swiffs  reproaches  for  her  ***** 
Fiom  her  red  locks  her  mouth  with  renom  fills  ; 
And  thcnce  into  the  royal  car  instills. 
The  quc*»n  iiieens'd,  bis  services  forgot, 
Ijeav.es  hiin  a  rictim  to  the  rengeful  Seot  *. 
Now  thio  lgh  the  realm  a  proclamation  spread, 
To  fix  a  pnceon  hisdevoted  head  I0. 
Wiiilc  inroc";it,  he  scorns  ignoble  flight ; 
His  watębfu*  frkyids  preserve  hiro  by  a  slrigbt. 

By  Harley'*  favour  once  again  he  shines ; 
18  now  oaress'd  by  candidute  divhies, 
Wno  c hangę  opinions  with  the  changing  scenę : 
Lord  !  how  were  they  mistaken  in  the  Dean! 
Now  Drlawarr  ll  again  familtar  grows, 
And  in  Swift/s  ear  thrusts  half  his  powderd  nose. 
Tłie  Scottish  nation,  whom  he  dunt  oflend, 
Again  apply  that  Swift  would  be  their  frieńd  **. 

By  faction  tir'd.  with  grief  he  waits  awhile, 
His  great  contending  frtends  to  rećoncile, 
Pcrforms  what  friendship,  justice,  truta,  require: 
What  could  he  morę.  but  dccently  retire  ?. 


mm 
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THE  FAGGOT. 

W1TTTI3   WBBH  THE   MIN18TEV    WERĘ   AT  TA1MNCE. 

1713. 

Obse*vb  the  dying  father  speak : 

'•  Try,  lads,  can  ybu  this  bundle  break  ?"  ^ 

Then  bids  the  youngest  of  the  six 

Take  up  a  weU-bound  heap  of  sticks. 

They  thought  it  was  an  old  raan's  maggot ; 

And  8trove  by  turns  to  break  the  faggot : 

In  vain  ;  the  complicated  wands 

Were  mach  too  strong  for  all  their  hands. 

"  See,"  said  the  sire,  "  bow  aoon  'tła  done;" 

Then  took  and  broke  them  one  by  one. 

4ł  So  strong  you'11  be,  in  friendship  ty»d ; 

So  quickly  broke,  if  you  divide, 

Keep  close  then,  boys,  and  nerer  quarrel :" 

Herę  ends  the  fobie  and  the  morał. 

This  Ule  may  be  applyM  in  few  words 
To  treasnrcrs,  comptrpllers,  stewards ;    ~ 
And  others  who  in  solemn  sort 
Appear  with  slender  wands  at  eoitrt; 
Not  firmly  join'd  to  keep  their  gróund, 
But  lashing  one  another  round : 
While  wise  men  thiuk  they  ougfat  to  figh^ 
With  quarter-stąffst  instead  ot*  white ; 
Or  coustable  with  stąfofpeace 
Should  comc  and  make  the  clattenng  cease, 
Which  now  disturbs  the  queen  and  court, 
.And  gives  the  Whigs  and  rabble  sport 

In  history  we  never  fbund 
The  consuls'  fasces  were  unbonnd  : 
Those  Romans  were  too  wise  to  tliink  on  t, 
Except  to  lash  some  grand  dclinquent. 
How  would  they  bfush  to  hear  it  said, 
The  pretor  broke  the  consuTs  head  ; 

•  See  the  Windsor  prophecy,  p.  385. 
'Thedukeof  Argyll. 

«  For  writing  The  Public  Spiritofthe  Whigs. 
11  Then  lord  treaturer  of  the  household,  who 
cautiously  avoided  Swift  whilst  the  proclamation 
was  impending. 

18  He  was  Tisited  by  the  Sccttish  lords  morę  than 
ever. 


Or  consul,  m  bis  purple  gown, 

Came  up,  and  knockM  the  pnetoc  down  I 

Come,  courtfers :  erery  man  his  stick ! 
Lord  treasurer,  for  once  be  quick : 
And,  that  they  may  the  ctoser  cling, 
Take  your  Wue  ribbon  for  a  string. 
Come,  trimming  Harcourt l ,  bring  your 
And  squeeze  it  in,  or  quit  your  place : 
Dispateh,  or  elso  that  rascal  Northey  * 
Will  undertake  to  do  it  for  thee : 
And,  be  aasur*d,  tbe  court  will  find  nim 
PreparM  to  Uap  o'er  sticks,  or  bind  *euv. 

To  make  the  bundle  strong  and  safe, 
Great  Ormonjd,  leod  thy  generale  staif : 
And,  if  the  crosier  could  becramm'd  in, 
A  fig  for  Lechmere,  King,  and  Hambden ! 
You  '11  then  dery  the  strbngest  Whig 
With  both  his  hands  to  beocTa  twig  j 
Though  with  united  strength  they  all  poH. 
From  Somert  dpwn  to  Craggs  and  Walpoiev 


CATULLUS  DE  LESBIA. 

LisaiA  for  erer  on  me  rails, 
To  talk  of  me  słie  never  foils, 
Now,  hang  me  but  for  all  ner  art, 
I  find,  that  I  We  gaioM  her  beart. 
My  proof  is  thus :  I  puunly  see, 
The  case  is  justtne  same  with  mej 
I  curse  her  erery  hour  sincerely, 
Vet,  hang  me  but  l  iove  her  dearly. 


EPIGRAM. 

mon  THE  FEKKCH  \ 


Wao  can  beheve  with  oommon 
A  bacon-«lice  giyea  God  onence ; 
Or,  how  a  herńng  bath  a  charm 
AUnighty  Tengeanoe  to  disarm  ł 
Wraptup  in  Majecty  drfine, 
Does  he  regard  on  what  we  dine  ? 


Tf 


ON  A 
CUHATE>S  COHPLAINT 

OF  HA1D  DUTT. 

I  march'd  three  miles  througb  scorching 
With  zeal  in  heart,  apd notes  m  band; 
I  rode  four  morę  to  Great  St.  Mary, 
Using  four  legs,  wben  two  were  weary: 
To  three  mir  ▼irgins  1  did  tie  men, 
In  the  close  banda  of  pleasing  Hymen: 
I  dippM  two  babes  in  holy  wnter, 
And  puritfyM  their  mother  after. 
Within  an  hour  and  eke  a  half, 
I  preachM  three  congregations  deaf ; 

1  Lord  chanceUor. 

«  Sir  Edward  Northey,  attomey-generaL 

»  Written  extempore  by  a  gentleman  who 

reproved  by  some  of  his  componions  for 

and  bacon  on  a  fost-day. 


INYENTOKY  OF  GOODS. 


391 


Where  thundering  out,  with  lungs  long-winded, 

I  cboppM  90  fest,  that  few  there  minded. 

My  embleni,  the  laborious  Snn, 

Saw  all  tbese  might  y  laboun  done 

Before  one  race  of  his  was  run« 

All  thrs  performM  by  Robert  Hewit : 

What  morta)  else  could  e*er  go  rhrough  it ! 


A  TRUE  ANO  FAITHFUL 

INFESTORYot  thi  GOODS 

BRLONGING  TO  DR.  SWIFT,  V1CAR  OF  LARACOR  J 

frON  LENDTOG  MJ6  HOUSE  TO  THE  BISHOP  OF  MSaTS, 
TILL  HIS  PAŁACE  WAS  RB-BUILT. 

As  oaken,  broken  elbow-chair ; 

A  «awdle-cup,  without  an  ear ; 

A  battef  łd,  shatter'd  asb  bedstead  ; 

A  box  of  deal,  without  a  Ud  j 

A  pair  of  tongs,  but  out  of  joint ; 

A  back-sword  poker,  without  point ; 

A  pot  that  's  crack'd  across,  around 

With  an  old  knotted  garter  bound ; 

An  iron  lock,  withcut  a  key ; 

A  wig,  with  hangingquite  grown  greyj 

A  curtain  worn  to  half  a  stripe ; 

A  pair  of  bellows,  without  pipę ; 

A  dish  which  might  good  meat  afford  once  j 

An  Ovid,  waĄ  an  old  Conpo/dance  $ 

A  bottle-bottom,  wooden  platter, 

One  is  for  meal,  and  one  for  water  3 

There  likewise  is  a  copper  skillet, 

Which  runa  as  fast  out  as  you  fili  it  1 

Ą  candlestick,  snuiF-dph,  and  save-all : 

And  thus  his  boushola-goods  you  have  all. 

These  to  your  lordship  as  a  friend, 

TUI  you  bave  built,  I  freely  lend : 

Tbey  '11  serre  your  lordship  for  a  shift; 

Wty  not,  as  welj  as  doctor  Swift  ? 


CADENUS  and  FAN E SSAK 

WaiTTIN  AT  WINDSOR,  1713. 

The  shepherds  and  the  nympbs  were  seen 
Pieading  before  the  Cyprian  ąneen. 
The  counsel  for  the  fair  began, 
Aocnsing  the  ialse  creature  tnan. 
The  brief  with  weighty  crimes  was  chargM, 
On  which  the  pleąaer  much  enlargM  ; 
That  Cnpid  now  has  lost  his  art, 
Or  blunta  the  point  of  every  dart;— 
His  aitar  now  no  longer  smokes, 
His  mothert  aid  no  youth  invokes : 
This  tempts  freethinkers  to  refine, 
And  bring  in  doubt  their  powere  <uvine ; 
Now  lorę  is  dwindled  to  intrigue, 
And  marriage  grown  a  money-league. 

1  Fotmded  on  an  offer  of  marriage  madę  by  Miss 
Yanhomrigh  ta  Or.  Swift,  who  was  occasionally  her 
nreceptor.  The  lady's  unhappy  story  is  well  known. 


Which  crimes  aforesaid  (with  ker  łeate) 
Were    (tu  he  humbltj  did  coneefoej 
Against  our  sovereign  lady's  peace, 
Against  the  statute  in  that  case, 
Against  her  dignity  and  crown : 
Then  pray'd  an  answer,  and  sat  down. 

The  nymphs  with  scorn  beheld  their  foes: 
Wben  the  defemiant  's  counsel  rosę, 
And,  what  no  lawyer  ever  Iack'd, 
With  tmpudence  own'd  all  the  fact ; 
But,  what  the  gentlest  heart  would  ve*, 
X*id  all  the  fault  onfother  sen. 
That  modern  love  is  no  such  thing 
As  what  those  ancient  poets  siog  ; 
A  fire  celestia),  chaste,  refinM, 
ConceiirM  and  kindled  in  the  mind ; 
Which,  haring  found  an  equal  flame, 
Unitę*,  and  bpth  becoroe  the  same, 
In  different  breasts  together  bum, 
Together  buth  to  ashes  turn. 
But  women  now  feel  no  such  fire, 
And  only  know  the  gross  deaire. 
Their  paasions  move  in  lower  spheres, 
Where'er  caprice  or  folly  steers. 
A  dog,  a  parrot,  or  an  ape, 
Or  some  worse  brnte  in  human  sbape, 
Ingross  the  foncies  of  the  fair, 
The  few  soft  moments  tbey  can  spare, 
Prom  visits  to  receire  and  pay ; 
From  scandal,  pojitios,  andplay ; 
Prom  fans,  and  flounoes,  and  brocades, 
From  equipage  and  park-parades, 
From  all  tł|e  thousand  female  toys, 
From  every  trifle  that  empłoys 
The  out  or  inside  of  their  heads, 
Between  their  toilets  and  their  beds. 

Iu  a  dułl  stream,  which  moving  slow, 
You  hardły  see  the  current  now ; 
If  a  smali  breeze  obstruct  the  course, 
Itwhirls  about,  for  want  of  force, 
And  inits  narrow  circle  gathers 
Nothing  but  chan;  and  straws,  and  fcathers. 
The  current  of  a  female  mind 
Stopa  thus,  and  turns  with  every  wind ; 
Thus  whirlmg  round  together  drawa 
Fools,  fops,  and  rakes,  for  cnaff  and  strawą 
Hence  weconclude,  no  women'8  hearts 
Are  won  by  virtue,  wit,  and  parta : 
Nor  are  the  men  of  sense  to  blame. 
For  breasts  incapable  of  flame ; 
The  fault  must  on  the  nymphs  be  placM, 
Grown  so  oorrupted  in  their  taste, 

Tbepleader,  having  spoke  his  best, 
Had  witnesa  ready  to  attest, 
Who  fairly  could  on^oath  despose, 
When  ąuestions  on  the  fact  arose, 
That  every  article  was  true ; 
Norfurther  these  deponent*  huto  .•— 
Therefore  he  humbly  would  insist, 
The  bill  might  be  with  costs  dismiss^d. 
The  cause  appear'd  of  so  mach  weight, 
That  Venus,  nom  her  judgment-seat, 
Desir'd  them  not  to  talk  so  loud, 
Elsę  she  must  interpose  a  cloud : 
For,  if  the  heavenly  folk  ahould  know 
These  pleadinga  in  tkecottrtibtlow, 
That  morals  here  disdain  to  love, 
3b«  ueV  could  ^-heffec^^o^ 
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For  gods,  their  betten,  are  too  wisa 
To  value  that  which  men  despise.. 

*  *  And  then,"  sajd  she,  "  my  son  and  I 
Most  stroił  ra  aii\  *twixt  land  and  sky  ; 
Or  eJse,  shut  out  from  hearen  and  eartb* 
Fly  to  the  sea,  my  place  of  birtb  j 
There  live»  with  daggled  mermaids  pent» 
And  keep  on  fch  perpetual  Lent/' 

But,  sińce  the  case  appear'd  se  nice, 
She  tbought  it  best  to  take  ad  vice. 
The  Muses,  by  their  king*  permission, 
Though  foes  to  love,  attend  the  session, 
And.  on  the  right  band  took  their  place* 
In  order;  on  the  left,  theGraces: 
To  whom  ehe  might  ber  doubts  propos* 
On  all  emergencies  tbai  rosę. 
The  Muses  ofl'  were  seen  to  frown  ; 
The  Graces  half-asham'd  look  down  ^ 
And  'twas  obseiVd  tbert  were  but  fei* 
Of  either  sex  amoog  the  crew, 
Whom  she  or  her  assessora  knew« 
The  goddeas  soon  began  to  see, 
Things  were  not  ripę  for  a  decree ; 
And  saki  she  musi  coasult  her  books* 
The  lov<rs>  Fletas,  Bractoos,  Cokea. 
First  to  a  dapper  clerk  she  beckonMi 
To  tura  to  0?id,  book  the  second  ; 
She  thcn  referrM  them  to  a  place 
In  Virgil  (vde  Dido'8  case :) 
As  for  Tibullu8's  reporty 
They  nerer  pass'd  for  law  in  coiirte  :■ 
For  Cowley's  bricfc,  and  pleas  of  Walter^ 
Still  their  authority  was  smaller. 

There  was  on  both  sidea  much  to  aay : 
She  »d  hear  the  cause  another  day. 
And  so  she  did;  and  then  a  thtrd 
Che  heard  it^— there,  she  kepi  her  wordi 
But,  with  rejoinders  or  replics, 
Łong  bills,  and  answers  stnfPd  with  lies^ 
Demur,  imparlance,  and  essoign, 
Tbe  parties  ne'er  could  issue  join : 
For  shtteen  years  the  cause  was  spun^ 
And  then  stood  where  it  $ret  begun. 

Now,  gentle  Clio,  aing  or  say, 
What  Venus  meant  by  this  delay. 
The  goddeta,  much  perplex'd  in  mind 
To  see  her  empire  thus  declin'd, 
Wben  first  this  grand  debatę  aroae, 
Abore  ber  wiadom  to  compeee, 
ConceWd  a  prąject  in  ker  head 
To  work  her  ends ;  which,  if  it  spęd, 
Would  show  the  merits  of  the  canse 
Far  better  than  consulting  lawa, 

In  a  glad  hour  Lucina's  aid 
ProducM  on  Earth  a  woodrous  maid, 
On  whom  the  queen  of  lorę  waa  bent 
To  try  a  new  eaperhnent. 
She  threw  hec  law-books  on  the  sbelf, 
And  thus  debated  with  herselt 

••  Since  men  alledge,  they  nełer  can  find 
Those  beauties  in  a  female  mind, 
Which  raise  a  name  that  will  eodure 
For  ever  nncorropt  and  porę ; 
lf  }tia  with  reason  they  complain, 

*  This  infant  shall  restore  my  reign. 

I  '11  search  where  every  rirtue  dwelfs, 
From  courts  rnclushw  down  to  cells : 
What  preachen  talk,  or  sages  write ; 
The&e  I  wiU  gather  and  unitę. 


And  icprcscnt  them  to  mankind 
Goliected  in  that  infanfs  mind." 

This  said,  she  plucka  in  Heaven*s  high 
A  sprig  of  amaranlhine  flowers, 
In  nectar  thrice  mfuses  bfcys, 
Three  timea  re0n'd  in  Titan's  rays  ; 
Then  caljs  the  Graces  to  her  aid, 
And  sprinkles  thrice  the  new-born  maid : 
From  wbence  the  tender  skin  ammmet 
A  sweetness  abore  all  pertumes : 
From  wbence  a  cleanlinesa  remains 
Incapable  of  ootward  stains  > 
From  wbence  that  decency  of  mind, 
So  lorely  in  the  female  kmd, 
Where  not  one  careless  tbought  intrade** 
Less  modest  than  tbe  speech  of  prades  i 
Where  nerer  blush  was  calPd  in  aid, 
That  spurious  virtue  in  a  maid, 
A  Tirtue  but  at  second-hand  ; 
They  blush  beeause  they  understand 

The  Graces  nezt  would  act  their  part, 
And  show'd  but  little  of  their  art ; 
Their  work  was  half  already  done, 
Tbe  chiłd  with  nąthre  beauty  shone  ; 
,  The  outward  form  no  help  requir'd : 
Each,  breathing  on  her  thrice,  inspir^d 
That  gentle,  soft,  engaging  ahr, 
Which  in  old  times  adorn'd  the  fair : 
And  said,  "  Yanessa  be  the  name 
By  which  thou  ahalt  be  known  to  Urnę* 
Vanetsa,  by  the  gods  inroll'd : 
i  Her  name  on  Earth  skali  not  be  told." 

But  still  the  work  was  not  complete  £ 
:  Wben  Venus  thought  on  a  deceit* 
Drawn  by  her  doves,  away  the  flies, 
And  finds  out  Pallas  in  the  skies. 
"  Dear  Pallas,  I  have  been  this  motm 
To  see  a  k>veJy  infant  bora ;    ♦ 
A  boy  in  yonder  isle  below, 
So  like  my  own  wHhoot  his  bow, 
By  beauty  could  your  heart  be  won,, 
You'4  swear  it  is  Apollo^  son : 
But  it  shall  ne'er.  be  said  a  child 
So  nopeful  bas  by  me  been  spoiPd  ^ 
I  have  enough  besides  to  spare, 
And  gire  him  wholly  to  your  care." 

Wisdom  fs  above  sospecting  wiles : 
The  queen  of  learnmg  gravely  smiles^ 
Down  from  Olympus  comes  with  joy, 
Mistakes  Vanessa  for  a  boy ; 
Then  sows  within  her  tender  nund 
Seeds  long  unknown  to  woman-kiad  ^ 
For  manly  bosoms  chiefly  fit,* 
Tbe  seeds  of  knowledge,  jadgment,  wit. 
Her  soul  was  suddeniy  endued 
With  justice,  truth,  and  fortitode  ; 
With  honour,  which  no  breath  can  smin^ 
Which  malice  mnst  attack  in  Tam  i 
With  open  heart  and  tounfteous  band. 
But  Pallas  berę  was  at  a  stand; 
She  knew,  in  our  degenerate  days, 
Barę  virtue  could  not  Yrre  on  praise  ; 
That  meat  must  be  whh  money  booght  * 
She  therefore,  upon  second  thoue^it, 
Infus'd,  yet  as  it  were  by  ssealth, 
Some  smali  regard  for  state  and  weaJth  'K 
Of  which,  as  sba  grew  up,  there  said 
A  tinctare  in  the  pnsdent  maid : 


CADENUS  AMD  YANES&A. 


W 


She  manag'd  her  estate  with  care, 
Yet  lik'd  three  footmen  to  her  chair. 
Bat,  lest  he  t hould  neglect  his  stadies 
Like  a  young  heir,  the  thrifty  goddess 
(For  fear  young  master  should  be  spoiPd) 
Would  use  him  like  a  younger  child  5 
And,  after  long  computing,  found 
'Twould  come  to  just  five  thousand  ponnd. 

The  queen  of  love  was  pteas'd,  and  proud* 
To  see  Vanessa  thus  endow'd  : 
She  doubted  Dot  but  such  a  damę 
Through  every  breast  would  dart  a  flame  ; 
That  every  rich  and  lordly  swain 
With  pride  would  drag  about  her  chain ; 
That  scholars  would  forsake  their  books, 
To  study  bright  Vaoessa's  looks ; 
As  she  adrancM,  that  woman-kind 
Would  by  her  model  form  their  mind, 
And  all  their  conduct  would  be  try'd 
By  her,  as  an  unerring  guide; 
Offending  daughters  orV  would  hear 
Vanessa's  praise  rung  in  their  ear: 
Miss  Betty,  when  she  does  a  mult, 
Lets  fali  her  knife,  or  spills  the  salt, 
Will  thus  be  by  her  mother  chid, 
•«  Tb  what  Vanesaa  never  did  !" 
"  Thus  by  the  nymphs  and  swains  ador'd, 
My  power  shall  be  again  restorM, 
And  happy  lovers  blew  my  reign— *' 
So  Yenus  hop'd,  but  hopM  in  ▼ain. 

For  when  in  time  the  martial  maid 
Found  out  the  trick  that  Venus  play*d, 
She  shakes  her  belm,  she  knits  her  brows, 
And,  fir*d  with  mdignation,  tows, 
Totnorrow,  ere  the  setting  sun, 
She'd  all  undo  that  she  had  done. 

But  in  the  poets  we  may  find 
A  wholesome  law,  time  out  of  mind, 
Had  beeh  confirm'd  by  fate's  decree, 
That  gods,  of  whatsoe*er  degree, 
Resume  not  what  themselves  have  groen, 
Or  any  brother-god  in  Heayen ; 
Which  keeps  the  peace  among  the  gods, 
Or  they  must  always  be  at  odds : 
And  Pallas,  if  she  brokc  the  lawa, 
Must  yield  her  fbe  the  stwmger  cause  ; 
A  shame  to  one  so  much  ador'd 
For  wiadom  at  Joye^s  conncil-board. 
gesides,  she  fearM  the  qneen  of  love 
Woold  meet  with  better  friends  abore. 
And  though  she  must  with  grief  reflect, 
To  see  a  martal  virgin  deck'd 
With  graceshitherto.  unknown 
To  female  breasts,  eseept  her  own j 
Yet  she  would  act  as  best  hecame 
A  goddess  ofnnspoĄedame. 
She  knew,  by  augory  dhrine, 
Yenus  would  mil  in  her  design: 
She  stndyM  well  the  point,  and  found 
Her  fbe's  concluskms  were  not  sound, 
From  premises  erroneous  brought; 
And  therefore  the  dednction  's  nought, 
And  must  bare  contrary  eftects 
To  what  her  treacherous  foe  ezpecta, 

In  proper  season  Pallas  meets 
The  queen  of  lote,  whom  thus  she  greets 
(For  gods,  we  are  by  Homer  told, 
Gan  in  celestial  langnage  scold) : 
"Perfidious  goddess  !  but  in  yain 
Voq  form'd  this  projeet  in  your  brain  ; 
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A  projeet  for  thy  talents  ftt, 

With  much  deceit  and  little  wit 

Thou  hast,  as  thou  shalt  ąuickry  see, 

Deceiv'd  thyself,  instead  of  me  : 

For  how  can  beavenly  wisoom  prove 

An  instrument  to  earthly  love  ? 

Know'st  thou  not  yet,  that  men  commence 

Thy  rotaries,  for  want  of  sense  ? 

Nor  shall  Vanessa  be  tbe  theme 

To  manage  thy  aborttve  scheme : 

She'11  prove  the  greatest  of  thy  foes ; 

And  yet  I  scorn  to  interpose, 

But,  usingneither  skill  nor  force, 

Leave  all  things  to  their  natural  course." 

The  goddess  thus  pronounc'd  her  doom  : 
When  lo !  Vanessa  in  her  bloom 
Advanc'd,  like  Atalanta's  star, 
But  rarely  seen,  and  seen  from  far : 
In  a  new  world  with  caution  stept, 
Watoh'd  all  the  company  she  kept, 
Weil  knowing,  from  the  books  she  read, 
What  dangerous  patiu  young  virgins  tread  : 
Would  seldom  at  the  park  appear, 
Nor  saw  the  play-house  twice  a  year; 
Yet,  not  inenrious,  was  inclin}d 
To  know  the  converse  of  mankind. 

First  issued  from  pcrfumer's  shops, 
A  crowd  of  nuhionablefops : 
They  ask'd  her,  how  she  likM  the  play  ; 
Tben  told  the  tattle  of  the  day  j 
A  duel  fought  last  night  at  two, 
About  a  lady— you  know  who ; 
MentionM  a  new  Italian  come 
EHher  from  MuscOTy  or  Romę ; 
Gave  hints  of  who  and  who*s  together ; 
Tben  fell  a  talking  of  the  weather  ; 
Łast  night  was  so  crtremely  fine, 
The  ladies  waik'd  till  after  nine  ; 
Then,  in  soft  voice  and  speech  absurd, 
With  nonsense  every  second  word, 
With  fustran  from  exploded  plays, 
They  celebrate  her  beauty's  praise  $ 
Run  o'er  their  cant  of  stupid  lies, 
And  tell  the  murders  of  her  eyes. 

With  silent  scorn  Yanessa  sat, 
Scarce  listening  to  their  kile  chat ; 
Further  than  sometimes  by  a  frown, 
When  they  grew  pert,  to  puli  them  down. 
At  last  she  spitefully  was  bent 
To  try  their  wisdomt  fuli  estent ; 
And  said  she  valued  nothing  less 
Than  titles,  figurę,  shape  and  dress; 
That  merit  should  be  cbiefly  plac'd 
In  judgment,  knowledge,  wit,  and  taste  ; 
And  these,  she  ofierM  to  dispute, 
Alone  distinguishM  man  from  bnite : 
That  present  timeś  have  no  pretence 
To  virtoe9  in  the  noble  sense 
By  Greeks  and  Romans  uoderstood, 
To  perish  for  our  country1*  good. 
She  nam'd  the  ancient  heroes  rouod, 
£zplain'd  for  what  they  were  renown'd; 
llien  spoke  with  censnre  or  applause 
Of  foreign  customs,  rites,  and  laws ; 
Threugh  naturę  and  through  art  she  raBg*d, 
And  gracefully  her  subject  chang'd; 
In  vain !  her  bearers  had  no  share 
In  all  she  spoke,  exoept  to  stare. 
Their  judgment  was,  npon  the  wbóle, 
— ^  That  lady  is  the  dulleat  sool  !«-M 
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Then  tipt  their  forehead  in  a  jeer, 
M  who  should  say— "  She  wants  it  here ! 
She  may  be  handsome,  young,  and  rich, 
But  nonę  will  barn  ber  for  a  witch !" 
A  party  next  of  glittering  dames, 
From  round  the  purlieus  of  St.  James, 
Came  early,  out  of  pure  good-will, 
To  seetbe  girl  in  dishabille. 
Their  clamour,  ligbting  from  their  cbain, 
Grew  louder  all  the  way  up  stairs ; 
At  entrance  loudest,  where  they  found 
The  room  wjth  volumes  litter'd  round* 
Vanessa  held  Montaigne,  and  read, 
Whilst  Mrs.  Susan  combd  her  head. 
They  calledfor  teą  and  chocolate, 
And  fell  into  their  usual  chat, 
Discoursing,  with  important  face. 
On  ribbons,  fans,  and  gloves,  and  lace  ; 
Show'd  patterns  just  from  India  brought, 
And  gravely  ask'd  her  what  she  thought, 
Whether  the  red  or  green  were  bcst, 
And  what  they  cost  ?  Yanessa  guess'd, 
As  came  into  ber  fancy  first ; 
Nam'd  half  the  rates,  and  lik*d  the  worst 
To  scandal  next — ((  What  awkward  thing 
Was  that  last  Suuday  in  the  ring  ? 
I*m  sorry  Mopsa  breaks  so  fest  j 
I  said,  her  face  would  nerer  last. 
Gorinna,  with  that  youthful  air, 
Is  thirty,  and  a  bit  to  spare : 

Her  fbndness  for  a  certain  earl 

Began  when  I  was  but  a  girl ! 

Phillis,  who  but  a  month  ago 

Was  manryłd  to  the  Tunbridge-beau, 

I  saw  coqnetting  fother  night 

In  public  with  that  odious  knight  \n 
They  rally'd  next  Vanessa's  dress : 

•*  That  gown  was  madę  for  oki  queen  Bess. 

Bear  madam,  let  me  sec  your  head : 

Bon't  you  intend  to  put  on  red  ? 

A  petticoat  without  a  hoop ! 

Sarę,  you  are  nqt  asham'd  to  stoop ! 

With  handsome  garters  at  your  knees, 

No  matter  what  a  fellow  sees." 

FuTd  with  disdain,  with  ragę  ioflam'd, 

Both  of  herself  and  sex  asbamM, 

The  nymph  stood  silent  out  of  spite, 

Kor  woul4  youchsafe  to  set  them  right. 

A  way  the  fair  detractors  went. 

And  gave  by  turns  their  censures  Tent. 

She  *s  not  so  handsome  in  my  eyes : 

For  wit,  I  wondęr  where  it  lies  ! 

"  She  's  fair  and  clean,  and  that  *s  the  most : 

But  why  proclaim  her  for  a  toast  ? 

A  baby  face ;  no  life,  no  airs, 

But  what  she  learn'd  at  country-fairs ; 

Scarce  knows  wbatdifference  is  between 

Rich  Planders  lace  and  colberteen. 

1'11  undertake,  my  little  Nancy 

In  flounces  hath  a  better  fancy ! 

With  all  her  wit,  I  would  not  ask 

Her  judgment,  bow  to  buy  a  mask. 

We  beggM  ber  but  to  patch  her  face, 

She  never  hit  one  proper  place'; 

Which  every  girl  at  five  years  old 

Can  do  as  soon  as  she  is  told. 

I  own,  that  out-of-fashion  stuff 

Becomes  the  ereature  well  enough. 

The  girl  might  pass,  if  we  could  get  her 

To  know  the  wojld  ą  little  better."      ^ 


(To  know  the  uorld !  a  modern  pbrase 
For  vbits,  ombre,  balls,  and  plays.) 

Thus,  to  the  world*s  perpetual  shaim\ 
The  queen  of  beauty  lost  ber  aim  ; 
Too  late  with  grief  she  understood, 
Pallas  bad  done  morę  harm  than  good  y 
For  great  examples  are  but  vain, 
Where  ignoranoe  begets  disdain. 
Both  sexesarm'd  with  guik  and  spita, 
Against  Vanessa's  power  unitę  :  - 
To  copy  her,  few  nymphs  aspir*d  ; 
Her  virtues  fewer  swains  admir'd. 
So  stara  beyund  a  certain  beight 
Give  mortals  neither  beat  nor  light. 

Yet  some  of  either  sex,  euaWd 
With  gifU  superior  to  the  crowd, 
With  virtue,  knowledge,  taste,  and  wit, 
She  condescettfed  to  admit : 
With  pleasing  arta  she  could  reduce 
Men's  talents  to  their  proper  use  ; 
And  with  address  each  genios  bdd 
To  that  wberem  it  most  eacceird ; 
Thus,  making  others'  wisdom  known, 
Could  please  thejn,  and  improre  ber  own* 
A  modest  youth  said  something  new  j 
Sbe  płac'd  it  in  the  strongest  view. 
AU  humble  worth  she  strore  to  raise ; 
Would  not  be  prais'd,  yet  lov'd  to  prawe. 
The  learncd  met  with  free  approach, 
Although  they  came  not  in.a  coach : 
Some  clergy  too  sbe  would  allow, 
Nor  quarrel'd  at  their  awkward  bow ; 
But  this  was  for  Cadenus'  sake, 
A  gownman  of  a  dinerent  make ; 
Whom  Pallas,  once  Vanessa's  tutor, 
Had  fix'd  on  for  ber  coadjutor. 

But  Cupid,  fuli  of  mischief,  long* 
To  vindicate  his  mothert  wrangs^ 
Oh  Pallas  all  attempts  are  vajn: 
One  way  he  knows  to  gira  her  pain  \ 
Vows  on  Vanesta'8  heart  to  take 
Due  Tengeance,  for  her  p*tron's  sake. 
Tbose  early  sęeds  by  Venus  sown, 
In  spite  o£  Pallas,  now  wese  grown ; 
And  Cupid  hopM  they  would  improre 
By  time,  and  ripen  into  love. 
The  boy  madę  use  of  all  bis  craft, 
In  yain  discharging  many  a  shaft, 
Pointcd  at  colonels,  lords,  and  beaus : 
Cadenus  warded  ofl%  the  blows ; 
For,  placing  still  some  book  betwizt, 
The  darts  were  in  the  cotfer  fix'd, 
Or,  often  blunted  and  recoil*d, 
On  Plutarch^s  ft^orąls  struck,  were  spoil*d* 

The  queen  of  wisdom  oould  foresee, 
But  not  prevent  the  Fates*  decree : 
And  human  cąutkm  tries  in  vain 
To  break  that  adamantine  chain. 
Vanessa,  though  by  Pallas  taugfat, 
By  Lure  invulnerable  thought, 
Se^rching  in  books  for  wisdom^s  aid, 
Was,  in  the  very  searoh,  betray^d. 

Cupid,  though  all  his  darts  were  lost, 
Yet  still  resol?'d  to  spare  no  cost .» 
He  could  not  answer  to  his  famę 
The  triumphs  of  that  stubborn  damę, 
A  n3rmph  so  bard  to  be  subdued, 
Who  neither  was  ooqoette  nor  prude. 
"  I  fiod/>  said  he,  "  she  wants  a  doetor 
Both  to  adore  her.  and  instruct  ber ; 
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|*U  gore  ber  wbat  she  most  admires, 

Among  those  venerable  sires, 

Cadenus  u  a  subject  fit, 

Grown  oki  in  poUtics  aod  wit, 

Careas'd  by  ministers  of  stale, 

Of  balf  mankind  the  dread  and  hate. 

Whate^er  vexations  love  attend, 

She  need  no  rivala  apprehend* 

Her  sex,  witb  unwersal  voice, 

Must  laagh  at  her  capricious  choice.n 

Cadenus  many  tbing*  bad  writ : 
Vanessa.  much  e*teem'd  his  wit, 
Aod  calTd  for  his  poetię  worka  : 
Mean  time  the  boy  in  secret  lurks ; 
And,  while  the  book  was  io  her  band, 
The  urchin  from  his  private  stand 
Took  aim,  and  thot  witb  ail  his  strength 
A  dart  of  such  prodigious  length, 
lt  piercM  the  fceble  rolume  through, 
And  deep  tran*nx'd  ber  bosom  too. 
Some  lines,  morę  moring  than  the  rest, 
Stack  to  the  point  that  pierc'd  her  breast, 
And,  borne  directly  to  the  heart, 
With  pains  unknown,  increas'd  ber  smart, 

Yanessa,  not  in  years  a  score, 
Preams  of  a  gown  of  fbrty-four  j 
Imaginary  charmscan  find 
In  eyes  with  reading  almost  blind : 
Cadenus  now  no  morę  appeare 
DeclinM  in  beaith,  adrancM  in  years, 
She  fancies  musie  in  his  tongue ; 
&o  farther  laoks,  but  thinks  him  young, 
What  mariner  is  not  a/raid 
To  veuture  in  a  sbip  decay'd  ? 
What  planter  will  attempt  to  yoka 
A  saplmg  with  a  miting  oak  ? 
As  years  inerease,  she  brigbter  thines : 
Cadenus  witb  each  day  declines  i 
Ąa&  he  must  mil  a  prey  to  time, 
While  she  continues  in  her  prime. 

Cadenus,  common  forms  apart, 
In  erery  scenę  bad  kept  his  heart ; 
Bad  sigh'd  and  languish'd,  vow'd  and  writ, 
^br  pastime,  or  to  show  bis  wit 
But  books,  and  time,  and  state  afiairs, 
Bad  spoiTd  his  mshionable  airs : 
He  now  could  praise,  esteem,  approve, 
But  nnderstood  not  what  was  love. 
Bis  conduct  might  bave  madę  him  styPd 
A  father,  and  the  nymph  his  child, 
That  innocent  delight  he  took 
To  see  the  rirgin  mind  her  book, 
Was  but  the  master**  secret  joy 
In  school  to  hear  the  finest  boy. 
Ber  knowledge  with  her  fancy  grew  $ 
She  hourly  press'd  for  something  new  j 
Jdeat  came  into  her  mind 
80  mat,  his  lessom  lagg'd  behind ; 
She  reason'd,  without  plodding  long, 
Kor  erer  gave  ber  judgment  wrong. 
But  now  a  sudden  change  was  wrought  : 
She  minds  no  kmger  what  he  taught. 
Cadenus  wa*  amaz'd  to  fiod 
Soch  marks  of  a  distracted  mind : 
for,  though  she  seem'd  to  listen  morę 
To  all  he  spoke,  than  e'er  before, 
He  found  ber  thoughts  would  absent  rangę, 
Yet  gneat'd  not  whence  could  spring  the  change. 
And  first  he  modestly  conjectures 
Mis  minii  might  be  thr'd'with  lectures ; 


Which  help'd  to  mortify  his  pride, 

Yet  gave  him  not  the  heart  to  chide : 

But,  in  a  miki  dejected  strain, 

At  last  he  rentnrtl  to  complain ; 

Said,  she  shouldbe  no  longer  teas'd, 

Might  bave  her  freedom  wben  she  pleas'd; 

Was  now  convinc'd  he  acted  wrong. 

To  hide  her  from  the  worłd  so  long, 

And  in  duli  studies  to  engage 

One  of  her  tender  sex  and  age; 

That  every  nymph  with  envy  ownM, 

How  she  might  shine  in  the  grand  monde^ 

And  every  shepherd  was  undone 

To  see  ber  cloisterM  like  a  nun, 

This  was  a  róionary  scheme : 

He  wak'd,  and  found  it  but  a  dream  j 

A  project  far  above  his  skill ; 

For  naturę  must  be  naturę  stilL 

If  he  were  bolder  than  became 

A  scholar  to  a  oourtly  damę, 

Sbe  might  eacuse  a  man  of  letters  ; 

Thus  tutora  often  treat  their  betters  ; 

And,  sińce  his  talk  offensive  grew, 

He  came  to  take  his  kast  adieu. 

Vanessa,  fill'd  with  just  distlain, 
Would  stilt  herdignity  maintain, 
Instrncted  from  ber  early  years 
To  scorn  the  art  of  fornale  tears. 

Had  be  employ'd  his  time  so  long 
To  teach  her  what  was  right  and  wrong  \ 
Yet  could  such  notions  entertain 
That  all  his  lectures  were  in  vain  ? 
She  own'd  the  wandering  of  her  thoughts  ; 
But  he  must  answer  for  her  foults. 
She  well  remembered,  to  her  cost, 
That  all  hU  Iessons  were  not  lost 
Two  majom*  she  could  still  produce, 
And  sad  experience  taught  their  use  ; 
T^at  Tirtue,  pleas'd  by  being  sbown, 
Knows  nothing  which  it  dares  not  own ; 
Can  make  us  without  fear  disclose 
Our  inmost  secrets  to  our  foes : 
That  common  forms  were  not  designM 
Directort  to  a  noble  mind. 
"  Now,"  said  the  nymph,  "  to  let  you  see 
My  actions  with  your  rules  agree  x 
That  I  can  vulgar  forms  despise, 
And  have  no  secrets  to  disguise ; 
1  knew,  by  what  you  said  and  writ, 
How  dangerous  things  were  men  of  wit  j 
You  caution'd  me  against  their  charms, 
Bnt  never  gave  me  equal  arms; 
Your  Iessons  found  the  weakest  part, 
Aim'd  at  the  head,  but  reach'd  the  heart," 

Cadenus  feh  within  him  rise 
Shame,  disappointmeot,  guilt,  surprae. 
He  knew  not  how  to  reconcile 
Such  language  with  her  usual  style  : 
And  yet  her  words  were  so  express'd, 
He  could  not  hope  sbe  spoke  in  jest, 
His  thoughts  had  wholly  been  confi^d 
To  form  and  cultivate  ber  mind. 
He  hardly  knew,  till  be  was  told, 
Whether  the  nymph  were  young  or  old  ; 
Had  met  her  in  a  public  place, 
Without  distmguishing  her  foce  : 
Mach  less  could  bis  declining  age 
Yanessa^  eaiiiest  thoughts  engage  ; 
AnóV  if  ber  youth  indi&rence  met, 
His  person  most  cootempt  beget : 
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Or,  grant  her  paasjon  be  smcere, 
How  shall  hi*  innocence  be  elear  ? 
Appearancea  were  all  so  strong, 
Tbe  world  must  thiok  him  m  the  wtoag ; 
Would  say,  he  madę  a  treacberous  use 
Of  wit,  to  flatter  and  seduce : 
The  town  would  swear,  he  had  betray'd 
By  magie  spells  the  harmless  maki : 
And  every  beau  would  have  his  jokes, 
Thal  scholara  were  like  other  folks  j 
Aad,  when  Platonie  flights  were  over, 
The  tutor  turn'd  a  mortal  lover  1 
So  tender  of  the  young  and  fair ! 
It  sbow'd  a  tnie  paternal  care— 
Five  tbousand  guineas  in  her  pursc  ! 
Tbe  doctor  migot  have  fancy4)  worse.— 

Hardly  at  length  he  silence  broke, 
And  faulterM  every  word  he  spoke; 
Interpretuig  her  cemplaisance, 
Just  as  a  man  tan*  contćquence. 
She  rallied  well,  he  always  knew  : 
H^r  manner  now  was  somethrog  new; 
And  what  she  spoke  was  in  an  air 
As  serious  as  a  tragic  player. 
But  those  who  aim  at  rkficule 
Should  fbc  upon  some  certain  nile, 
Which  feirry  hints  they  are  in  jest, 
Elsę  he  must  enter  his  protest : 
For,  let  a  man  be  ne'er  so  wise, 
He  may  be  caught  with  sober  lies ; 
A  science  which  he  never  taught, 
And,  to  be  free,  was  dearly  bought $ 
For,  take  it  in  its  proper  ligbt, 
*TSs  just  what  coscombs  cali  a  bite. 

But,  not  to  dwell  on  things  minutę, 
Vanesaa  finish'd  the  dispute, 
Brooght  weighty  arguments  to  prove 
TTjat  reason  was  her  guide  in  lorę. 
She  thought  he  had  himself  describM, 
His  doctrmes  when  she  fint  jmbib'4 : 
What  he  had  planted  now  was  grown  ; 
His  rirtues  she  might  cali  her  own ; 
As  be  approres,  as  be  dislikes, 
Lome  or  eontempt  her  lancy  strikes. 
Self-lore,  hi  naturę  rooted  fest, 
Attends  us  fint,  and  leares  us  last : 
Why  che  Ukes  him,  admire  not  at  her ; 
She  loves  herself,  and  that  *s  the  matter. 
How  was  her  tutor  wont  to  praise 
The  geniuses  of  ancient  days ! 
(Those  aothors  he  so  oft  had  nam'd, 
For  learning,  wit,  and  wisdom,  fam'd) 
Was  struck  with  lorę,  esteem,  and  awe, 
For  person*  whom  he  never  saw. 
Snppose  Gadenus  flourishM  then, 
He  must  adore  snob  godlike  men. 
If  one  short  vo!ume  conld  comprise 
AU  that  was  witty,  leanTd,  and  wise, 
How  would  it  be  esteem'd  and  read, 
Althongh  the  writer  long  were  dead  ! 
If  fuch  an  author  were  alive, 
How  all  would  for  his  friendship  striye, 
And  come  in  crowds  to  see  his  face ! 
And  this  she  takes  to  be  her  oase. 
Cadenus  answen  every  end, 
The  book,  the  author,  and  the  friend ; 
The  utmost  her  desires  will  reach, 
Is  but  to  learn  what  he  can  teach  i 
His  converse  is  a  system  fit 
Alcoetoffllupalfherwiti 


While  every  passion  of  her  mind 
In  him  is  centerM  and  confin'd. 

Łove  can  with  speech  inspire  a  mote^ 
And  taught  Vaneasa  to  dispute. 
This  topie,  nerer  toucfaM  before, 
Display'd  ber  eloquence  the  morę : 
Her  knowledge,  with  such  pains  acąuirM* 
By  this  new  passion  grew  inspirM ; 
Through  this  she  madę  all  objects  pass, 
Which  gave  a  tincture  o'er  the  mass ; 
As  rive»,  though  they  bend  and  twine, 
Still  to  the  sea  their  course  incline  $ 
Or,  as  philosophen,  who  find 
Some  fiwourite  system  to  their  mind, 
In  erery  point  to  make  it  fit, 
Will  furce  all  naturę  to  submit 

Cadenus,  who  could  ntfer  suspect 
His  lessons  would  bave  such  efiect, 
Or  be  so  attfully  applyM, 
Insensibly  came  on  her  aide. 
It  was  an  unforeseen  event ; 
Hiings  took  a  tura  he  nerer  meant 
Whoe*er  ezeels  in  what  we  prute, 
Appears  a  hero  in  our  eyes : 
Each  girl,  when  pfeasM  with  what  ts  tangu** 
Will  hare  the  teacher  in  ner  thought 
When  Miss  delights  in  her  spranet, 
A  fiddler  may  a  fortunę  ret; 
A  blockhead,  with  melodious  wice, 
In  boarding-sebools  may  have  his  cbotce  ; 
And  oft'  the  dancing-mastert  art 
Climbs  from  the  toe  to  touch  the  heart 
In  learning  let  a  nymph  deligbt, 
The  pedant  gets  a  mistress  by  t. 
Cadenus,  to  his  grief  and  shame, 
Could  scarce  oppose  Vanessa's  flame  ; 
And,  though  her  arguments  were  strong,. 
At  leaat  could  hardly  wish  them  wrong. 
Howe*er  it  came,  he  could  not  tell, 
But  surę  she  nerer  talkM  so  weU. 
His  pride  began  to  interpose; 
PreferrU  before  a  crowd  of  beaus ! 
So  bright  a  nymph  to  come  unsought ! 
Such  wonder  by  nit  merit  wrought ! 
Tis  merit  must  with  her  prevail ! 
He  nerer  knew  her  judgment  fail ! 
She  noted  all  she  ever  read  I 
And  had  a.most  discerning  head  ? 

Tis  an  óld  nuuum  in  the  achoołs, 
>That  fiattery  's  the  food  of  fbols, 
Yet  now  and  then  your  men  of  wit 
Will  condescend  to  take  a  bit 

So,  when  Cadenus  could  not  hide, 
He  chose  to  justify,  his  pride  ; 
Construing  the  passion  she  had  thown. 
Much  to  her  praise,  morę  to  his  owa. 
Naturę  m  him  had  merit  placłd, 
In  her  a  most  judicious  taste. 
Love,  hhherto  a  transient  guest, 
Ne'er  hetd  possession  of  his  breast; 
So  long  attending  at  tbe  gate, 
DisdainM  to  enter  m  so  lite. 
Lote  why  do  we  one  passion  cali, 
When  'tis  a  componnd  of  them  all  ? 
Wherehot  and  cold,  whereaharp  and  swest^ 
In  all  their  eonipages  meet ; 
Where  pleasures  mix*d  with  pains  appear* 
Sorrow  with  joy,  and  bope  with  fear  ^ 
Wherein  his  dignity  and  age 
Forbid  Cadenus  to  engage, 
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Slot  rnebdshtp,  in  its  greatest  heigbt, 
A  constant,  ratkmal  delight, 
On  virtue's  basis  fix'd  to  Ust, 
Whcn  love  allurements  long  are  past, 
Which  gently  warros,  but  cannot  barn, 
He  gladly  oflers  in  return ; 
His  want  of  pession  will  redeem 
'With  gratitude,  respect,  esteera  ; 
With  that  derotion  we  bestow, 
When  goddeases  appear  below. 

While  thus  Cadenus  entertams 
Vanesaa  in  exalted  strains, 
The  nympb  in  aober  words  entreats 
A  truce  with  all  gublime  conceits  : 
For  why  soch  raptures,  flights,  and  fancie*, 
To  ner  who  durst  not  read  romancea  ? 
Id  k>fty  style  to  make  replies, 
Which  he  bad  taught  her  to  despise  ? 
Bat  when  her  tutor  will  affect 
Devot»n,  duty,  and  respect, 
He  rairly  abdicates  the  throne ; 
The  gorernment  U  now  her  own  ; 
He  bas  a  forfeiture  incurr'd ; 
She  rows  to  take  him  at  his  word, 
And  hopes  he  will  not  think  it  strange, 
If  both  ghould  now  their  stations  change. 
The  nympb  will  harc  her  tum  to  be 
The  tutor  ;  and  the  pupil,  he  : 
Though  she  already  can  discern        v 
Her  scholar  w  not  apt  to  learn  $ 
Or  wanta  capacity  to  reach 
The  science  she  designs  to  teach  s 
Wherein  his  genius  was  below 
The  skill  of  every  common  beau, 
Who,  though  he  cannot  apeli,  is  wise 
Enough  to  read  a  Iady's  eyes, 
And  will  each  accidental  glance 
Interpset  for  a  kind  advance. 

But  what  success  Vauessa  met, 
Ib  to  the  world  a  secret  yet. 
Wbether  the  nympb,  to  please  her  twain, 
Talks  in  a  bigh  romantic  strain ; 
Or  wbether  he  at  last  descends 
To  act  with  less  seraphic  ends ; 
Or,  to  compouad  the  business,  wbether 
1%ey  temper  love  and  books  together ; 
Mutt  nerer  to  maakind  be  told, 
Nor  shall  the  consckma  Mose  untold. 

Meantime  the  mournful  qu*en  of  love 
Led  but  a  weary  lrfe  abore. 
She  rentures  now  to  tarte  the  skiea, 
ferown  by  Yaneasa*  condiict  wise : 
Por,  though  by  one  perrerse  event 
IfeUas  bad  croasM  ber  fint  intent; 
Though  ber  design  was  not  obutinM  ; 
Yet  bad  she  much  esrperience  gain'd, 
And  by  the  project  rainly  tryłd, 
Could  better  now  the  cause  decide. 
She  gate  due  notice,  that  both  partie*, 
Carom  r*gina,pra&die  Martis, 
Should  at  their  peril,  withoot  fail, 
Oome  aud  appear,  and  save  thek  hail. 
Ali  met;  and,  silence thrice  proclainYd, 
One  lawyer  to  each  side  was  namU 
The  judge  <fiecorer'd  in  her  face 
Resentments  for  her  late  disgrace  ; 
And,  fali  of  anger,  shame,  and  grief, 
Directed  them  to  miad  their  brief, 
Nor  spend  their  time  to  show  their  reading; 
SbaM  baw  a  aonmary  proceedhłt> 


She  gatherM  under  erery  head 
The  sum  of  what  each  lawyer  sald, 
Gave  her  own  reasons  last,  and  then 
Decreed  the  cause  against  the  men. 

But,  in  a  weighty  cate  like  this, 
To  show  she  did  not  judge  amias, 
Which  evil  tongues  might  else  report, 
She  madę  a  speech  in  open  court, 
Wherein  she  grievously  complains, 
"  How  she  was  cheated  by  the  swains; 
On  whose  petition  (humbly  sfaowing, 
That  womea  were  not  wortb  the  wooing. 
And  tbat,  unless  the  sex  would  mend, 
The  race  .of  lovere  soon  must  end)— 
She  was  at  Lord  knows  what  expense 
To  form  a  nympb  of  wit  and  sense, 
A  model  for  her  sex  deaignM, 
Wbo  nerer  could  one  lover  fmd. 
She  saw  her  farour  was  misplactt  ; 
The  fellows  had  a  wretchcd  taste ; 
She  needs  must  tell  them  to  their  fcce, 
They  were  a  stupid,  senseless  race ; 
And,  were  she  to  begin  again, 
Sbe  M  study  to  reform  the  men  ; 
Or  add  some  grains  of  tblły  morę 
To  xmmen,  tban  they  had  before, 
To  put  them  on  an  equal  foot ; 
And  this,  or  nothing  else,  would  do  't. 
This  might  their  mutual  fancy  strike, 
Since  every  bemg  lores  its  like, 

"  But  now,  repenttng  what  was  done, 
She  left  all  business  to  her  son ; 
Sbe  puts  tbe  world  in  his  posseasion, 
And  let  him  use  H  at  discretion." 

Tbe  cryer  was  orderM  to  dismiss 
The  court,  so  madę  his  last  O  yet ! 
The  goddets  would  no  longer  wait ; 
But,  rising  from  her  chan*  of  state, 
Left  all  below  at  she  and  seren, 
HarneaaM  her  dovea,  and  flew  to  Hearen. 


TO  LOVK  K 


In  all  I  wish,  how  happy  should  I  be, 
Thou  grand  deluder,  were  it  not  for  thee ! 
So  weak  thou  art,  that  fools  thy  power  despiae ; 
And  yet  so  slrohg,  thou  triumph'it  o'er  the  wise. 
Thy  traps  are  laid  with  such  peculiar  art, 
They  catch  the  cautious,  let  the  rash  depart 
Most  nets  are  filIM  by  want  of  thought  and  care : 
But  too  much  thinking  brings  us  to  thy  snare  > 
Where,  beld  by  thee,  in  slarery  we  stay, 
And  turów  the  pleasing  part  of  life  away. 
But,  wftat  does  most  my  indignation  move, 
DiscretJon !  thou  wert  n^er  a  friend  to  loye  .• 
Thy  chief  delight  is  to  defeat  those  aits, 
By  which  he  kindles  mutual  flames  in  hearte  j 
While  the  Wind  loitering  god  is  at  bis  play, 
Thou  steal'st  his  golden-pointed  darta  away  $ 
Those  darta  which  nerer  fail ;  and  in  their  stead 
Oonrey^st  malignant  arrows  tipt  with  lead : 
The  heedless  god,  suspecting  no  deceits, 
Shoota  on,  and  thmks  he  bas  done  wondrous  feats; 
But  the  poor  nympb  who  feelt  her  ritala  buru, 
And  from  her  ahcphanj  can  find  no  return, 

^  Pouud  in  Mbs  Vaoho»righ»8  d«k,  aftor  her 
\  death,  hi  the  hand-writingof  Dr.  Swift. 
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Soch  as  we  mioten,  with  ragouts  unstor'd, 
Will,  in  defiance  of  the  law,  aflbrd.* 
Quit  thy  patrols  with  Toby'8  Christmas-box, 
And  come  to  me  at  the  Two  Fighting  Cocks  ; 
Since  printing  by  subscription  now  is  grown, 
The  stalest,  idlest  cheat  about  the  town ; 
And  ev'n  Charles  Gildoo,  who,  a  papigt  bród, 
Has  an  alarm  against  that  worsbip  spread, 
Ii  practising  tho*e  beaten  paths  of  cruising. 
And  for  new  leró*  on  propoamla  musing. 

'Tis  true,  that  Bloomsbury-tquare's  a  noble  place : 
But  what  are  lofty  buiklings  in  thy  case  ? 
What  *s  a  fine  house  embellish'd  to  profusion, 
Where  shoulder-dabbers  are  in  execution  ? 
Or  whence  its  timorous  tenant  seldom  sallies, 
But  apprehensive  of  insulting  bailiffa  ? 
This  once  be  mindful  of  a  friends  adróe, 
And  ceaae  to  be  impnmdently  nice ; 
£xchange  the  prospects  that  delude  thy  sight, 
From  Highgate's  steep  asoent,  and  Hampstead's 

height, 
With  rerdant  sccnes,  that;  from  St  George's  field, 
Morę  dutable  and  safe  enjoyments  yield. 

Herę  I,  ev'n  [r  that  re'er  till  now  couW  find 
Ease  to  my  troubled  and  suspkńous  miud, 
But  ever  was  with  jealousies  possess'd, 
Am  m  a  state  of  indolence  and  rest ; 
Fearful  no  morę  of  Frenchmen  in  disguise, 
Nor  looking  upon  strangers  as  on  spies, 
But  quite  divested  of  my  farmer  spleen, 
Am  unprovok'd  without  and  calm  within  : 
And  here  I  'U  wait  thy  coming,  till  the  Sun 
Shall  its  diurnal  coarae  completely  run. 
Think  not  that  thon  of  sturdy  butt  shalt  fail : 
My  landlord'8  cellar  's  stockM  with  beer  and  ale, 
With  erery  aort  of  roalt  that  if  in  use, 
And  erery  county'8  generous  produce. 
The  ready  (for  here  Christian  faith  is  sick, 
Which  makes  us  seldom  trespass  upon  tick) 
Instantly  brings  the  choicest  Uquors  out, 
Whether  we  ask  for  home-brew'd  or  for  atout, 
For  mead  or  cider,  or,  with  dainties  fed, 
Ring  for  a  fiask  ortwo  of  white  or  red, 
Soch  as  the  drawer  will  not  fail  to  swear 
Was  drank  by  Pilkmgton  when  third  thne  mayor* 
That  name,  methinks,  so  popularly  known 
For  opposition  to  the  church  and  crown, 
Migfat  make  the  Lusitanian  grapę  to  pass, 
And  almost  give  a  sanetkm  to  the  glass ; 
Especialry  with  thee,  whose  hasty  zeai 
Against  the  late  rejećted  commerce-biU 
Madę  thee  rise  up,  like  an  aodacious  elf, 
To  Ho  the  speaker  honour,  not  thyself. 

But,  if  thon  soai^st  above  the  common  prices, 
By  virtue  of  subscription  to  thy  Crisis, 
And  nothing  can  go  down  with  thee,  but  wmes 
Press'd  from  Burgundian  and  Campanian  vines, 
Bid  them  be  brought;  for,  though  I  hatethe  French, 
I  Iow  their  Ikjuors,  as  thou  lov'st  a  wench ; 
Elsę  thou  must  humble  thy  expensrve  taste, 
And,  with  os,  hołd  contentment  for  a  feast 

The  fire^s  already  lighted ;  and  the  maid 
Has  a  clean  cloth  upon  the  table  laid, 
Who  never  on  a  Saturday  had  struck, 
But  for  thy  entertainment,  up  a  buck. 
Tfcmk  of  this  aet  ąf  grace,  włpch  by  your  leave 
Susan  woukl  not  hare  done  on  Easter  ere, 
Had  she  not  been  infonn'd  over  and  orer, 
Twa*  for  di'  ingenous  author  of  Tte  Lover. 


Cease  therefore  to  begofle  thyself  wfth  hopCS, 
Wbich  is  no  morę  than  making  sandy  ropea, 
And  quit  tbe  vain  punuit  of  loud  applause, 
That  must  bewilder  thee  in  raction's  cfrine. 
Pry'thee  what  ist  to  thee  who  guides  the  state  ? 
Why  Duokirk'8  demolition  is  so  late  i 
Or  why  her  majesty  thinks  fit  to  cease 
The  din  of  war,  and  hush  tbe  world  to  peace? 
The  clergy  too,  without  thy  aid,  can  tell 
What  tests  to  cboose,  and  on  what  topics  dwell ; 
And,  uninstructed  by  thy  babbling,  teach 
Their  flocks  oelestial  happiness  to  reach. 
Ratber  let  such  poor  souls  as  you  and  I 
Say  that  the  holydays  are  drawing  nigh, 
And  that  tomorrow's  sun  begins  the  week, 
Which  will  abound  with  storę  of  ale  and  cake, 
With  hams  of  bacon,  and  with  powderfl  beef, 
StufTd  to  ghre  ficld-itinerants  relie£ 

Then  I,  who  have  within  these  precincts  kepi. 
And  ne'er  beyond  the  Chimney-sweepers  stept, 
Will  take  a  loose,  and  venture  to  be  seeo, 
Since  *twill  be  Sunday,  upon  Shanktfs  green; 
There,  with  erected  looks  and  phrase  sublime, 
To  talk  of  unity  of  place  and  time, 
And  with  much  malice,  mix'd  with  little  satirea 
Exp!ode  the  wits  on  fother  side  oW  water. 

Why  has  my  lord  Godolphin's  special  grace 
!nvested  me  wku  a  queen's-waiter's  place, 
if  I,  debarrM  of  festiyal  delights, 
Am  not  alloWd  to  spend  the  perquisites? 
He  's  but  a  short  remove  from  being  mad, 
Who  at  a  time  of  jubilee  is  sad ; 
And,  like  a  grtpmg  nsurer,  does  epare 
His  mooey  to  be  aąuandertl  by  his  beir ; 
Flutter'd  away  in  liveries  and  in  coaches, 
And  wasby  aorts  of  feminine  debauches. 
As  for  my  part,  whate-'er  tbe  world  may  think, 
I  łH  bid  adieu  to  granty  and  drink; 
And  though  I  can't  put  off  a  woeful  mień, 
Will  be  all  mirth  and  cbeerfulncss  within : 
As,  in  despight  of  a  censorious  race, 
I  most  incontmently  suck  my  foce, 
What  migoty  projects  does  not  he  design, 
Whose  stomach  flows,  and  brain  turns  rouud  witt 

winę? 
Winę,  powerful  winę,  can  thaw  tbe  frozen  cit, 
And  fiuhion  bim  to  humour  and  to  wit ; 
Makes  eren  8»***  to  disclose  his  art, 
By  rąckmg  erery  secret  from  his  heart, 
As  he  flings  off  the  statesman^  sly  disguite, 
To  name  the  cuckoWs  wife  with  wbom  he  fies* 
Er*n  Saram,  when  he  quaf&  it  stead  of  ten, 
Fancies  himself  in  Canterbury^s  see ; 
And  S******>  when  he  carousing  reeb, 
Imagines  that  he  has  re?ain'd  tbe  seals : 
W******,  by  virtue  of  its  juice,  can  fight, 
And  Stanhope  of  commisskroers  make  light. 
Winę  gives  lord  William  aptitude  of  parta, 
And  swells  bim  with  bis  family's  deserts : 
Whom  can  it  not  make  eloąnent  of  speech  ? 
Wbom  in  extremest  poverty  not  rich> 
Since,  by  the  means  of  tbe  pferailing  grapę, 
Th****n  can  Lechmere*s  warmth  not  onły  ape, 
But,  half-seas  0'er,  by  its  inspiring  bounties, 
Can  qualify  himself  in  sereral  coonties. 
What  I  hare  promisvd,  thou  mayst  rest  assurM, 
Shatt  faithfully  and  gladly  be  procur*d. 
Nay,  I  *m  already  better  than  my  word- 
New  plates  and  knWes  adorn  the  jorial  boaid; 
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And ,  lest  Owm  at  their slght  shouldst  make  tn-y  foces, 
The  girl  bas  scower'd  the  pots,  and  wash'd  the  glasses, 
Ta'eo  care  s©  exce!Tentfy  weń  to  clean  'em, 
That  thou  mayst  see  thine  own  dear  picture  in  'em. 

Moreover,  dne  pro*  ision  bas  beeh  madę, 
That  cotweraation  may  not  be  betray'd  j 
I  have  no  company  but  wbat  is  proper 
To  sit  with  the  most  ftagrant  Whig  at  supper. 
There  's  not  a  man  amoo&thera  but  must  please, 
Since  they  're*  as  fike  each  other  as  are  peas. 
Toland  and  Hare  have  jołntly  sent  me  word, 
The/  Ml  come ;  and  Kennetthinks  to  make  a  third, 
Provided  be  'as  no  other  uwitation. 
From  men  of  greater  quality  and  station. 
Boom  will  for  Oldmisou  and  J— «  be  lefl ; 
But  their  discourses  smell  too  much  of  tbeft : 
There  would  be  no  abiding  in  the  rooin, 
Shoold  two  soch  ignorant  pretenders  come. 
Howerer,  by  this  trusty  bearer  write, 
If  I  should  any  other  scabs  invite $ 
Though  if  I  may  my  serious  judgment  give, 
I  'm  wfcolly  for  king  Cbarles's  number  five  : 
That  was  the  stint  in  which  that  monarcb  &c'd, 
Who  wouM  not  be  with  noisinesś  perp1ex'd : 
And  that,  ił  thou  'lt  agtce  to  thmk  it  bert, 
Shall  be  onr  tale  óf  heads,  without  one  other  guesi. 

I  'Te  nothing  morę,  now  this  is  said,  to  say, 
Akt  to*  reauest  thou  'H  instantly  away, 
And  leate  the  dnties  of  thy  present  post* 
To  some  wett-skilTd  retainer  to  a  host; 
Doubtkss  He  Ml  carefully  thy  place  snpply, 
And  0%r  his  grace**  horses  have  an  eye,         [once, 
While  thou,  who'st  srank  through  postern  morę  than 
Dost  by  that  raeaas  avotd  a  crowd  of  duns, 
And,  crossiog  o>r  the  Thames  at  Temple-stairs, 
Leartt  Philips  with  good  words  to  cheat  their  cars. 


TO  LORD  HARLEY, 

OK  HIS  MAmllACK,  1713. 

Amokc  the  numbers  who  employ 
Then:  tongues  and  pens  to  give  you  joy , 
Itear  Harley !  generous  youth,  admit 
What  friendship  dictates  morę  tban  wit 

Forgive  me,  when  I  fondly  thought 
(By  freąuent  óbservations  taught) 
A  spirit  so  rafonń'd  ss  yours 
Gould  new  prosper  in  amours. 
The  god  of  wit,  and  light,  and  arts, 
With  all  acauh^dand  nataral  parts, 
Whose  harp  coułd  sarage  beasts  encbant, 
Was  an  uufortunate  gailant. 
Had  Bacchus  after  Dapbne  reelM, 
The  nymph  had  soon  been  brought  to  yield : 
Or,  had  embroider'd  Mars  pursued, 
The  nymph  would  ne'cr  have  been  a*  prude. 
Ten  thonsand  footsteps,  fuli  in  view, 
Mark  out  the  way  where  Daphna  fle# : 
For  soch  is  all  the  serfs  flight, 
They  Hy  from  learrimg,  wit,  And  figfet : 
They  fly,  aod  nonę  cah  orertake 
BoŁsodfe  ptf  ccscomb,  or  *  rake. 

How  then,  dear  Harley,  coułd  I  guess 
That  you  shoold  meet,  m  love,  socceas  ? 
For,  if  tao*  antient  taks  be  tnie; 
Pbóbos  was  beaunjul  as  you  : 
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Yet  Daphne  never  slackM  her  p*ce, 
For  wit  and  learning  spoilM  his  foce. 
And,  sińce  the  same  rcsemblance  hołd 
In  gifts  wherein  you  both  excell'd, 
I  fancy'd  every  nymph  wonld  ruń 
From  you,  as  from  Latona's  son. 

Then  where,  said  I,  shall  Harlejr  flnd 
A  Tirgin  of  superior  mind, 
With  wit  and  vhtue  to  discover, 
And  pay  the  merit  of  her  lover  ? 

This  character  shall  Ca'endish  claim, 
Bora  to  retrieve  her  sex*s  fnme. 
The  chief  among  the  glittering  crowd, 
Of  titles,  birth,  and  fortunę  proud, 
(As  fools  are  insołent  and  vain) 
Madly  aspir'd  to  wear  her  cbain  : 
But  Pallas,  guardian  of  the  maid, 
Descending  to  her  charge's  aid, 
Held  out  Medusa's  snaky  lócks, 
Which  stupifyM  them  aU  to  stocfb*. 
The  nymph  with  indignation  riew^d 
The  duli,  the  noiey,  and  the  lewd : 
For  Pallas,  with  celestial  light, 
Had  purifyd  her  mortal  sight  j 
Show'd  her  the  virtues  all  combinM, 
Fresh  blooming,  in  yoiing  Har1ey's  mlfad. 

Terrestrial  nymphs,  by  fbrmer  arts, 
Display  their  various  nets  for  hearts : 
Their  looks  are  tli  by  method  set, 
When  to  be  prude,  aod  when  coauette; 
Yet,  wanting  skill  and  power  to  cbuse, 
Their  only  pride  is  to  refuse. 
But,  when  a  gnddess  would  bestow 
Her  love  on  some  bright  youth  helów, 
Round  all  the  Earth  shc  casts  her  eycsj 
And  then,  descending  from  the  skies, 
Makes  choice  of  him  she  fancies  best, 
And  bids  the  ravi«h'd  youth  be  bless^ 

Thns  the  bright  empress  of  the  mora 
Chose,  for  her  spouse,  a  mortal  bora: 
The  goddess  madę  adrances  fint ', 
Elsę  what  aspiring  bero  durst  ? 
Though,  like  a  Tirgin  of  fifleen, 
Sheblushes  when  by  mortals  seenj 
Still  blushes,  and  with  speed  retires, 
When  Sol  pnrsues  her  with  his  fires. 

Diana  tbus,  Heaven's  chastest  queen# 
Struck  with  Endymion'9  graceful  mień, 
Down  from  her  sihrer  chariot  came, 
And  to  the  shepherd  own'd  ber  flame, 

Tbus  Ca'endisht  as. Aurora  bright, 
And  chester  tban  the  queen  of  Night, 
Descended  from  her  sphere  to  flnd 
A  mortal  of  superior  kind. 


IN  SICKNESS. 


warmw  im  ułiławd,  ocrotslt)  171V 

Tu  trne— then  why  sbooW  1  repine 
To  see  my  life  so  fast  decline  ? 
But  why  obscurely  berę  alone, 
Where  am  I  neither  lor'd  nor  known  ? 
My  state  ofbeałth  nonę  care  to  leara; 
My  Ufo  is  here  no.  soul's  concern : 
Aod  tbose  withwhbm  I  now  conrerse, 
Without  a  tear  will  tend  my  beana, 
Dd 
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Remo*M  from  kind  Arbuthnofs  aid, 
Who  knows  his  art,  bat  not  his  trade, 
Preferring  his  regard  for  me 
Before  his  credit  or  his  fee. 
Sonie  formal  ™ts,  leoks,  and  words, 
What  merę  humanity  affords, 
I  meet  perhape  from  three  or  fbur, 
From  whom  I  ooce  expected  mon*: 
Which  those  who  tend  the  sick  for  p*y 
Can  act  as  decently  aa  they. 
But  no  pbliging  tender  friend 
To  help  at  my  approacbing  fod, 
My  lirę  is  now  a  burden  grown 
To  othen,  ere  it  be  my  owo. 

Ye  formal  weepers  for  the  sick, 
In  your  last  offices  be  quick ; 
And  spare  my  absent  friends  the  grief 
To  hear,  yet  give  me  no  relief; 
EspirMto-day,  intombM  tomorrow, 
When  known,  will  save  a  double  sorrow. 


THE  FABLE  OF  THE  BITCHES. 

WIJTTEN  IV  THE  TRA1  1715. 
ON  AM  ATTBMFT  TO  I1PEAŁ  TUI  TEST  ACT. 

A  BiTCH  that  was  fuli  pregnant  grown, 
By  all  the  dogs  and  cura  in  town, 
Finding  her  ripen'd  time  was  come, 
Her  litter  teeming  from  her  wpmb, 
Went  berę  and  there,  and  every  where, 
To  find.an  easy  place  to  lay-her. 

At  length  to  Music's  house  l  she  came, 
And  begg*d  like  one  both  bliod  and  lamę  ; 
"  My  only  friend,  my  dear,"  said  she, 
"  You  see  'tis  merę  necessity 
tlath  sent  me  to  your  house  to  whelp; 
I  Ml  die,  if  you  deny  your  help." 

Whh  fawning  whine,  and  rueful  tonę, 
With  artful  sigh  and  feigned  groan, 
With  couchant  cringe,  and  flatteririg  tale, 
Smooth  Bawty  a  did  so  far  prevail, 
That  Musie  gave  her  lcave  to  litter: 
But  mark  what  follow'd — faith !  she  bit  her. 

Whole  baskets  foli  of  bits  and  scraps, 
And  broth  enough  to  fili  her  paps ; 
For,  well  she  knew,  her  mnnerous  brood. 
For  wantof  milk,  would  suck  her  blood. 

But  when  she  thought  her  pains  were  done, 
And  now  >twas  high  time  to  be  gone ; 
In  ctwil  terms,— "  My  friend,"  says  she, 
"  My  house  you  Ve  had  on  courtesy ; 
And  now  I  earnestly  desire, 
That  you  would  with  your  cubs  retire : 
For,  should 'you  stay  but  one  week  longer, 
I  shall  be  starv'd  with  oold  and  hunger." 

The  guest  reply'd — "  My  friend,  your  leara 
I  must  a  little  konger  crave ; 
Stay  till  my  tender  cubs  can  find 
Their  way — for  now,  you  see,  they  *re  Wind  j 
But,  when  we  *ve  gatherM  strength,  I  swear, 
We  'U  to  our  barn  again  repam" 

ł  The  church  of  England. 

•  Aftwtchnamaforabitchj  alludingtotaekirk* 


The  timepassMon;  and  Musie  came, 
Her  kennel  once  again  to  claim ; 
But  Bawty,  lost  to  shame  and  nonom*. 
Set  all  her  cubs  at  once  upon  her ; 
Madę  ber  retire,  and  qnit  her  right, 
And  loudly  cry'd— u  A  bite  I  a  bite!" 

THB  MOEAŁ. 

Thus  did  the  Grecian  wooden  bonę 
Gonceal  a  fetal  armed  force : 
Ko  sooner  brought  within  the  Walla, 
But  Ilium  >s  lost,  and  Priam  mlls. 


HORACE,  BOOK  IIL  ODE  tt 

TO  THE  EAKL  OF  OXfOBJ>,  ŁATB 

Łomo  t&easueee. 

SEWT  TO  HIM  WHEN  IV  THB  TOWEE,  1611. 

How  blest  is  be  who  for  his  country  dies, 
Since  Death  pursues  the  coward  as  be  mes  I 
The  youth  in  vain  would  fly  from  fcte*s  attack, 
With  trembling  knees  and  terrour  at  his  back; 
Thougb  foar  should  lend  him  pimons  like  the  wind, 
Yet  swifter  fate  will  seize  him  from  behind. 

Virtue  repuls'd,  yet  knows  not  to  repine, 
But  shall  with  unattainted  bonour  sbine ; 
Nor  stoops  to  take  the  sfaff1,  nor  lays  it  down, 
Just  as  the  rabbie  please  to  smile  or  frown. 

Virtue,  to  crown  ber  Jarourhes,  lores  to  try 
Some  new  unbeaten  passage  to  the  sky ; 
Where  Jove  a  seat  among  the  gods  wili  gjne 
To  those  who  die  for  meriting  to  lt?e. 

Next,  faithful  ńlence  hath  a  surę  reward  ; 
Within  our  breast  be  every  secret  barrM  1 
He  who  betrays  his  friend,  shall  neter  be 
l"uder  one  roof,  or  in  one  ship,  with  me. 
For  who  with  tnutors  would  his  aafety  trust, 
Lest,  with  the  wicked,  Heaten  inrolre  the  just  ? 
And,  tbough  the  v1llain  'scape  awhile,  be 
Slow  Tengeance,  like  a  blood-hound,  at  bis 


PHYLLIS  ; 

ot, 
THE  PROGRESS  OF  LOYE, 

.1716. 

Despovdivo  Phyllis  was  endoed 

With  every  talent  of  a  prude : 

She  trembled  when  a  man  drew  near ; 

Salute  her,  and  she  turn'd  her  ear  j 

If  o'er  against  her  you  were  platfd, 

She  durst  not  look  above  your  waist : 

She  'd  rather  take  yoti  to  her  bed, 

Than  let  you  see  her  dress  her  bead : 

In  church  you  hear  her,  through  the  crowd, 

Repeat  the  absolution  łoud ; 


*  Hm  ensign  of  the  lord  treasurert 
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tu  ćhudiy  secure  behind  her  fan, 
She  durst  bebold  that  monster  mon ; 
Tnere  practisM  how  to  place  her  head, 
And  bit  her  lip*  to  make  them  red  5     . 
Or,  on  the  mat  deroutly  kneehng, 
Woukl  lift  her  eyes  up  to  the  cieling, 
And  heare  her  bosom  nnawate, 
For  neighbouring  beamt  to  see  it  bare. 

At  length  a  locky  kwercame, 
And  fbund  admittance  to  (be  damę. 
Suppose  all  partie*  now  agreed, 
The  writings  drawn,  the  lawyer  feeM, 
The  Ticar  and  the  ring  bespoke : 
Guess,  how  coold  such  a  match  be  broke  ? 
See  then  what  mortalś  place  their  bliss  in  ! 
Nest  mora  betimes  the  bride  was  missing : 
The  mother  screamM,  the  father  chid 5 
Where  can  this  idle  wench  be  hid  ? 
No  newi  of  Phyl !  the  bridegrootn  carae, 
Andthought  hit  bride  had  skulkM  for  shame; 
Because  her  father  us'd  to  say, 
The  ghi  had  such  a  bashful  tcay  ! 

Now  John  the  butler  must  be  sent 
To  learn  the  road  that  Phyllis  went. 
The  groom  was  wishM  to  saddle  Crop; 
Por  John  most  netther  light  nor  stop, 
But  find  ber,  wheresoe*er  she  fled. 
And  brmg  her  back,  alfre  or  dead. 

See  here  agtin  the  deril  to  do ! 
Por  truły  John  was  missing  too : 
The  horas  and  pillion  both  were  gone  ! 
Phyllis,  H  seetns,  was  fled  with  John. 

Old  Madam,  who  went  up  to  find 
What  papere  Phyl  had  left  behind, 
A  letter  on  the  toiletsees, 
Tb  mu  much  hononćd  father— these— ■ 
(TU  always  doiie,  romances  tell  us, 
When  daughters  run  away  with  fellow*) 
Fill'd  with  the  choicest  common-placo. 
By  otbers  osHł  in  the  like  cases. 
*'  That  long  ago  a  fortunę  teller 
Eiactly  said  what  now  befel  ber; 
And  in  a  glass  had  madę  her  see 
A  serving-man  of  Iow  degree. 
It  was  ker  f a/e,  must  be  forgiven ; 
For  marriages  rcere  madę  in  henven  •*, 
His  pardon  begg*d  :  but,  to  1*j  plain, 
SheM  do  '<,  tfHwere  to  do  again  : 
Thank'd  God,  'twas  neither  shiąe  nor  na; 
Por  John  was  come  of  honest  kin, 
Love  never  thinks  of  nch  and  poor : 
Sie  %d  beg  with  John  frotn  door  to  djor. 
Purgive  her,  if  it  be  a  crime ; 
She  11  nerer  do't  another  time, 
She  ne*er  before  111  all  her  life 
Once  disobey'd  him,  maid  nor  wife. 
One  argument  she  sumtn'd  up  all  in, 
The  Łhing  was  done,  and  patł  recalling  ; 
And  therefore  hop'd  she  should  recorer 
His  fiwour,  when  his  passim  '*  over. 
She  Talued  not  what  others  thought  her, 
And  was    his  most  obedient  davghter.n    , 

Fair  manlens,  all  attend  the  Masę, 
Who  now  the  wandering  pair  pursues : 
Awmy  they  rade  in  homery  sort, 
Their  journey  long;  their  money  short ; 
The  loving  oonple  well  bemir'd ; 
The  hone  and  both  the  riders  tir*d  : 


Their  victuals  bad,  their  lodging  worse  ;   ' 
Phyl  cryM,  and  John  began  to  curse  : 
Phyl  wisbM  that  she  had  sUrain'd  a  limb, 
When  first  she  Tentur*d  out  with  him, 
John  wishM  that  he  had  broke  a  leg, 
When  first  for  her  he  quitted  Peg. 

But  what  adventures  morę  befel  them, 
The  Muse  hath  now  no  time  to  tell  them, 
How  Johnny  wheedled,  threatcnM,  fawn'd, 
Till  Phyllis  all  her  trinkets  pawn'd : 
How  o(V  she  broke  ber  marriage  tows 
In  kindness  to  maintain  her  spouse, 
Till  swains  unwholesome  gpoil'd  the  trade  ; 
For  now  the  surgeons  must  be  paid, 
To  whom  those  penąuisites  are  gone, 
In  Christian  justice  due  to  John. 

When  food  and  raiment  now  grew  scarce, 
Fate  put  a  period  to  the  farce, 
And  with  exact  poetic  justice ; 
Por  John  was  landlord,  Phyllis  hostess ; 
They  kept,  at  Staines,  the  Old  Blue  Boar, 
Are  cat  and  dog,  and  rogue  and  whore. 


ŁD  AłfICUM  StUDITU* 

THOMAM  SHERWAN,  . 

1717. 

Dblicia  Sheridan  Musarum,  dulcis  arnice, 
Si  tibi  propitius  Permessi  ad  flumen  Apollo 
Occurrat,  seu  te  mimum  convivia  rident, 
JEquiToco«que  sales  spargis,  seu  ludere  yersn 
Malles ;  dic,  Sheridan,  quisnam  fuit  ille  deorum, 
Qoie  melior  natura  orto  tibi  tradidit  artem 
Rimandi  geuium  puerorura,  atque  ima  cerebri 
Scrutandi  ?  Tibi  nasceoti  ad  cunabula  Pallas 
Astitit ;  k,  dixit,  mentis  pnesaga  futuras, 
Heu,  puer  infelis  !  nostro  sub  sidere  natus ; 
Nam  tu  pectus  eris  sine  corpore,  corporis  umbra  \ 
Sed  leritate  umbram  superabis,  voce  cicadam  : 
Musca  femur,  pal  mas  tibi  mus  dedit,  ardea  crura* 
Corpore  sed  tenui  tibi  quod  natura  negavit, 
Hoo  animi  dotes  supplebunt;  teque  docente, 
Nec  longum  teropus,  surget  tibi  docta  jnventus, 
Artibus  pgregiis  animas  instructa  noveHas. 
Grex  hinc  Paeonius  venit,  ecce,  taluttfer  orbi. 
Ast,  illi  causas  orant ;  his  iosula  visa  est 
Dirinam  capiti  nodo  constringere  mitram. 

Natalis  te  horn  non  fallunt  sigua,  sed  usqne 
Conscius,  expedias  puero  seu  Isetus  Apollo 
Nascenti  arrisit ;  sive  illum  friyidus  horror 
Satnrni  premit,  aut  septem  inflavere  triones. 

Quin  tu  alte  peniuisque  l&tentia  semina  cernis, 
Qti03que  diu  obtundendo  olim  sub  luminis  auras 
Erumpent,  promis ;  quo  ritu  «33pe  puella 
Sub  cinere  hesterno  sopitos  suscitat  ignei. 

Te  dominum  agnoscit  qoocunque  sub  aere  natus; 
Quos  indalgentis  nimium  custodia  matris 
Pessundat :  nam  ssepe  vides  in  tti^ite  matrenu 

Aureus  at  ramus,  venerands  dona  SybillsB, 
JEjoob  sedes  tantum  patefecit  Avernus ; 
Ssepe  puer  tua  quem  tetigit  semel  aurea  rirga 
Coelumque  terrasqu«  ridet,  noctemoue  prorundam. 
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SWIETS  FOEMS. 


HORACE,  BOOK IV.  ODE  IX. 

ADDIES8E9  TO  ABP.  KING. 

1718. 

ViR*fuE  conccard  within  our  breast 

Is  inactirity  at  bcst : 

But  never  shall  the  Muse  endure 

To  Iet  your  rirtues  łie  obscure, 

Or  sufler  envy  to  conceal 

Your  labours  for  the  pubłic  weak 

Within  your  breast  afl  wisdom  Hcs, 

Eithcr  to  gorern  or  advise ; 

Your  steady  soal  preserres  ber  fraine 

In  good  and  evil  times  the  satne. 

Pale  avarice  and  hirking  frand 

Stand  in  your  sacred  presence  aw'd  ; 

Your  hand  alone  front  goid  abstains, 

Which  drngs  the  slavish  worid  in  ebains. 

Him  for  a  happy  man  I  own, 
Whose  fortunę  is  not  overgrown ; 
Anó*  happy  be,  who  wisely  knows 
To  use  the  gifts  that  Heaven  bestows j 
Or,  if  it  please  the  powers  divioe, 
Can  sufler  want,  and  not  repme. 
The  man  who,  infamy  to  shun, 
Into  the  arms  ef  death  would  run, 
That  man  is  ready  to  defend 
With  life  his  country,  or  his  friend, 


TO  MR.  DELANY, 

Ner.  10,  1718. 

"To  you,  whose  virtaes,  I  must  own 
With  shame,  I  have  too  lately  known ; 
To  you,  by  art  and  naturę  tauaht 
To  be  the  man  I  long  have  sought, 
Had  not  HI  fata,  peirerse  and  bltnd, 
Vlec'd  you  in  life  too  far  behind ; 
Or,  what  I  should  repine  at  morę, 
Plactt  me  in  life  too  far  before  : 
To  you  the  Mnse  this  verse  bestows, 
Which  might  as  weM  bave  bcen  in  prote  ; 
No  thought,  no  fimcy,  no  subfime, 
But  simple  topics  told  in  rhyme. 

Taleuts  for  conrersatłon  fit, 
Are  humour,  breeding,  sense,  and  wit : 
The  last,  as  boundłess  as  tbe  wind, 
Is  well  conceiv'd,  though  not  defin'd: 
For,  surę,  by  wit  is  chiefly  meant 
Applying  well  what  we  invent 
What  humour  is,  not  all  the  tribe 
Of  logic-mongers  can  describe  ; 
Herę  naturę  only  acta  ber  part, 
Unhelp'd  by  practice,  books,  or  art : 
For  wit  and  humour  diflfer  quite ; 
That  gives  surprise,  and  this  dełight 
Humour  is  odd,  grotesque,  and  wild* 
Only  by  aflectation  spoilM : 
'Tis  nerer  by  invention  got, 
Men  have  it  when  they  know  it  not, 

Our  eonrersation  to  refine, 
gumour  and  wit  must  both  combine : 
Prom  both  we  learn  to  rally  well, 
Wherein  sometimes  the  French  exceU 


Voiture,  in  Yarious  iights,  display*    * 
That  irony  which  tuhia  to  praise : 
His  genius  first  found  out  the  rule 
For  an  obliging  ridićule  : 
He  flatters  with  peculiar  air 
Tbe  bravc,  the  witty,  and  the  fair  s 
And  fools  would  fency  he  intends 
A  satire,  where  be  most  commendf. 

But,  as  a  puor  preteodmg  beau, 
Boeause  he  fain  would  make  a  show, 
Nor  can  arrive  at  śitoer  lace, 
Takcs  up  with  copper  in  the  place : 
So  the  pert  dunces  of  mankind, 
Whene'ertbey  would  be  thought  refuV4, 
As  if  the  difference  lay  abstruse 
Twixt  rai  Hery  and  grosa  abiise ; 
To  show  their  parta  will  scokl  and  raił, 
Like  porteuCe/er  a  pot  of  ale. 
Such  is  tharaan  of  btiisterous  bears, 
Always  together  by  the  ears ; 
Shrewd  fellows  and  arcb  waga,  a  tribe 
That  meet  for  nothiog  but  a  gibe  ; 
Who  first  run  one  anotber  down, 
And  then  fali  foal  of  all  tbe  town } 
Skiird  in  the  horse-laugh  and  dry  rab, 
And  callM  by  excellence  The  CluL 
I  mean  your  Butler,  Dawson,  Car, 
All  special  friends,  and  always  jar. 

The  mettled  and  the  vicious  steed 
Differ  as  little  in  their  breed  ; 
Nay,  Voiture  is  as  like  Tom  Łeigh 
As  rudeness  is  to  repartee. 

If  what  you  said  1  wish  unspoke, 
Twill  not  sumce  it  was  a  joke : 
Reproach  not,  though  in  jest,  a  friend 
For  those  defects  he  cannot  mend ; 
His  lineage,  calling,  shape,  or  sense, 
If  nam'd  with  scorn,  gives  just  offeoce. 

What  use  in  life  to  make  men  fret, 
Part  m  worse  humour  than  they  met  ł 
Thus  all  society  is  Iost, 
Men  langh  at  one  anothert  cost ; 
And  half  the  company  is  teasM, 
That  came  together  to  be  płeas'd : 
For  all  bufibons  have  most  in  view 
To  please  themselves  by  xexmg  you. 

You  wonder  now  to  see  me  write 
So  grarely  on  a  subject  light : 
Sonie  part  of  what  l  here  design, 
Regards  a  friend  1  of  yours  and  minę; 
Who,  neither  void  of  sense  nor  wit, 
Yet  seldom  judges  what  is  fit, 
Bnt  sallies  oft  beyond  his  fcounds, 
And  takea  unmeasurable  rounds. 

When  iests  are  carried  on  too  far, 
And  the  loud  laugh  begins  the  war, 
You  keep  your  countenance  for  shame, 
Yet  still  you  think  your  friend  to  bUmet 
For,  though  men  ery  they  kwe  a  jest, 
Tis  but  when  others  stand  the  test  $ 
And  (would  you  have  their  meaning  known) 
They  love  a  jest  that  n  their  own. 

You  must,  although  the  point  be  nioą, 
Bestow  your  friend  some  good  adyjce  s 
One  hint  from  you  will  set  him  righf^ 
And  teach  him  l>pw  to  bę  polite. 


i  Dr.  Sberidasu 
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Bid  him,  V>ke  yoo»  obserre  wfch  eare, 

Whom  to  be  bard  on>  whom  to  spare; 

Nor  indistinctly  to  suppose 

Ali  subjecta  like  Dah  Jackson'!  nose  3. 

To  siady  the  obi iging.  jest, 

By  reading  those  who  teacb  it  best  j 

For  prose  I  recommend  Yoiture^, 

For  verse  (I  speak  my  judginent)  yours* 

He  'U  find  the  secret  oufc  from  thence, 

To  rhyme  al  l  day  without  orfence ; 

And  I  no  morę  shall  thea  accusc 

The  flirts  uf  his  illTinanner'd  Muse. 

If  he  be  guilty,  you  muet  mend  him  ; 
|f  he  be  innocent,  defend  him. 


4  LEFT-HANDED  LETTER 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN  L    1718. 
Sm, 

Dblany  reports  it,  and  he  has  a  shrewd  tongue, 
That  we  both  act  the  part  of  the  clown  and  cow-dungj 
We  lye  cramming  oursclves,  and  ar*  ready  to  burst, 
Yet  still  are  no  wiser  than  we  were  at  lirst 
Pudet  kac  cpprobria,  I  frerty  must  tell  ye, 
Et  dici  połuiue,  et  non  potuiue  ref  elit, 
Though  Delany  advis'd  you  toplague  menolonger, 
You  reply  and  rejom  like  Hoadly  of  Bangor. 
I  must  now,  at  one  sitting,  pay  off  my  old  score ; 
How  many  to  answer  ?  One,  two,  thrcc,  four. 
Bat,  becaose  the  three  former  are  long  ago  past, 
1  shall,  for  method  sake,  begin  with  the  last. 
Yoo  treat  me  like  a  boy  that  knocks  down  his  fbe, 
Who,  ere  t'other  gets  up,  demands  the  rising  blow. 
Yet  I  know  a  young  rogne,  that,  thrown  fiat  on  the 

field, 
Would,  as  be  lay  under,  ery  out,  a  Sirrah  ?  yield. " 
So  the  French,when  our  gtnerals  soundly  did  pay 'em, 
Went  triumphaut  to  church,  and  saog  stoutly  Te 

Deum, 
So  the  fiunous  Tom  Leigh,  when  quite  run  aground, 
Comes  off  by  out-laughing  the  company  round. 
In  every  vile  pamphlct  you  Ml  read  the  same  fancies, 
Having  thus  overthrown  all  our  further  advances. 
My  ofiers  of  peace  you  ill  understood : 
Fnend  Sberidan,  when  will  you  know  your  own  good? 
T\ras  to  teach  yon  in  modester  language  your  duty ; 
For,  were  you  a  dog,  1  could  not  be  rude  tfye ; 
Ab  m  good  ąuiet  soul,  who  no  mischief  intends 
To  a  quarrelsome  fellow,  cries,  "  let  us  be  friends." 
But  we  like  Antaus  and  Hercules  fight ; 
The  oftener  you  fali,  the  oftener  you  write  r 
And  1  'U  use  you  as  he  did  that  overg rowu  clown, 
I  '11  fint  take  you  up,  and  then  take  you  down  : 
And,  tis  your  own  case,  for  you  never  can  wound 
The  worst  dunce  in  your  school,  till  he  's  heav'd 
from  the  ground. 

/I  beg  your  pardon  for  using  my  1eft-hane\  bwt  I 
was  m  great  hasta,  and  the  other  hand  was  employ- 


ed  at  the  sama  time  in  writing  sorne  letters  of  busi- 
ness.— 1  will  send  you  the  mst  when  1  have  leisnre : 
but  pray  corne  to  dinner  with  the'  company  you 
met  here  lasU 


A  MOTTO 
FOR  Ma.  JASÓN  HA9ARD, 

WeOLŁBN     DtAPEft    W     DUBtlKj 
WHOSE  SIGM  WA8  THE  GOLDfiK-rŁBSCtj. 

Jason,  the  raliant  priuce  of  Greece, 
From  Colchos  brought  the  Golden  flecce : 
We  comb  the  wool,  niine  the  stuff, 
Por  modern  Jason,  that  's  enough.. 
Oh  !  could  we  tamę  yon  uatchjul  Dragon  *, 
Old  Jason.  would  have  less  to  brag  on. 


Ta 


DR.  SHERIDAN.  1718. 

Whate'ek  your  predecessors  taught  us, 
I  have  a  great  estcem  for  Plautus; 
And  think  your  boys  roay  gather  there-henca 
Morę  wit  and  humour  than  from  Tereoce. 
But  as  to  comic  Aristophanes, 
The  rogue  tob  Ticious  and  too  prophane  is. 
- 1  went  in  vain  to  look  for  Eupolis 
Down  in  the  Strand  *,  just  wbere  the  New  Fole  is  ; 
For  r  can  tell  you  one  thmg,.tbat  I  can 
(You  will  not  find  it  in  the  Yatican). 
He  and  Cratinus  u$\J,  as  Horacesays, 
To  take  his  greatest  grandees  for  asses. 
Poets,  in  those  days,  us'd  to  venture  high  j . 
But  these  are  lost  fuli  many  a  century. 
'  Thus  you  raay  see,  dear  fnend,  ex  pede  hencc, 
My  judgment  of  the  old  comedians 

Proceed  to  tragics :  first,  Euripides 
(An  author  wbere  I  sometimes  dip  a-days) 
Is  rightly  censur'd  by  the  Stagirite, 
Who  says  his  numbers  do  not  fadge  aright. 
A  friend  of  minę  that  author  despises 
So  much,  he  swears  the  very  best  piece  is, 
For  anght  he  knows,  as  bad  as  Thespis's ; 
And  that  a  woman,  in  these  tnrgedies, 
Commonly  speaking,  but  a  sad  jadę  is. 
At  least,  i  'm  well  assur'd,  that  no  folk  lays 
The  weight  on  him  they  do  on  Sophocles. . 
But,  above  all,  I  prefer  Jłschylus, 
Whose  moving  touebes,  when  they  please,  kill  os. 

And  now  1  find  my  Muse  but  Ul  able, 
To  hołd  out  longer  in  trissyllaWe. 
I  chose  those  rhymes  out  for  their  difficulty  ; 
Will  you  seturn  as  hard  ones  if  X  cali  t'ye  ? 


1  Which  was  afterwards  the  subject  of  several 
poems  by  Dr.  Swift  and  others. 

1  The  humour  of  this  poem  is  partly  lost,  by  the 
Impoasibility  of  printing  it  left-handed  as  it  was 
wntten* 


1Engknd.  ^ 

*  The  fact  may  be  truej  but.  the  rhyme  cost 
some  trooble.    Swift. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


STELLA>8  BZRTH-DAY, 

Marcb    13,  1718-19. 


Stella  this  day  is  thirty-four 
(We  aha'  tft  dispute  a  year  or  morę)  : 
Howerer,  Stella,  be  not  troubled, 
Although  tliy  size  and  years  are  doubled, 
Since  fint  I  saw  thee  at  suteen, 
The  brightest  virgin  on  tbe  green :  . 
So  little  is  thy  form  declin'd ; 
Madę  up  so  largely  in  thy  mind. 
.  Oh,  would  it  please  the  gods  to  split 
Thy  beauty,  size,  and  yean,  and  wit ! 
Ko  age  could  furnish  out  a  pair 
Of  nymphs  so  graceful,  wise,  and  fair ; 
With  half  the  lustre  of  your  eyes^ 
WHh  half  your  wit,  your  years,  and  size. 
And  then,  befbre  it  grew  too  late, 
How  should  I  beg  of  gentle  Fate 
(That  either  nymph  might  have  her  swain) 
To  split  my  worship  too  in  twain  ! 


DR.  SHERIDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT. 

.    1719. 

Dsar  Dean,  sińce  in  eruxu  and  puns  you  and  I  deal, 
Pray  why  is  a  woman  a  siere  and  a  riddle  ? 
Tis  a  thought  that  came  into  my  noddle  this  morning, 
In  bed  as  I  lay,  sir,  a~tossing  and  turning. 
You  '11  find,  if  you  read  but  a  few  of  your  histories, 
Ali  women  at  Eve,  all  women  are  mysteries. 
To  find  out  this  riddle  I  know  you  Ml  be  eager, 
And  make  every  one  of  the  seaCa  Belphegor. 
But  that  will  not  do,  for  I  mean  to  commend  them : 
I  swear  without  jest,  1  an  bonour  intend  them. 
In  a  sieve,  sir,  their  antient  extraction  I  quite  tell, 
In  a  riddle  1  giVe  you  their  power  and  their  title. 
This  I  told  you  befbre :  do  you  know  what  I  mean,  sir  ? 
"  Not  I,  by  my  troth,  sir."— Then  read  it  again,  sir. 
The  reason  I  send  you  these  Iines  of  rhymes  double, 
Is  purely  through  pity,  to  savc  you  the  trouble 
Of  thinking  two  hours  for  a  rhyme  as  you  clid  last; 
W  hen  your  Pegasus  canterM  it  triple,  and  rid  fast. 

As  for  my  little  nag,  which  I  keep  at  Parnassus, 
With  Phoebus's  leave,  to  run  with  his  asscs, 
He  goes  slow  and  surę,  and  he  never  is  jaded, 
While  your  fiery  steed  is  whippłd,  spurr'd,  bas- 
tinaded. 


THE  DEAN'S  ANSfTER. 

In  reading  your  letter  alone  in  my  hackncy, 
Your  damnable  riddle  my  poor  brains  did  rack  nigh. 
And  when  with  much  labour  the  matter  I  crackt, 
]  fbuDd  you  mistaken  in  matter  of  fact. 

A  woman  's  no  sieye  (for  with  that  you  begin), 
Because  she  lets  out  morę  than  e*er  she  takes  in. 
And  that  she^s  a  riddle,  can  never  be  right, 
For  a  riddle  is  dark,  but  a  woman  is  light. 
But,  grant  her  a  siere,  I  can  say  something  arcber : 
Pray  what  is  a  roan  ?  he  's  a  fine  linen  searcher* 

Now  tell  me  a  thing  that  wants  interpretation, 
TV  hal  name  for  a  maid,  was  the  fint  man's  dam- 
natfon? 


If  your  worship  will  please  to  e*plain  nie 
I  swearfrom  hence  forward  you  shall  be  my 

From  my  hackney-coach,  Sept.  II, 
1719,  past  l£atnoon. 
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All  travellers  at  first  incline 

Where-e'er  tbey  see  the  fanest  «gn  ; 

And,  if  they  find  tbe  chamliers  -neat, 

And  like  the  liquor  and  the  meat, 

Will  cali  again,  and  recommend 

The  Angel-ran  to  eyery  friend. 

What  though  the  painting  grows  decayM, 

The  bouse  will  nerer  lose  'rts  trade : 

Nay,  though  the  treacherous  tapster  Thomstf 

Haińgs  a  new  Angel  two  doors  from  us,  * 

As  fine  as  dauberś'  hands  can  make  it, 

In  hopes  that  strangers  may  mistake  it, 

We  think  it  both  a  shame  and  sin 

To  quit  the  true  old  Angel-inn. 

Now  this  is  Stella-  casc  in  fact, 
An  angeFs  face  a  little  crack'd 
.  (Could  poets  or  could  painters  fis 
How  angels  look  at  thirty  siz)  : 
This  drew  us  in  at  first  to  find 
In  such  a  form  an  angePs  mind  ; 
And  erery  rirfue  now  suppGes 
The  famting  rays  of  Stella's  eyes. 
See  at  her  Ievee  crowding  swains, 
Whom  Stella  freely  entertains 
With  breeding,  humour,  wit,  and  sense  ; 
And  puts  them  but  to  smali  expense  ; 
Their  mind  so  plentifully  fills, 
And  makes  such  reasonable  btlls, 
So  little  gets  for  what  she  gires, 
We  really  wonder  how  she  lives ! 
And,  had  her  stock  been  less,  no  doubt ' 
She  murt  have  long  ago  run  out. 

Then  wbo  can  think  we  '11  quit  the  place, 
When  Doli  hang*  out  a  ńewer  face  ? 
Or  stop  and  light  at  Cloe's  head, 
With  scraps  and  Ieavings  to  be  fed  ? 

Then,  Cloe,  still  go  on  to  prate 
Of  thirty -six  and  thirty-eight ; 
Pursue  your  trade  of  scandal-picking, 
Your  hints  that  Stella  is  no  chicken  ; 
Your  inuuendos,  wben  you  tell  us, 
That  Stella  loves  to  talk  with  fellows :       v 
And  let  me  warn  you  to  believe 
A  truth,  for  which  your  sou  1  should  grieve; 
That,  should  you  live  to  see  the  day 
When  Stella's  loeks  must  all  be  grey, 
When  age  must  print  a  furrowM  tracę 
On  eyery  feature  of  her  foce ; 
Though  you,  and  all  your  senseless  tribe, 
Gould  ait,  or  time,  or  naturę  bribe, 
To  make  you  leok  like  beauty'g  queen,  f 

And  hołd  for  ever  at  fifteen ; 
No  bloom  of  youth  can  ever  blind 
The  cracks  and  wrinkles  of  your  mind : 
All  men  of  sense  will  pass  your  door, 
And  crowd  to  Stella-  at  fourscore. 

*  Vir  Gim,  Man-trap. 
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WIO  COLLBCTKD  ATCD  TRAMSCtlBED  Hit 
POBMS.      1^0. 

%■•»  when  a  lofty  pile  is  rais'd, 
We  nerer  hear  the  workmen  prais'd, 
W  bo  bring  the  limę,  Or  place  the  Stones ; 
But  all  admire  Inigo  Jones: 
3o,  if  this  pile  ofscatterM  rbymes 
ShcwiM  be  approv'd  in  after-times ; 
lf  it  both  pleaees  and  endures, 
The  merit  and  the  praise  are  yours, 
^Thon,  Stella,  wert  no  longet  young, 
When  fint  for  thee  my  harp  was  strung, 
Without  one  woni  of  CupkTs  darts, 
Of  aalling  eyes,  ot  bleedmg  hearts : 
With  frendship  and  esteem  possest, 
1  ne*er  admitted  love  a  guest. 
In  all  the  habitudes  of  Kfe, 
The  friend,  the  mistress,  and  the  wife, 
Variety  we  stall  pursue, 
In  pleasure  seek  for  sometbing  new  j 
Or  else,  comparing  with  the  rest, 
Take  comfort,  that  our  own  k  best  j 
Th»  best  we  wue  by  the  worst, 
(Aa  tradesmen  show  their  trash  at  fint) : 
Bot  his  pursuits  were  at  an  end, 
Whom  Stella  chooses  for  a/rientf. 

A  poet  starring  in  a  garret, 
Gonoing  all  iopics  like  a  parrót, 

Iorokes  his  mistress  and  his  Muse, 

And  stays  at  home  lor  want  of  sboes : 
Shonld  but  his  Muse  descending  drop 

A  sliee  of  bread  and  mutton-chop ; 

Or  kiodry,  when  bis  credit  łs  out, 

Surprise  nim  with  a  pint  of  stout ; 

Or  patch  his  bruken  stocking-soals, 

Or  seod  nim  in  a  peck  of  coals ; 

Kmlfrpd  in  his  mighty  mind, 

He  Bies,  and  leaves  the  stars  bchind  ; 

Couots  all  his  labours  ainply  paid, 

Adores  ber  for  the  timely  aid. 

Or,  shouWl  a  porter  make  hiąuiries 

For  Chloe,  Syfria,  Phyllis,  Iris ; 

Be  told  the  lodging,  lane,  and  sigo, 

Tbe  bowers  that  hołd  those  nymphs  divh»e ; 

Fair  Chloe  would  perhaps  be  fotiud  • 

With  footmen  tippliog  under  ground  ; 

The  charmmg  Syhrta  b^ating  Hax, 

Her  shoulders  mark  d  with  bloody  ti-acks j 

Bright  Phyllis  mending  ragged  sinocks , 

And  radiant  Iris  in  the  pox. 

Theae  are  the  goddesses  enroird 

In  Curirs  cohection,  new  and  old, 

Whose  scoundrel  fathers  would  not  know  'em, 

lf  Łhey  sbould  meet  them  i»\  a  poeni. 
True  poets  oan  depress  and  rai.se, 

Are  lords  of  infamy  and  praise ; 

They  are  not  scurrilous  in  satire, 

Nor  will  in  panegyric  flatter. 

Unjustly  poets  we  asperse ; 

Truth  shines  the  brighter  clad  in  verse  j 

And  all  the  fictions  they  pursue, 

Do  but  insinuate  what  is  true, 
Now,  shonld  my  praises  owe  their  truth 

To  beauty,  dress,  or  paint,  or  youth, 

What  Stoics  cali  without  out  power, 

They  oould  not  be  insur'd  an  hour : 


'Twere  grafting  on  an  anmial  stock, 
That  must  out  expectation  mock, 
And,  making  one  liuturiant  shoot, 
Die  the  next  year  for  want  of  root : 
Befbre  I  could  my  vcrses  bring, 
Perhaps  you  're  quite  another  thing. 

So  Mssrius,  When  he~drain'd  his  skuli 
To  celebrate  some  suburb  truli, 
His  similies  in  order  set, 
And  every  crambo  he  could  get,     v 
Had  gone  through  all  the  common-places 
Worn  out  by  wits*,  who  rhyme  on  faces : 
Before  he  could  his  poem  close, 
The  lorely  nymph  had  lost  her  nose. 

Your  virtues  safely  I  commend  ;, 
They  on  no  accidents  depend : . 
I^et  malice  look  with  all  her  eyes, 
She  dareś  not  say  the 'poet  lyea, 

Stella,'  when  you  these  lines  transeribe, 
Lest  you  sbould  take  them  for  a  bribe, 
Resolv'd  to  mortify  your  pride, 
I  '11  here  expose  your  weaker  side. 

Your  spirits  kindle  to  a  flame, 
Mov'd  with  tbe  lightest  touch  of  blame ; 
And,  when  a  friend  in  kindness  tries 
To  show  you  where  your  errour  lies, 
Convictk>n  does  but  morę  incense ; 
Penrersenew  is  your  whole  defence ; 
Truth,  judgment,  wit,  ghre  place  to  spigbt, 
Regardless  both  of  wrong  and  right  j 
Your  rirtues  all  suspended  wait 
Till  time  hath  open'd  reason's  gate ; 
And,  what  Is  worse,  your  passkm  bends 
lts  force  against  your  nearest  friends, 
Which  manners,  decency,  and  pride, 
Have  taught  yoo  from  the  worki  to  hide :  . 
In  vain  j  for,  see,  your  friend  hath  brought 
To  public  light  your  only  fault ; 
And  yet  a  mnlt  we  often  ńnd 
Mix'd  in  a  noble  generous  mind ; 
And  may  cotnpare  to  ^toa's  fire,  - 

Which,  though  w;th  trembling,  ałl  admire ; 
The  beat,  that  makes  the  summit  glow, 
Enriching  all  the  valea  below. 
Tbose  who  in  warmer  climea  complaia 
From  Phcebus'  rayś  they  suffer  pain, 
Must  own  that  pain  is  largery  paid 
By  generous  winc-s  beneath  a  shade. 

Yet,  when  1  find  your  passions  rtse,  . 
And  anger  sparkling  in  your  eyes, 
1  gncve  those  spirits  should  be  spent, 
For  nobler  ends  by  naturę  meant. 
One  passion  with  ą  dinerent  tum 
Makes  wit  inflame,  or  anger  bura : 
So  the  Sun's  heat  with  different  powess 
Ripens  the  grapę,  the  liquors  sours : 
Thus  Ajax,  when  with  ragę  possest 
By  Pallas  breaoYd  mtó  his  breast, 
His  valour  would  no  morę  employ, 
Which  micht  clone  have  conquer'd  Troy  | 
But,  blinded  by  resentment,  seeks 
For  Tengeance  on  his  friends  the  Oreeks.  • 

You  think  this  turbulence  of  błood 
From  stagnat:ng  preserres  the  flood, 
Which  thus  fermentiug  by  degrees 
Ezalts  the  sp  rita,  sinks  the  lees. 

Stella,  for  once  you  reason  wrong; 
For,  sbould  this  ferment  last  too  long, 
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By  time  subrnding,  you  may  find 
Nothing  but  acid  left  behind ; 
From  passion  yoa  tnay  then  be  freed, 
When  peevishness  and  spleen  succeed. 

Say,  Stella  when  you  copy  next, 
Will  you  keep  strictly  to  the  text  ? 
Dare  you  let  these  reproaches  stand, 
And  to  your  fafling  set  your  hand  ? 
Or,  if  these  lines  your  anger  fire, 
Sball  they  in  baser  flames  expire  ? 
Whene'er  they  bum,  if  bum  they  must, 
They  'U  prove  my  aceusation  just. 


TO  STELLA, 

TIUTINC   MB   IN   MY  8 1  CK  NEM,      |790  K 

Pallas,  obsenring  Stella'*  wit 

Was  morę  than  for  her  sex  was  fit,  a 

And  that  ber  beaaty,  soon  or  Jatę,  »  \ 

Might  hreed  confusion  in  the  stale, 

In  high  ooncern  for  fcuman-kind, 

Fix'd  honour  in  ner  inlant  tnind. 

But  (not  in  wranglings  to  engago 
With  such  a  stuptd  vicrous  age) 
Jf  honour  I  would  here  denne, 
]t  answers  faith  in  thraga  drróie. 
As  natucal  lifs  the  body  wartns, 
And,  scholara  teach,  the  soul  informs ; 
So  honour  animates  the  whole, 
And  is  the  spirit  of  the  souL 

Those  numeroua  virtues  which  the  tribe 
Of  tedious  moralists  describe, 
And  by  such  variou*  trties  cali, 
True  honour  comprebends  them  all, 
Let  melancbuly  role  supremę, 
Choler  preskle,  or  biood,  or  pblegm, 
It  make*  po  difference  in  the  case, 
Kor  is  oompjesion  honourt  place. 

But,  lest  we  should  for  honour  takę 
The  druoken  quarrels  of  a  rake  $ 
Or  think  it  seated  in  a  scar, 
Or  on.  a  proud  triampbal  car, 
<  )r  in  the  payment  of  a  debt 
We  lose  with  sharpers  at  picquet ; 
Or  when  a  whore  in  ber  Yocatkm 
Keeps  punctual  to  an  assignation  ; 
Or  that  on  which  his  lordship  swears, 
When  vulgar  knaves  woujd  lose  their  ears; 
Łet  Stella's  fair  eaample  pTeach 
Ą  lesson  she  ąlone  can  teach. 

In  points  of  honour  to  be  try'd, 
All  passions  must  be  laid  aside ; 
Ask  no  advice,  but  think  alone ; 
$uppose  the  question  not  your  owa, 
How  shall  I  act  ?  is  not  the  case ; 
But  how  would  Brutus  in  my  place  l 
In  such  a  case  would  Cato  bleed  ? 
And  how  would  Socrates  proceed  ? 

Prive  all  objections  from  your  mind, 
Elsę  you  relapse  to  human~kind : 
Ambitioo,  avarice,  and  lust, 
And  factious  ragę,  and  breach  of  trusta 
And  flattery  tipt  with  nauseous  fleer, 
And  guilty  shame,  and  serrile  fear, 

1  See  the  *erses  on  her  Birth-day,  1723-4, 


F.Dvy,  and  crueltr,  an0  Bwfc> 
Will  in  your  tainted  heart  preside. 

Heroes  ao4  heroines  of  old 
By  honour  only  were  enrolPd 
Among  their  brethren  in  the  skies, 
Towhioh  (tbough  late)  shall  Stella  ri»e. 
Ten  thousand  oaths  upou  record 
Are  not  so  sacred  as  her  word  : 
The  world  shall  in  its  atoras  end, 
Ere  Stella  can  decenre  a  friend. 
By  honour  seated  in  ber  breast 
Sbe  still  determińes  wbat  is  beat : 
What  indignation  in  ber  mind 
Against  tnslavers  of  mankind  ! 
Base  kings,  and  ministers  of  state 
Eternal  objects  of  her  bate  ! 

Sbe  thinks  that  Naturę  ne*er  designM 
Courage  to  man  alone  confin'd, 
Can  cowardice  her  sex  adorn, 
Whioh  most  exposes  ours  to  scorn  ? 
She  wonders  wbere  the  charm  appeara 
In  Florimel's  affected  ffears ; 
For  Stella  never  Ieam'd  tbe  art 
At  proper  times  to  scream  and  start  j 
Nor  calls  up  all  the  house  at  night,   ' 
And  swears  she  saw  a  thing  in  white. 
Doli  nerer  flies  to  cut  her  lace, 
Or  throw  cold  water  in  her  face, 
Because  she  heard  a  sudden  dnia, 
Or  found  an  earwig  in  a  plum. 

Her  hearers  are  amaz'd  from  wbenoe 
Proceeds  that  fund  of  wit  and  sense ; 
Wbich,  though  her  modesty  would  shrotkf, 
Breaks  like  the  Sun  behind  a  cloud ; 
While  gracefulness  its  art  conceals, 
.Ano1  yet  through  every  motion  steals. 

Say,  Stella,  was  Prometheus  btind, 
And,  forming  you,  mistook  your  kind  ? 
Ko  j  'twas  for  you  alone  be  stole 
Tbe  fire  that  forma  a  manly  soul  j 
Then,  to  coinplete  it  every  way, 
He  moulded  it  with  female  cisy : 
To  that  you  owe  the  nobler  ftame, 
To  this  the  beauty  of  your  frame. 

How  would  iugratitude  delight, 
And  how  would  censure  glut  her  spight, 
If  I  should  Stella'8  kiodness  bidę 
In  silence,  or  forget  with  pride  ! 
When  on  my  siekły  couch  I  lay, 
Impatient  both  of  night  and  day, 
Lamenting  in  unmanly  strains, 
Call'd  every  power  to  ease  my  pains  ; 
Then  Stella  ran  to, my  relief 
With  cheerful  face  and  inward  grief ; 
And,  though  by  Heaven's  serere  decree 
She  suffers  hourly  morę  than  me, 
No  cruel  master  could  reąuire, 
From  slaves  employM  for  daily  hire, 
What  Stella,  by  her  friendship  warmM, 
With  vigour  and  delight  perfonu'd : 
My  8\nking  spirits  now  supplies 
With  cordials  in  her  hands  and  eyes  '9 
Now  with  a  soft  and  silent  tread 
Unheard  she  moves  about  my  bed\ 
I  see  her  tarte  each  nauseous  diaught; 
And  so  obligingly  im  caugbt, 
I  bless  the  hand  from  whence  they  came, 
Nor  dare  distort  my  mce  for  shąme. 
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Best  pattern  of  tnie  friends  !  bewarę 
Yan  pay  too  deaiiy  for  your  care, 
lff  wbita  your  tenderness  secures 
My  Ufo,  it  must  endanger  yours ; 
Ybt  toeb  a  (bul  was  never  fbund, v 
Who  puli  d  a  palące  to  the  ground, 
Only  to  hare  the  ruins  madę 
Jtfaterials  for  an  house  decay'd. 
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(Kn/mail  meąby  tkąsę  pitfeaU,  JQeatb  tbe  tamer 
B&  mortgagt  hati  »ecur'4  tye  <«ipf#  of  Itemar  : 
Nor  caafour  hundred  thousand  Uerling  pound 
Bedjajqa»hu»  fron&.hj*  prisou  under  ground. 
Hią  teuns>  migot  wali,  of  all  his  wealth  possess '<l 
Besto*,  ta  buty,  biot,  one  icoo  chest 
Plutus,  the  god  of  wealth,  will  joy  to.  kuow 
His  niithful  steward  i*  the  shades  below. 
He  walk'd  the  streets,  and  wore  a  tkreadbare  ćloafc ; 
He  din'd  an£  supp'd  at  charge  of  other  folk : 
And  by  bis  looks,  had  he  held  out  bis  palms, 
Ąe  migot  be  thougbt  an  object  fit  for  alms, 
So,  to  tbe  poor  i£  hferefusd  his  pel£ 
He  us'd  them.  fuli  as  kindly  as  himseif. 

Where'er  he  went,,  he  never  saw  bis  bełtert ; . 
Lord$f  kĄtghłs^  and  sguira,  were  all  bis  humWe 
And  undęr  hand  and  seal  the  lrish  oation  [debtors; 
Were  fbrc'd  to  pwn  to  him  thetr  obligation. 

He  that  oould  once  have  half  a  kingdom  bought, 
In  balf  a  minutę  is  not  worth  a  groat. 
His  coffers  from  the  coffin  could  not  save, 

'  Nor  all  his  inłeresl  keep  him  from  the  grave* 
A  golden  monument  would  not  be  right, 
Because  we  wish  the  earth  upon  him  light 

Oh  London  tara-n  1 !  thon  hast  lost  a  friend, 
Theugh  in  thy  walls  he  ne'er  did  farthing  spend : 
He  touctfdih&penet,  when  others  tauetfd  tbe  pot; 
The  band  that  sign'd  the  mortgage  paid  the  shot, 

Oki  as  he  was,  no  vuigar  known  disease 
Od  bim  oould  ever  boast  a  power  to  seize ; 
"  *  But,  as  he  weigbd  his  gold,  grim  Death  in  spigbt 
Cast-in  his  dart,  which  madę  three  raoidores  light; 
And,  as  he  saw  his  darłmg  moiiey  faił, 
Blew  his  last  breath,  to  sink  the  lighter  scalę." 
He  who  so  long  was  current,  'twould  be  strange 
If  he  should  now  be  cry'd  down  sińce  his  change, 
The  texkm  shalł  green  sods  on  thee  bestow  ; 

j  Alas,  the  seston  is  thy  banker  now ! 

'  A  dwmal  banker  must  that  banker  be, 

\Wtao  gires  no  bilL  but  (ńmortaUty. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  MISEiL 

Bk2ieath  tbis  rerdant  hiUocJc  lies 
Demar  the  zcealthy  and  the  wite. 
His  heirs,  that  he  might  safely  rest, 
Have  pot  his  carcase  in  a  ckest; 
The  very  chat  in  wbieb,  they  say. 
His  other  te(ff  his  money,  lay. 

ł  A  tavern  in  Dublin,  where  Demar  kept  his  officę*. 
%  These  four  Unes  were  writen  by  Ctello. 


And,  if  his  keits  continue  kind 
To  tbat  deftr  self  ne  left  behind, 
I  dare  believe,  that  fbur  in  fiv<$ 
.  Will  thmk  liis  betłer  Aa//"aliVe. 


TO  MRS.  HOUGHTON  OF  ĄORMOUNT, 

upon  pRAiawjG  Haa  uvssakd  to  mu  swut. 

You  always  are  making  a  god  of  your  sppuse ; 
But  this  neitber  reason  nor  couscience  allows ; 
Perhąps  you  will  sąy,  His  in  gratitudę  due, 
And  you  adore  him,  because  he  adores  you. 
Your  argumenfs  weak,  and  so  you  will  und  ; 
For  you,  by  this  ru^e,  must  adore  all  maliny1. 


FERSES  frąiTTEtf  ON  A  WINDOW^ 

AT  TH*  DSANMT  HOOtB,  ST.  PATRlCK'f. 

Am  tbe  guests  of  this  house  still  dooaM  •  to  b# 
cheated.?  [ha  ti«ałe<L 

Surę,  theFates  have  decreedtheyby.halws  shouMT 
In  the  daysof  good  Johu  Łf  ifyoucanuhera-tadme, 
You  had  choice  of  good  meat,  bot  no  cboiee-of  gooó> 
In  Jonathan^  reign,  if  you  come  hereto  eat,  [winę, 
You  haye  choice  o£  good  winę,  but  no  choice  of  good 

meat. 
Ob,  Joto  !  then  how  fully  might  all  sides  ba  blest, 
Would'st  tbou  but  agree  to  this  humble  raquest  \ 
Putbothdeans  inooe;  or,  iftha^stoomucbtrouble^ 
Inslead  of  the  deans,  make  the  deanry  double. 


i  m 


ON  ANOTHER  WINDOWK 

A  bard,  on  whom  Phcebus  his  spirit  bestoWd, 
Resolving  V  acknowledge  the  bounty  he  ow'd, 
Found  out  a  new  method  at  once  of  confessing, 
And  making  the  most  of  so  mighty  a  blessing : 
To  tbe  god  he'd  begrateful ;  butmortals  be'd  chouse^ 
By  making  his  patron  preside  in  his  house ; 
And  wisely  foresaw  this  advantage  from  thence, 
That  tbe  god  would   in  honour  bear    most    of 

tb'  expense : 
So  the  bard  he  finds  drink,and  leaves  Phcebus  to  treat. 
With  the  thoughts  he  inspires,  regardless  of  meat. 
Henee  they  that  come  hither  expecting  to  dine, 
Are  always  fobb'd  off  with  sheer  wit  and  sheer  winę 


APOLLO  TO  THE  DEAN, 

1720. 

Riomt  trusty,  and  so  forth — we  łet  you  to  kuow 
We  are  Tery  ill  us'd  by  you  mortals  balów. 
For,  first,  I  have  often  by  cheausts  been  told, 
Though  1  know  nothiugoo  't,  it  is  1  tbat  mąka  goJd^' 
Wbieb  wben  you  have  got,  you  so  oarefully  hide  it, 
That,  sińce  I  was  bora,  I  hardly  bave  spyłd  it. 
Then  it  mnst  be  allowHl,  that,  wheaeier  1  sbme> 
I  fcrward  the  grass,  and  I  ripen  tbe  nos; 

*  DeanSteroewasdistmguishedfahi*!^^ 
«  By  Ur.  Delaoyi  in  conjunction  with  Stella. 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


To  me  the  good  fellows  apply  for  _ 

Without  wbom  tbey  oould  get  neither  dar  et  nor  beefi 
Yet  their  winc  and  thelr  rótuals  theie  curmudgeon 

lubbards 
Lock  up  from  my  sight  in  cellars  and  cupboaids. 
That  I  have  an  ill  cye,  Łhey  wickedly  tbink, 
And  taint  all  their  meat,  and  sour  all  their  drink. 
But,  thirdly  and  lastly,  it  most  be  allow'd, 
I  alone  can  inspire  the  poetical  crowd: 
This  is  gratefully  own*d  by  each  boy  in  the  college, 
Wbom  if  I  inspire,  it  is  not  to  my  knowledge. 
This  every  pretender  to  rbyme  will  admit, 
Without  troubling  his  bead  about  judgment  or  wit 
These  gentlenen  use  me  with  Idndnessandrreedom ; 
And  as  lor  their  works,  when  I  please  I  may  read  *em : 
Tbey  lie  open  on  purpose  on  counters  and  stalls ; 
And  the  titles  1  view,  when  I  shine  on  the  walk. 
But  a  comrade  of  yours,  that  traitor  Delany, 
Wbom  I  for  yeur  sake  love  better  tban  any, 
And,  of  my  merę  motion  and  tfecial  good  grace, 
Intended  in  time  to  sueoeed  ni  your  place, 
On  Tuesday  the  tenth  seditionsly  came 
With  a  certain  fiUse  trajtress,  one  Stella  by  name, 
To  tbe  deanry  house,  and  on  the  north  glass, 
Wbere  for  ftar  of  tbe  coW  I  nerer  can  pass, 
Tben  and  tbere,  vi  $  armis,  with  a  certain  utensil, 
Of  Tftlue  five  sbillings,  ra  English  a  pencil, 
Did  maliciously,  Adsely,  and  trarteronsly  write, 
Wbite  Stella  aforesaid  stood  by  with  a  light, 
My  sister  nad  lately  depos'd  upon  oath, 
That  sbe  stopt  in  ber  course  to  fook  at  tbem  both: 
That  Stella  was  hełping,  abetting,  and  aidmg  ; 
Ąnd  stil!,  as  be  writ,  stood  smiling  and  read  mg: 
That  ber  eyes  were  as  brigbt  as  myself  at  noon-day, 
Bot  ber  gracefbł  black  locks  were  all  mingled  with 
And  by  tbe  descriptkm  I  certainly  know,      [grey ; 
Tb  tbe  nymph  that  I  courtod  sonie  ten  years  ago ; 
Wbom  when  I  with  the  best  of  my  talents  endued 
On  her  promise  of  yieldiiig,  sbe  acted  the  prode : 
That  some  ▼erses  were  writ  with  felonious  intent, 
Direct  to  the  north,  where  I  never  yet  went : 
That  the  letters  appeered  rerersd  through  tbe  pane, 
Bat  in  Stella'*  brigbt  eyes  tbey  were  plac'd  right 
Wherein  sne  distinctly could  read  every  lina,  [again : 
And  presently  guess  that  tbe  fancy  was  minę. 
Sbe  can  swear  to  tbe  person  wbom  oft.  sbe  bas  seen 
At  night  between  Cavan  Street  and  College  Green. 
Now  you  see  why  bis  ▼erses  wseWom  are  shown ; 
The  reason  is  plain,  they  arc  nonę  of  his  own  j 
And  observe  while  you  live,  that  no  man  is  »hy 
To  discover  the  goods  he  came  honestly  by. 
If  I  light  on  a  thoflght,  he  will  certainly  tteal  it, 
And,  when  he  has  got  it,  finds  ways  to  conceal  it : 
Of  all  the  fine  things  he  keeps  in  the  dark, 
There'8  scarce  one  in  ten  but  wbat  has  my  mark ; 
And  let  tbem  be  seen  by  tbe  worid  if  be  dare, 
1  Ml  make  it  appear  that  they  're  all  stolen  ware. 
Bot  aa  for  tbe  poem  be  writ  on  your  sasb, 
I  think  I  have  now  got  bim  under  my  lash; 
My  sister  trantcrib'd  it  last  night  to  bis  sorrow, 
And  the  public  shall  see  t,  if  1  bve  tali  tomorrow. 
Tbroughthe  zodiac  around,  it  shall  ouicMy  be  spread 
In  all  partsof  the  globe  wbere  your  language  is  read. 
He  knows  very  well,  I  ne'er  gave  a  refosal, 
When  he  ask'd  for  my  aid  in  tbe  forms  tliat  are 
But  the  secret  is  this ;  1  did  lately  intend   [usual : 
Ib  write  a  rew  verses  on  you,  as  my  friend : 
1  stiidjed  a  fortnight,  before  l  could  find, 
As  I  rode  in  my  chariot,*  thoMght  to  my  mind, 


And  resoWd  the  next  wmter  (for  thatts  my  time, 
When  the  days  are  at  shortest)  to  get  it  in  rbyme  ; 
TUI  tben  it  was  lock'd  in  my  dok  at  Parnassus; 
When  that  subtle  companion,  in  hopes  tosurpeat  os, 
Conreys  out  my  paper  of  hints  by  a  trick, 
(For  I  think  inmy  consdence  bedeals  with  OM  Nick) 
And,  from  my  own  stock  prorided  with  topie*, 
He  gets  to  a  window  beyond  both  tbe  tropie*  ! 
Tbere  out  of  my  sight,  just  against  tbe  north  rasę, 
Writesdown  my  conceits,and  then  calls  tbem  his  owa; 
And  you,  like  a  booby,  the  bubble  can  swaflow: 
Now  who  but  Delany  can  write  like  Apollo  t 
High  treason  by  statnte !  yet  here  you  object, 
He  only  stole  hmts,  but  the  verse  is  correct ; 
Tboogfathethougfatbei^k>,s,^nnelyeApteja'd; 
Soathief  stesJt  my  torseandbashimwell  dressfd. 
Now,  wbereas  tbe  sad 

ance, 
We  Phosbuf  think  fit  to  proceed  to 
Smoa  Delany  has  darU,  like  Pranetheus,  his 
Toclimb  to our  region,  and thenee  tosteat  lirę; 
We  order  a  ▼ulture,  m  shape  of  tbe  spleen, 
To  prey  on  his  Irrer,  but  not  to  be  seen. 
And  we  order  our  subjects  ef  etery  degree 
To  behere  all  his  verses  were'  written  by  me  ; 
And,  under  the  pain  of  our  bighest  dispłeaaore, 
To  cali  nothing  his  but  tbe  rbyme  and  the 
And  lastly,  for  Stella,  just  out  of  ber  prime, 
I  *m  too  much  rerenged  already  by  time. 
In  return  to  her  scorn,  I  send  her  diseaaei, 
But  will  now  be  ber  friend  whenever  sbe 
And  tbe  gifts  I  bestow'd  ber  will  find  ber  a  kwner, 
Though  sbe  lives  to  be  grey  as  a  badger  all 


NEWS  FROM  PARNASSUS, 

BT   ]>•.   DELANY. 

Parfassus,  February  the  twenty>seventb. 
Tbe  poeto  assembled  berę  on  the  eleteuth, 
Conven'd  by  Apollo,  wbo  gave  tbem  to  know, 
He.'d  uare  a  vicegerent  in  bis  empire  below  ; 
But  declar'd  that  no  bard  sbould  this  bonour  inherit, 
Till  the  rest  had  agreed  be  surpassłd  tbem  in  sneriŁ 
Now  tbis,  you  Ml  allow,  was  a  difficułt  case, 
For  each  bard  boliev'd  be  'd  a  rigbt  to  tbe  place  ; 
So  finding  th*  assembly  grow  warm  in  debatę, 
He  put  tbem  in  mind  of  his  Phaeton's  fisie ; 
Twas  urg'd  to  no  purpose ;  disputes  htgber  rosę, 
Scarce  Pbosbtis  himself  could  tlieir  qnarreU  com- 
Till  at  length  he  determin*d  that  every  bard  [pose; 
Sbould  (each  in  his  turo)  be  patieutly  neard. 

First,  one  wjio  believ'd  he  excell'd  in  transUtion, 
Fouiids  his  claim  on  tbe  doctrine  of  man*strawni- 

gration : 
"  Since  the  soul  of  great  Milton  was  given  to  me, 
I  hope  the  convention  will  quickly  agree." 
Agree  !"  quotb  Apollo : ."  from  whence  iałbis  fool  ? 
Is  be  just  come  from  reading  Pytbmgoras  at  scbool  r 
Be  gone !  sir,  you  've  got  your  subscriptions  in  time, 
And  giren  in  return  neither  reason  nor  rbyme," 
To  the  nezt,  says  the  god,  "  Though  now  I  wont 

chuse  you, 
I  '11  tell  you  the  reason  for  which  I  refuse  you : 
Lore^s  goddess  has  oft  to  ber  parentsxompUm,d 
Of  my  &vourmg  a  bard  who  ber  empire  diadaJnM; 
That,  at  my  instigation,  a  poem  you  writ,       [wi$ ; 
Which  to  beauty  and  youtb  preferr^d  judgnient  and 


THE  RUN  UPON  THE  BANKERS. 


411 


fhat  to  make  Toma  laureat,  I  gave  the  fint  roice, 
Inspiring  the  Britons  t'  approve  of  my  choice. 
Jove  sent  ber  to  me,  her  power  to  try ; 
The  goddess  of  beauty  what  god  can  deny  ? 
She  forbids  yonrpreferment;  I  grant  ber  desire. 
Appease  the  fair  goddess;    you  thea  may  rise 
higher."  [ing, 

TTie  next  tbat  appearM  had  good  hopes  of  snoceed- 
Por  he  merited  much  for  his  wit  and  his  breeding. 
Twas  wwe  ia  the  Britons  no  fwrour  to  show  nim, 
He  else  might  erpect  they  should  pay  what  they 

owe  him. 
And  therefbre  they  prodently  chose  to  djscard 
The  patrtot,  whose  merits  they  would  not  reward. 
The  god,  with  a  smile,  bad  his  fiwourite  advance, 
**  You  were  sent  by  Astraea  her  envoy  to  France : 
You  bent  yonr  ambition  to  rise  in  the  state; 
I  refuse  yon  becaase  you  coujd  stoop  to  be  great." 

Then  a  bard  wbo  had  been  a  successful  transla- 
"  The  conTention  allows  me  a  versificator."  [tor, 
Says  Apollo,  "  You  mention  the  Jeast  of  your 

merit; 
By  yonr  works  k  appears  you  have  much  of  my  spirit. 
I  esteem  yon  so  well,  that,  to  tell  you  the  truth, 
The  greatest  objection  against  you  's  your  youth : 
Then  be  not  concern'd  you  are  now  laid  aside; 
lf  you  lirę,  you  shall  certainly  one  day  preside." 

Another,  Iow  bending,  Apollo  thus  greets, 
**  Twas  I  taught  your  subjocts  to  walk  through  the 
streets."  [fore : 

"  You  taogbt  them  to  walk  !  why,  they  kriew  it  be- 
But  give  me  the  bard  that  can  teach  them  to  soar. 
Whenerer  he  claims,  'tis  his  right,  I  Ml  confess, 
Who  lately  attemptod  my  style  with  success ; 
Who  writes  like,  Apollo  has  most  of  his  spirit, 
And  tberefbre  'tisjust  I  distinguish  his  merit; 
Who  makes  it  appear,  by  all  he  has  writ, 
His  judgment  alone  can  set  bounds  to  his  wit;   • 
Like  Virgil  correct,  with  his  own  native  ease, 
But  eiccels  even  Vhrgil  m  elegant  praise ; 
Who  admires  the  ancients,  and  knows  'tis  their  due, 
Yet  writes  m  a  manaer  enurely  new ; 
Though  nonę  with  moreease  their  deptbs  can  esplore, 
Yet  whaterer  he  wants  be  takes  from  my  storę : 
Thongh  I  'm  fond  of  his  virtues,  hwpride  1  can  sec, 
In  scorniag  to  borrow  from  any  but  me ; 
It  is  owmg  to  this,  that,  like  Cyothia,  his  lays 
Enlighten  the  world  by  reflecting  my  rays."  [drift: 

This  saki,  the  wbole  audience  soun  found  out  his 
The  oonvention  was  summonn*  in  farour  of  Swift. 
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Tn  boki  encroachen  on  the  deep 
Gain  by  degrees  buge  tracts  of  land, 

TUI  Neptune,  with  one  generał  sweep, 
Turni  all  again  to  barren  strand. 

The  muhitude,s  capricious  pranks 

Are  said  to  represent  the  seas  ; 
Which,  breaking  bankers  and  the  banki, 

Resume  their  own  whene'er  they  please. 

Money,  the  life-blood  of  the  nation, 
Corrupts  and  stagnates  in  the  veins, 

Unless  a  proper  circulatwn 
Us  motiop  aad  its  beat  mamtains* 


Because  '%  lordly  not  to  pay, 

Ouakers  and  ałdermenm  state 
Like  peers  have  Iroees  every  day 

uf  duns  attending  at  their  gate. 

* 

We  want  our  money  on  the  nail  ;  . 

The  banker  Js  ruinłd  if  he  pays : 
They  seem  to  act  an  anc  jent  tale ; 

The  birdt  are  met  to  strip  thejay* 

"  Ricbes,"  the  wisest  monarch  sings, 
"  Make  pinions  for  themsehres  to  fly:M 

They  fly  like  bats  on  parckment  mngs, 
And  geese  their  siiver  plumes  supply. 

No  money  left  for  souandcring  heirs  1 
Biiit  tura  the  lenders  mto  dejrtors : 

The  wish  of  Nero  now  is  theirs, 

"  That  they  had  never  known  their  letten." 

Coneeive  the  works  of  midnight  hags, 
Tormentingmols  behind  their  backs : 

Thus  bankers  o>er  their  bills  and  bags 
Sit  squeezing  imaget  ofwax. 

Conceive  the  whole  enchantment  broke; 

The  witcnes  left  in  open  air, 
With  power  no  morę  than  other  folk, 

£xpos*d  with  all  their  magie  ware. 

So  powerful  are  a  bankert  bills, 
Where  creditors  demand  their  due; 

They  break  upcounters,  doors,  and  tillt,      > 
And  leave  the  empty  chests  in  view. 

Thus  wben  an  earthouake  lets  in  light 

Upon  the  god  of  gold  and  Heli, 
Unable  to  endure  the  stght, 

He  hides  within  his  darkest  celL 

As  when  a  conjurer  takes  a  lease 

From  Satan  for  a  term  of  years, 
The  tenant  's  in  a  dismal  case, 

Whenerer  the  bloody  hond  appears. 

A  baited  banker  thus  desponds, 

Prom  his  own  band  fbresees  bis  fali ; 

They  have  his  soul,  who  have  his  bonds  ; 
'Tis  like  the  miting  on  the  walL 

How  will  the  caitiff  wretch  be  tcarM, 
When  first  he  finds  himself  awake 

At  the  last  trumpet  unprepai^d, 
And  all  his  grand  accuunt  to  make  I 

For  in  that  universal  cali 

Few  bankers  will  to  Heaven  be  raounters; 
They  Ml  ery,  "  Ye  shops,  npou  us  fali ! 

Conceal  and  cover  us,  ye  counters !" 

^Vhen  other  bands  the  scales  shall  hołd, 
And  they  in  men  and  angeW  *ight 

Prodocd  with  all  their  bills  and  £*!, 

"  Weigh'd  iu  the  balance,  and  found  lightt^ 


THE 
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OaouRK'8  noble  farę  will  n^er  be  forgot, 

By  those  who  were  there,  or  those  who  were  not. 

His  revels  to  keep,  we  sup  and  we  dine 

On  teren  score  «heep,  &t  bullocks,  and  swine. 


41* 


SWIFF*  POftU, 


Usgułbaugh  to  our  (easj,  in  nailą  wąs  brougjht  up* 
An  hundred  at  least,  and  a  madder  i  our  cup. 
O  there  is  the  sport !  we  rise  with  the  Ught 
la  disorderly  sort  from  snoring  all  night 

0  how  was  I  trick'd :  my  pipę  it  was  broke, 
My  pocket  was  piek'd,  1  tost  my  new  cloak. 

1  łm  rifled,  quoth  Neli,  of  mautle  and  kercher  »  : 
Why  then  fkre  thein  well,  the  dełeł  take  the  scarcher. 
Come,  harper  strlke  up;  bnt,  firat,  by  yoor  favoar, 
Boy,  give  us  a  cup:  ab '  tbis  bas  somd  savoor. 
Orourk's  jotly  boys  Ttt}er  dfeantfof  the  mattar, 
Till,  rous'd  by  tbe  noisa  and  musical  elatter, 
They  bounce  from  thek  nest,  na  knger  will  tarry, 
Tbey  rise  ready  drest,  without  one  av*~mary. 
They  dance  in  a  rouud,  cutting  capers  and  ramping ; 
A  mercy  the  ground  did  not  burst  with  their  stamp- 
Tbe  floor  i§  all  wet  with  leapsand  with  jumpt,  [iujr. 
While  the  water  and  sweat  splish-splash  in  their 

pumps. 
Bless  you  la  te  and  early,  Laughlm  0'Enagin ! 
Bp  my  hond  3  you  dance  rarely,  Margery  Grinagin. 
Bring  straw  for  our  bed,  shake  it  down  to  the  feet, 
Then  over  us  spread  the  whwiowiftę  sheet : 
To  show  I  don't  flinch*  fili  the  bowl  up  again ; 
Then  give  us  a  pm*h  of  yotfr  sneeztng,  a-yean 4 . 
Good  Lord  !  wbat  a  aigbt,  after  all  their  good  cheer, 
For  people  to  fight  in  the  midat  of  their  beer  ! 
They  rise  from  their  feast,  aad  hot  are  their  brains, 
A  cubit  at  least  the  length  of  their  skeans  K 
What  stabs  and  what  cuts,  wbatdatteringof  sticks; 
Wbat  strokes  on  the  guts,  what  bastings  and  kicks; 
With  cudgels  of  oak  well  hardWd  in  flame, 
An  hundred  heads  Uroke,  an  hundred  stmck  lamę, 
You  churl,  I  Ml  maintam  my  father  built  Luskj 
The  castle  of  Slain,  and  Carrick  Drumrusk : 
Tbe  earl  of  Kiidare  and  Moynalta  his  brother, 
As  great  as  they  are,  I  was  nurst  by  their  mother. 
Ask  that  of  old  madom  ;  she  '11  tell  you  who  's  who 
As  far  up  as  Adam,  she  knows  it  is  true. 
Come  down  with  that  beam,  if  cudgels  are  scarce, 
A  blow  on  the  weam,  or  a  kick  on  the  a— se. 


Our  wives  they  grow  sullen 
>  At  wearing  of  wooflen, 

And  all  we  popr  shop-keepers  qa  ust  our  boro*  patl  in. 
Then  we  'II  buy  En^Iish  silks  for  our  wiyts  tul 

qiir  dauglifcprs, 
In.  spite  of  hte  deanship  and  jonrneyman  T^aters. 

Whotver  our  trading  with  England  wpuld  binder, 
ToinOatue  buta  the  datiaos  do  plaiuły  ooospire; 
Becaute  Irish  linę*  will  saoa  tum  ta  tiwłw, 
And  wooi  it  is  greasy,  and  ąukrkly  takes  Ora, 
Therefore  I  assure  you, 
Our  noble  grand  jury,  fgjeatfnry: 

When 'they  saw  the  dean'<t  book;,  they  were  in  ą 
They  wetUw  buy  Englith  «fts  for  tfaeu*  whnes  ant 

their  daughters, 
In  spite  of  Iw*  deanship  ajut  journeyman  Waters. 

This  wicked  rogue  Waters,  who  always  is  sinofo*, 

And  before  cornm  nobus  so  oft  has  been  calPd^ 

Henceforward  sha!  I  pfint  neither  pamphlets  nor  lhxa, 

And,  if  swearing  can  do  *t,  shatt  be  Fwingmgly 

And  as  for  the  dean,  [mawN : 

You  know  whom  I  mean,  [clean. 

Ifthe  printer  will  peach  nim,  he  11  scarce  come  dl 

Then  we  Ml  buy  Eoglish  silks  for  our  wrres  and  oor 

dacighters, 
In  spite  of  his  deanship  and  journeyman  Wateo, 


AS  EXCBLLENT  NEW  SONG 

OM  A  UMT10U8  TAUTULZT6  ,  1720, 
TO  THE  TUNB  07  PACKINCTON'8  PODND. 

Biocadci  and  damasks,  and  tabbies,  and  gawses, 
Are  by  Robert  Ballentine  latery  brought  over, 
With  forty  things  mora :  now  hear  what  the  law  says, 
Whoe*er  will  not  wear  them,  w  not  the  king^s  lover. 
Tbough  a  printer  and  dean 
Seditiously  mean 
Our  true  Irish  hearts  rrom  old  England  to  wean ; 
We'll  buy  English  silks  for  our  wives   and   our 

daughters, 
In  spite  of  his  deanship  and  journeyman  Waters. 

In  England  the  dead  in  wooHen  are  clad, 
Tbe  dean  and  his  printer  then  let  us  ery  fye  on ; 

To  be  cloth^d  Kke  a  carcase,  would  make  a  Teague 
Sjiicealivingdogbetterłstbanadeadliop.  [mad, 

1  A  wooden  vessel,  a  Handkerchief. 

9  An  Imboath.  4  irish  for  a  womaCL 

b  Daggorp  or  short  swords. 

6  Proposalsibr  the  unirersal  use  of  Irish  mano- 
foctures,  for  whlch  Waters  tbe  printer  was  sererery  I 
prosecuted,  (• 


THE  PHOGRESS  OF  BEAUTK 

1720. 

When  fir3t  Diana  leaves  ber  bed, 
Vapours  and  bteam3  her  look  disgrace, 

A  frowry  dirty-coIour'd  red 
SiU  on  her  cloudy  wrinkled  face : 

But  by  degrees,  when  mounted  high, 

Her  artificial  tace  appeam 
Down  from  her  window  in  the  tky, 

Her  spots  are  gone,  her  vjsage  eleara. 

Twist  earthly  females  and  the  Moon 

All  parallels  exactly  run : 
If  Gelia  should  appear  too  soon, 

Alas,  the  nymph  would  be  ondone ! 

To  sce  her  from  her  pillow  rise, 

All  reeking  in  &  cloudy  sU^m, 
CrackM  lips,  foul  teeth,  and  gummy  eyes, 

Poor  Strephon !  how  would  he  blaspheme  f 

Three  colours,  black,  and  red v  and  wbite,. 

So  graceful  in  their  proper  place, 
Remove  them  to  a  diflerent  scite, 

They  form  a  frigbtful  bideous  fece : 

For  instance,  when  the  lily  skips 

lato  the  preeincts  of  the  rosę, 
And  takes  possession  of  the  lips, 

Łeaving  the  purple  to  the  nose : 

So  Celia  went  entire  to  bed, 
All  her  complesdon  safe  and  sona*}  ; 

But,  when  she  rosę,  wbite,  Waek>  and  red, 
Tbough  still  in  sight,  had  chang'd  their  groand. 

Hie  black,  which  wookł  not  be  coain^ 

A  morę  inferior  statkm  seeks, 
Learing  the  fiery  red  befamd,  - 

And  mingles  in  her  nntddy  cheeks. 


THE  nOGBESS  OF  FOETRY. 
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But  Delia  can  with  ©Me  aeftaes* 

By  help  of  aencil,  j*int,  and  brusa, 
£a\ch  coloar  to  ilu  place  and  use, 

And  teach  her  oheeks  agaia  to  bb*h» 

Shc  knows  her  egrly  aelf  no  soem, 

But  fili  d  with  adiaiiation  staads  $ 
As  other  painteia  oft  adare 

The  workjnaflshlp  of  thoir  own  hands. 

TTius,  after  four  importaat  baurs, 

Celia  's  the  wooder  of  her  sex ; 
Say,  which  among  fehe  heatenly  pewei* 

Conld  eaufce  aaoh  marvelfetts  effucts  ? 

Venus,  indulgent  to  -her  łoad, 

Gave  wometi  aU  their  hearts  cooid  wish, 

When  first  she  taugbt  Ihem  where  to  fina 
White-lead  «nd  lułsftaoian  l  disb. 

Łore  with  white-lead  cementu  his  wiagst 

White4ead  was  seat  us  to  repair 
Two  brightest,  brittlest,  carthly  things, 

A  lady's  foce,  and  China-ware. 

She  Tentnres  now  to  Uft  the  sash ; 

The  window  is  her  proper  sphere : 
Ah,  1ovely  nymph  !  be  net  too  rash, 

Nor  let  the  beati*  approach  too  near* 

Take  pattern  by  your  tisUr  star : 

Dehide  at  ooce  and  blass  our  sight  ; 
When  you  are  seen,  be  seen  from  far, 

And  chieny  choose  to  shiile  by  night 

Bot  art  no  longer  can  prarail, 

When  the  materials  all  are  gona ; 
The  best  mechanic  band  must  mil, 

Where  nothing  's  left  to  work  upon. 

Matter,  as  wise  logicians  say, 
'     Gannot  without  a,  form  subsist ; 
And  form,  say  I  as  well  as  they, 
Must  fail,  if  matter  brings  no  griat. 

And  this  is  fair  Diana'8  case ; 

For  all  astrologers  maintain, 
Each  night  a  bit  drops  off  her  face, 

When  mortals  say  she  's  in  her  wane : 

While  Partridge  *  wisely  shows  the  canse 

Effieient  of  the  Moon  s  deoay, 
That  Cancer  with  his  poisonons  claws 

Attacks  her  in  the  milky  way : 

Bat  Gadbury,  in  art  profound, 

frrom  her  pale  cheeks  preteads  to  show, 

That  swain  Endymton  3  is  not  sound, 
Or  else  that  Mercury's  her  fbe. 

But,  let  the  cause  be  what  it  will, 

In  half  a  month  she  looks  so  thin, 
Tbat  Flamsteed  «  can,  with  all  his  akii!, 

See  but  her  fosebaad  and  her  chin. 

Yet,  as  she  wastes,  she  growadiscroet, 
1111  midaight  mwer  shows  her  head : 

80  rotting  Celia  stroiła  the  street, 
When  aobar  iolks  alt  aU  a-beda 

»  Portugal 

*  Partridge  aud  GatkWy  wrote  eacn  an  *$t&- 
mena* 

3  A  young  sh«paeid>  of  whom,  Biana  was  feigntd 
to  be  enamodrad. 

*  John  FUnna****,  *»  teteitfaasd 
royaL 


For  surę,  if  this  be  Luna's  fate, 
Poor  Oelia,  hut  .ot  naprał  rade, 

In  vain  ezpects  a  longer  data 
To  the  materials  of  her  face. 

When  Mercury  her  tresses  mows, 
To  think  of  black-lead  oombs  "18  «ain; 

No  painting  can  restore  a  nose, 
Nor  will  her  teeth  return  again. 

Ye  powers,  who  over  leje  ajeside ! 

Since  nortal  eeaaties  drap  a©  soan, 
If  ye  would  have  us  well  eupply'** 

Send  us  *te>  nympas  wkh  aaoh  awv 


■**■**. 


TH* 

PROGRESS  OF  POETRY* 

Tm  ferme^s  goose,  who  m  the  stuKUa 
Has  fed  without  restraint  or  troable, 
Grown  fet  with  corn,  and  sitting.  still, 
Can  scarce  get  ołer  the  bara-door  siU  s   - 
And  hardly  waddles  forth  to  cool 
Herbelly  in  the  neighbouring  pool< 
^or  loudly  cacklos  at  the  door ; 
For  cackliag  slpws  the  gooso  is  poor.    ' 

But,  when  she  must  be  tutn'd  to  graze. 
And  round  tbe  barren  common  strays, 
Hard  exercise  and  harder  farę 
Soon  make  my  damę  grow  lank  and  spare  i 
Her  body  light,  she  tries  her  wings, 
And  scorns  the  ground,  and  upward  saringa; 
While  all  the  parish,  as  she  nieś, 
Hear  sounds  harmonious  from  the  skiet. 

Such  is  the  poet  fresh  in  pay 
(The  third  uightł8  profits  of  his  play)  ; 
His  moming-draughtB  till  noon  can  swjll 
Among  his  brethren  of  the  auill : 
With  good  roast  beef  his  belly  full^ 
Grown  lazy,  foggy,  fat,  and  duli, 
Deep  sunk  in  plenty  and  deltght, 
What  poet  e'er  could  take  his  night  ? 
Or,  stuff'd  with  phlegm  up  to  the  throat, 
What  poet  efer  could  sing  a  nota  ? 
Nor  Pegasus  could  bear  the  load 
Along  the  high  celestial  road ; 
The  steed,  oppressM,  wouM  break  his  girth, 
To  raise  the  lumber  from  the  Earth* 

But  view  him  in  another  scenę, 
When  all  his  drink  is  Hippocrena, 
His  money  spenc,  his  patrons  fail, 
His  credit  out  for  cheese  and  ale ; 
His  two-years  coat  so  smooth  and  bare, 
Tlirough  every  thread  it  lets  in  air; 
With  hungry  meals  bis  body  pU^d, 
His  guts  and  belly  fuli  of  wina  ; 
And,  like  a  jockey  for  a  race, 
His  flesh  brought  down  to  flyiog  case  : 
Now  his  exalted  spirit  loaths 
Encnmbrances  of  food  and  clothes  j 
And  up  he  rises,  like  a  v&pour, 
Supported  high  on  wjaaa  af  papet ; 
He  singing  flies,  and  ftying  shłgs, 
While  from  belom  all  GrałHKieatriag* 


4H 


swifts  tomś. 


THE  SOUTH  SEA  PROJECT. 

1721. 

Apparent  rań  nantes  in  gurgito  vasto, 
Anna  virum,  tabuheąue,  et  Troia  gaza  per  undas. 

Virg. 

Yk  wiae  philosophers,  «rplain 
What  magie  makes  our  money  rise, 

When  dropt  into  tbe  Southern  main ; 
Or  do  these  jogglers  cheat  our  eyes  r 

"  Pat  in  your  money  fairly  toW ; 

Pretto  !  be  gone — Tb  berę  agam : 
Ladies  and  gentlemenybehold, 

Herę  y»  every  piece  as  big  as  ten.*' 

Tbns  in  a  boson  drop  a  shilling, 

Tben  fili  tbe  resseHo  tbe  brim ;    , 
You  ahall  obserre,  as  you  are  fllling, 

Tbe  ponderons  metal  seems  to  swim. 

lt  rises  botb  in  bulk  and  height, 

Behold  it  swelling  like  a  sop ; 
Tbe  lkraid  medium  cheats  your  sight ; 

Behold  it  mounted  to  the  top  ! 

"  In  stock  three  bundred  tbousand  pound; 

I  bave  in  view  a  lord's  estate ; 
My  manors  all  contiguous  round  ; 

A  coacb  and  six,  and  serv'd  m  plafte  !'> 

Thus,  the  deluded  bankrupt  raves ; 

Puts  hĄ  upon  a  desperate  bet ; 
Then  plunges  in  tbe  Southern  waves, 

Dipt  over  head  and  ears— in  debt- 

So,  by  a  calenture  mialed, 

The  mariner  with  rapuire  sees, 
On  the  smootb  ocean1*  azure  bod, 

Enamerd  fields  and  veindant  trees : 

With  eager  hastę  he  longs  to  rove 

In  that  fahtastic  sćene,  and  thinks 
It  must  be  some  enchanted  grove ; 

And  in  he  leaps,  and  down  he  sinks. 

Five  hundred  chariots,  just  bespoke, 

Are  sunk  in  .these  devouring  wavea, 
The  horses  drowii'd,  the  haroess  broke, 

And  here  the  owners  find  their  graves. 

Like  Pharaoh,  by  direciort  led ; 

They  with  their  spoilt  went  safe  befbre  ? 
His  chariote,  tumbling  out  the  dead, 

Lay  shatter'd  on  the  Red-tea  sbore. 

Rais'd  up  on  Hope's  aspiring  płumes, 
Tbe  young  adventurer  o'er  the  deep 

An  eagle's  flight  and  Btate  assumes, 
And  scorns  the  middle-way  to  keep. 

On  paper  wings  he  takes  his  flight, 
With  wax  the  father  bound  them  fast ; 

The  toax  is  melted  by  the  height, 
And  down  the  towering  boy  is  cast 

A  moralist  might  here  explain 

The  rashness  of  the  Cretan  youth  ; 
Describe  his  fali.  into  the  main, 

And  from  a  fable  form  a  truth. 

His  mngt  are  ljis  paiemai  rent, 

He  melts  the  was  at  every  fiame ; 
His  credit  sunk,  his  money  speut, 

In  Southern  Seat  h*  leaoct  hit  nam* 


lnform  us,  you  that  best  can  tell, 
Why  in  yon'  daogeroui  gulph  prolound, 

Where  hundreds  and  where  tbousands  felt, 
Foois  chiefly  float,  tm>  wite  are  drown'd  v 


So  have  I  seen  from  Serern's 
A  flock  of  geete  jump  down  togemer  $ 

Swim,  where  the  bird  of  Jaro  would  smk* 
And,  swimming,  never  wet  a  feather. 

But,  I  affinn,  'tts  febe  in  met, 
Directort  better  knew  their  tools  ; 

We  see  the  nation's  credit  craefct, 
Each  knave  hath  madę  a  thonwmd  fbolsw 

One  fool  may  from  another  win, 
And  then  get  off  with  money  storM  ; 

But,  if  a  tharper  once  comes  hv 
He  throws  at  all,  and  sweeps  the  board. 

As  fishes  on  each  other  prey, 

The  greatotiesswallowmgmitneinall; 
So  fares  it  in  the  Southern  Sea ; 

The  whale  direciort  esit  up  aU. 

When  tłock  is  high,  they  come  between, 
Making  by  second-hand  their  ofiers  ; 

Tben  cumiragly  retire  nnseen, 
With  each  a  million  in  his  coflen. 

So,  when  upon  a  moon-sbine  night 
An  ass  was  drlnking  at  a  stream ; 

A  cloud  arose,  arid  stopt  the  light, 
By  brteroapting  every  beam : 

*'  The  day  of  judgment  will  be  soon" 
(Cries  out  a  sagę  among  the  crood)  ; 

"  An  ass  hath  swallowM  up  the  Moon  ! 
(The  Moon  lay  safe  behtnd  a  ckmd)." 

Each  poor  subscriber  to  the  sea 
Sinks  down  at  once,  and  there  he  lies  ; 

Directort  fali  as  well  as  they,  ■ 
Their  fali  is  but  a  trick  to  nse. 

So  fishes,  rising  from  the  mara, 
Can  soar  with  moistenM  wings  on  high  ; 

The  moisture  dryM,  they  sink  agam, 
And  dip  their  fios  agam  to  fly. 

Undone  at  play,  the  female  troops 
Come  here  their  losses  to  retrierc ; 

Ride  o'er  the  waves  in  spacious  hoopa, 
Like  Lapland  witches  in  a  netę. 

Thus  Venus  to  the  sea  descends, 

As  poets  feign ;  but  where  *§  the  morał  f 

It  showB  the  queen  of  lorę  intends 
To  search  the  deep  for  pearl  and  cond. 

The  sea  is  richer  than  the  land, 

I  heard  it  finom  my  grannam'8  month  ; 

Which  now  I  clearly  understand, 
For  by  the  sea  she  meant  the  Semik. 

Thus  by  directort  we  are  toki, 

"  Pray,  gentlemen,  believe  your  eyes; 
Our  ocean  *s  cover*d  c^er  with  goftd, 

Look  round  and  see  how  thick  it  liea: 

We,  gentlemen,  are  your  assisters, 
We  'U  come,  and  hołd  ypu  by  the 

Alas !  all  is  not  gold  that  glisters. 
Hien  tbousand  sink  by  leaping  in. 

Oh !  would  those  patriots  be  so  kmd, 
Here  in  the  deep  to  ttath  their  hańdt, 

Then,  like  Pactolus,  we  shouldfind 
The  sea  indeedińd  gaUtn  tanSrn 


THE  SOUTH  SEA  PRÓJECf. 


415 


A  ahiUing  in  the  baik  you  fling; 

Tbe  sitar  takes  a  nobler  hue, 
By  magie  yirtae  in  the  Hpring, 

And  seems  a  guinea  to  your  rów. 

But,  a*  a  s^iinea  will  not  pass 

At  market  for  a  farthing  morę, 
Shown  throngh  a  mukiplymg-glass, 

Than  what  it  alwayi  did  bcfore : 

9o  east  it  in  the  Southern  weta, 
Or  rów  it  throagh  ijobber3*  bill ; 

Pot  on  what  spectacles  you  please, 
Your  guinea  's  bot  a  guinea  atilL 

Oae  night  a  fooi  into  a  brook 

Thus  from  a  hillock  looking  down, 

Tbe  golden  star*  for  guineas  teok, 
And  nbtr  Cynthia  for  a  crown. 

Tbe  point  be  conbl  no  longer  doubt  j 

He  ran,  be  teapt  into  tbe  flood ; 
Tbere  sprawrM  awhfle,  and  scarce  got  out, 

Ali  oorerM  o,er  with  •limę  and  mud. 

u  Upon  tbe  water  cast  thy  bread, 
And  after  many  days  tboa  'It  find  it ;" 

Bat  gold  upon  tbit  ocean  spread 
Shall  sink,  and  leare  no  mark  bebrod  it. 

Tbere  it  a  gnlpb,  wbere  thousands  fell, 
Herę  all  the  boki  achrenturers  came, 

A  narrow  sound,  tbougb  deep  as  Heli ; 
Wiange-Alley  is  tbe  dreadful  name, 

Ninę  time>  a  day  it  ebbs  and  flows ;  v 

Yet  be  that  on  the  suriace  lies, 
Witaout  a  pilot  seldom  knows 

Tbe  time  it  mlls,  or  when  *twill  rae. 

Subscribers  berę  by  thousands  float 

And  jostle  one  another  down  ; 
Eacb  paddling  in  bis  leaky  boat ; 

And  here  they  fish  for  gold,  and  drown. 

"  Now  bury'd  in  the  depth  below, 
Now  mounted  up  to  Heaven  again, 

They  reel  and  stagger  to  and  fro, 

At  their  wita  end,  like  drunken  men  '-" 

Mean  time  secure  on  Garraway  *  cliffc, 

A  savage  race  by  sbipwrecks  fed, 

.  Lie  waitmg  for  tbe  founderM  skina, 

And  strip  tbe  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Bot  these,  you  tay,  are  fajtiom  lies, 
From  some  malictous  Tory'a  brain ; 

For,  where  directort  get  a  prize, 

Tbe  Swiss  and  Dutch  whole  milliont  drain. 

» 

Tbtis,  when  by  rooks  a  lord  is  ply'd, 

Some  cully  often  wina  a  bet, 
By  Tenturing  on  tbe  cheating  side, 

Though  not  into  the  sccrct  lek 

While  some  build  castles  in  the  air, 
Direetors  build  them  in  the  seas ; 

Subscribers  plainly  see  them  there, 
For  fools  will  see  as  wise  men  please. 

Thns  oft  by  mariners  are  sbown 
(TJnless  tbe  men  of  Kent  are  liart) 

Bari  Godwnrt  castles  orerflown, 
And  palaoe-rooft,  and  steeple-spires. 

Mark  wbere  the  sly  direcfors  creep, 
Nor  to  tbe  sbore  approach  too  nigh ! 

2  Psalmcni. 

*  A  ooHeo  house  in  H3ftange-AUey. 


The  monsters  nestle  in  the  deep, 
To  seize  you  in  your  passing  by. 

Then,  like  the  dogs  of  Nile,  be  wise, 
Who,  taugbt  by  msttnct  how  to  shun 

Tbe  crocodile,  that  lurking  lies, 
Run  as  they  drink,  and  drink  and  run. 

Antaras  could,  by  magie  charms, 
Recorer  strength  wher^er  be  fell ; 

Alcides  held  him  in  bis  arms, 
And  sent  him  up  in  air  to  HelL 

Direetors,  thrown  into  the  sea, 
Recoyer  strength  and  Yigour  tbere ; 

But  may  be  tain'd  another  wayv 
Suspended  for  a  while  in  akr. 

Direclors  /  for  tis  you  I  warn, 
By  long  eapeiience  we  have  found 

What  planet  rulM  when  you  were  bora; 
We  see  you  nem  can  be  drown'd. 

Beware,  nor  over-bulky  grow, 
Nor  come  within  your  colty,s  reach  ; 

For,  if  the  sea  should  sink  so  Iow 
To  leave  you  dry  upon  gie  beach, 

You  HI  owe  your  ruin  to  your  bulk  : 
Your  foea  already  waitmg  stand, 

To  tear  you  like  a  founderM  bulk, 
While  you  lielielpless  on  the  sand, 

Thns,  when  a  whale  has  lost  tbe  tide, 
The  coasters  crowd  to  seize  the  spoil ; 

The  monster  into  parta  dnride, 
And  strip  tbe  bones,  and  melt  the  oiL 

Oh  !  may  some  western  tempest  sweep 
These  locusU  whom  our  truits  have  fed% 

That  plague,  dtrectors,  to  the  deep, 
Driv'n  from  the  SoutkSea  to  the  Red  ! 

May  he,  whom  Nature's  laws  obey, 

Who  li/U  the  poor,  and  sinks  the  proud, 

"  Quiet  the  raging  of  the  sea, 
And  still  the  madness  of  the  crowd !" 

But  never  shall  •ar  isle  have  rest, 
Ti  II  those  derouring  swine  run  down, 

(The  dcvils  leaving  the  possest) 
And  headlong  in  the  waters  drown. 

Tbe  nation  then  too  late  will  find, 
Computing  all  their  cost  and  trouWe, 

Jhrectort1  protnises  but  wind, 
Soulh-Sea  at  besta  mighty  bubbie. 


THE  DOG  AND  S HA  DOW. 

Oae  cibam  portans  catulus  dum  spectat  in  undit, 
Apparet  liquido  prtedoe  melioris  imago : 
Dum  spectosa  diu  damna  admiratur,  et  alte 
Ad  latices  inbiat,  cadit  imo  vortice  pracceps 
Ore  cibus,  nec  non  simulaahrum  corripit  uns> 
Occupat  iłle  avibus  deceptis  faucibus  umbram  t, 
Illudit  species^ac  dentibus  aeramordet. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 

WHQ  Han  SBEM   MUOfl  ABUSIO  IV   MAMT 

DirncaBNT  lisku* 

The  greatest  monaroh  may  be  stabbM  by  nighV 
And  fortunę  help  the  murderer  in  his  flight  j 
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The  vilest  mffian  włyomtttAmTtp*, 
Yet  safe  from  infor'd  ionocence  etcape ;    • 
And  calumny,  by  working  iinder  ground 
Can,  onreveog'd,  the  greatest  merit  wound. 

What  's  to  be  done  ?  Sball  wit  and  learning  chooBB 
To  live  ohecure,  and  hare  no  famę  to  Jose  ? 
By  censnre  frighted  out  of  hunourt  road, 
Nor  dare  to  use  the  gifts  by  Heaven  bestoW^? 
Or  fearlesa  eifter  in  'throngh  virtue's  gate, 
And  buy  distinction  at  the  dearest  ratę  ? 


BILŁET 


*0   THE   COMPANY  OF  PtATERS* 

The  endosed  Prołogue  ts  Ibrmed  opon  the  Mory  of 
the  secretary'6  not  suffering  you  to  aot,  unless  you 
would  pay  him  300/.  per  annum  i  upon  wbich  you 
got  a  liceuce  from  the  lord  mayor  to  act  <s  strol- 
le/s, 

The  Protogue  supposes,  that,  upon  your  being 
fbrbidden  to  act,  a  company  of  country-strollers 
came  and  hired  the  play-house,  and  your  clothes, 
&c.  to  act  in. 
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THE  PROLOGUE. 

OLTR  set  of  stroUers,  wandering  iip  and  down, 
Hearing  tbe  house  wat  empty,  came  to  town ; 
And,  with  a  liceuce  from  our  good  lord  mayor, 
Went  to  one  Griffith,  formerly  a  player ; 
Him  we  pereuaded,  with  a  moderate  bribe, 
To  speak  to  Elrington  and  all  the  tribe, 
To  let  our  company  supply  their  places, 
And  hire  us  out  their  scenes,  and  clothes,  and  facet. 
Is  not  the  truth  the  truth  ?  I/x>k  fuli  on  me  j 
I  am  not  Elrington,  nor  Griffith  he. 
When  we  perform,  look  sharp  among  our  crew, 
Tbere'8  not  a  creature  berę  you  erer  knew. 
The  fbrmer  folka  were  servants  to  the  king ; 
We,  humble  ttrollers,  always  on  the  wing. 
Now,  for  my  part,  I  think  upon  the  whole,  . 
Rather  than  stanre,  a  better  man  would  stroił. ' 

Stay,  let  me  see-~Three  hundred  pounds  a  year, 
Por  leare  to  act  in  town !  Tisplaguy<iear. 
Now,  here  *s  a  warrant ;  gallants,  pleate  to  mark, 
For  three  thirteens  and  shcpence  to  the  clerk. 
Threą  hundred  pounds  !  Were  I  the  prioe  to  to, 
The  public  should  bestow  the  actors  shc 
A  aoore  of  guineas,  given  under-band, 
For  a  good  word  or  so,  we  understand. 
To  help  an  honest  lad  that  's  out  of  place, 
May  cost  a  crown  or  so ;  a  common  case : 
And,  in  a  crew,  His  no  injustice  tliought 
To  ship  a  rogue,  and  pay  him  not  a  groat 
fint,  in  the  chronicles  of  former  ages, 
Who  ever  heard  of  senrants  paying  wages  ? 

I  pity  Elrington  with  all  my  heart ; 
Would  he  were  here  this  nigbt  to  act  my  part ! 
I  told  him  what  it  was  to  be  a  atroller ; 
How  free  we  acted,  and  had  no  comptroller : 
In  every  town  we  wait  en  Afr.  Mayor, 
First  get  a  licence,  then  prodnce  our  ware ; 
We  uowfi  a  tiwmpee,  et  we  beat  a  otom ; 
Huzza !  (the  school-boys roar)  theplayers  are  come ! 
And  then  we  ery,  to  spur  the  bumpkins  on, 
GaJiaata,  by  Tuesday  mott  w*  oratft  be  gon*. 


I  told  him,  in  Che  smoiftbest  way  I  óódtS, 
All  this  and  morę,,  yet  it  wonJd  do  no  good* 
But  Elrington,  tears  fading  front  hia  cheefcft^ 
He  that  bas  shone  with  Betterton  and  WHks, 
To  whom  our  country  nas  been  always  desu* 
Who  chose  to  )eave  his  dearest  plcdges  here, 
Gwns  all  your  favours,  here  intends  to  staw* 
And  as  a  strołler,  act  in  every  play : 
And  the  whole  crew  this  resolution  tak  es, 
To  live  and  die  all  stroflefs  for  your  sake*  : 
Not  frighted  wfch  an  ignominious  name, 
For  your  displeasure  is  their  only  shamfe. 

A  pox  on  Eliingtoh'*  majestfc  torie! 
Now  1o  a  word  uf  business  In  otrr  owti. 

Gallants,  nett  Thursriay  night  wili  be  onr 
Then,  without  mi),  wiś  piotr  \Ą*  for  IfeKaft. 
Lose  not  your  timfe,  mor  nor  ditersfons  ttttsA, 
The  next  we  act  ahśdl  be  aa  good  as  tbia. 


EPIGRAM, 


Gr  rat  folki  are  of  a  ftner  tnould ; 
Lord  !  how  politely  they  can  seoW  \ 
While  a  coarse  Engtiih  tongite  will  fteb 
For  whore  aod  rogue,  and  dog  and  bitdu 
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Gbeat  ery  and  Uttle  wool — is  now  beoosoe 
The  plague  and  proverb  of  the  weaTe^s  lootn  : 
No  wool  to  work  on,  neither  weft  nor  warp  i 
Their  pockets  empty,  and  their  atomach*  sharp. 
Provok'd,  in  loud  complaints  to  you  they  ery  : 
ladiea,  relieve  the  weavers ;  or  they  die* ! 
Forsake  your  silks  for  stuifś ;  nor  think  H  atrangr 
To  shift  your  clothes,  sińce  you  delight  in  chaage.' 
One  thing  with  freedom  I  'II  presume 
The  men  will  like  you  e^ery  bit  as  weU. 

See,  I  am  drest  from  top  to  tae  in  stnffj 
And,  by  my  troth,  I  think  I  'm  fine  enotis^i 
My  wife  admires  me  morę,  and  Bwears  she 
In  any  dress,  bebeld  me  look  so  clerer. 
And,  if  a  man  be  better  in  such  ware> 
^rbat  great  adrantage  must  it  gire  the  fiur  ! 
Our  wool  fitom  lambs  of  innocence  proceeds : 
Silks  come  from  maggots,  callicoes  from  weedś 
Hence  'tis  by  sad  esperience  that  we  find 
Ladies  m  silks  to  tapours  much  inclmM— 
And  what  are  tbey  but  maggots  in  tbe  mind  ? 
For  which  I  think  it  reason  to  cooclude 
That  clothes  may  change  our  temper  like  oor 
Chintzes  are  gawdy,  and  engage  onr  eyes 
Too  much  about  tbe  party-coloWd  dyes  t 
Althougb  the  htstre  is  from  you  begun, 
We  see  the  rainbow,  and  aeglect  tbe  Sofo 

How  sweet  and  innooent  's  the  country 
With  imali  expense  m  native  wool  array^; 
Who  copies  from  the  6elds  ber  bomely  grw 
Włiile  by  ber  shepberd  with  delighTshef 
Should  our  fair  ladies  drest  like  ber  in  wool, 
How  much  mora  lorely,  and  now  bcsfrJOfifl, 
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VHhomX  their  Indian  drapery,  they  'd  proYe, 
Vhilst  wool  woutd  help  to  warm  us  into  love  ! 
licn  like  the  famous  Argonauts  of  Grcece, 
¥•  'd  all  contend  to  cain  the  Golden  Fleece ! 


MPILOGUE,  BY  THE  DEAN, 

SPOKSN  BY   MR.   CRIPPITH. 

^r  ho  dares  affirm  this  is  no  pious  age, 
Vhen  charity  begins  to  tread  the  stage  ? 
Vhcn  actors,  who  at  beat;  are  hardly  savers, 
*/ill  giye  a  night  of  bencfit  to  weaYers? 
foty — let  me  see}  how  finely  will  it  sound ! 
rmprimis9  From  his  grace  l  an  hundred  pound. 
*ecrs,  clergy,  centry,  alł  are  benefactors  ; 
lnd  theh  comes  in  the  item  of  the  actors. 
rtem,  The  actors  freely  gavc  a  day— 
["be  poet  bad  no  tnore  who  madę  the  play. 

Bat  whence  this  wondrous  charity  in  players? 
rhey  learnt  it  not  ąt  sermons,  or  at  prayers : 
Jnder  the  rosę,  since  here  are  nonę  but  friends, 
To  own  the  truth)  we  hare  some  private  ends. 
Snee  waiting-women,  like  esacting  jades* 
fold  up  the  prices  of  their  old  brocades ; 
Fe  'U  dress  ir^manufacŁures  madę  at  borne, 
5quip  our  kings  and  gerurals  at  Th*?  Comb  *. 
Ne  'II  rigfrom  Meath-street  ASgyptfs  haughty  queen, 
kod  Anteny  shall  coort  ber  in  ratteen. 
n  blue  shalloon  shall  Hannibal  be  clad> 
Ind  Scipio  trail  an  Iriah  purple  plaicL 
n  drugget  drest,  of  thirteen  pence  a  yard, 
lee  Philip's  son  amidst  bis  Persian  guard  ; 
Lnd  proud  llozana,  fi^d  with  jeałous  ragę, 
With  fifty  yards  of  crape  shall  sweep  the  stage. 
n  short,  our  kings  and  princessea  within 
ire  all  resoWd  this  project  to  begin; 
Lnd  yon,  our  subjectu;  when  yoa  here  resort, 
aost  inttate  the  fashion  of  the  court. 

Ob  !  could  I  see  this  aodience  clad  in  ttuff, 
rhough  money'sscarce,wesbouId  haYetradęenough: 
kit  chintze,  brocades,  and  lacey  take  all  away, 
Ind  scarce  a  crown  is  left  to  see  a  play.  '» 
>erhap*  yoa  wonder  whenoe  this  friendshtp  springs 
letweeu  the  weavers  and  us  play-house  kings ; 
Jut  wit  and  weaving  bad  the  same  beginning $ 
'alias  first  taugfct  us  poetry  and  spinning : 
Lnd,  next,  obserre  bow  this  allianoe  fitą, 
'or  weavers  now  are  just  as  poor  as  wits : 
"beir  brother  qttill-men,  workers  for  the  stage, 
'or  sorry  stuffcKk  get  a  crown  a  page  ; 
hit  weavers  will  be  kinder  to  the  players, 
lnd  sell  for  twenty-pence  a  yard  of  theirs. 
Lnd,  to  your  knowiedge,  there  is  often  less  in 
rbe-poefs  wit,  than  in  the  players  dresting. 


A  POEM 
BY  DR.  DELANY, 

WK  TBS  PBBCBDDKl  HtOŁOGUB  AND  BMLOOUE. 

Fcemineo  generi  tribaantur. 

Trb  Muses,  whom  the  ricbest  stlks  array, 
lefuse  to  flmg  thehr  shining  gowns  away : 

1  Arcbbisbop  King. 

<  A  street  famom  for  wooUen,inanuiKrtuTet. 
fOL.XL 


The  pencil  clothes  the  Ninę  in  bright  brocades, 
And  gives  each  colour  to  the  picturM  maids  ; 
Far  above  mortal-dress  the  sisters  shine, 
Pride  in  their  Indian  robes,  and  nonst  be  fine. 
And  shall  two  bards  in  concert  rhyme  and  buff, 
And  fret  these  Muscs  with  their  play-house  stuff  f 

The  player  in  mimie  piety  inay  storra, 
Deplore  the  Comb,  and  bid  her  heroes  arm : 
The  arbitrary  mob,  in  paltry  ragę, 
May  curse  the  belles  and  chintzes  of  the  age: 
Yet  still  the  artist  worm  her  silk  sball  share, 
And  spin  her  thread  of  life  in  serviće  of  the  fair. ' 

The  cottou-plant,  whom  satire  cannot  blast, 
Shall  bloom  the  favourite  of  these  realms,  and  last  j 
Like  yours,  ye  fair,  her  famę  from  oensure  grows, 
Prerails  in  cbarms,  and  glares  above  her  foes : 
Your  injur'd  plant  śhall  meet  a  loud  defence, 
And  be  the  emblem  of  your  innocence. 

Some  bard,  perhaps,  whose  landlord  was  a  weaver> 
Penn'd  the  Iow  prologtie,  to  return  a  favour : 
Some  neighbour  wit,  tbat  would  be  in  the  vogue, 
Work'd  with  his  friend,  and  wore  the  epilogiie. 
Who  weaves  the  chaplet,  or  prondes  the  bays, 
For  such.  wool-gathering  sonnetteers  as-these  ? 
Hence  then,  ye  home-spun  witlings,  that  persuade 
Miss  Chloe  to  the  fashion  of  her  maid. 
Shall  the  wide  lioop,  that  standard  of  the  town, 
Thus  act  subseryient  to  a  poplin  gown  ? 
,  Who  'd  smell  of  wool  all  over  ?  Tis  enough 
The  under-petticoat  be  madę  of  stuft 
Lord  !  to  be  wrapt  in  flannel  just  in  May, 
When  the  fields  dress'd  in  flowers  appear  so  gay  ! 
And  shall  not  miss  befloturfd  as  well  as  they  > 

In  what  weak  colours  would  the  plaid  appear, 
Work*d  to  a  quilt,  or  studded  in  a  chair ! 
The  skin,  that  vies  with  silk,  would  fret  with  stuff; 
Or  who  could  bear  in  bed  a  thing  so  rough  ? 
Ye  knowing  fair,  how  eminent  that  bed, 
Where  the  chintze  diamonds  with  the  silken  thread^ 
Where  rusUing  curtains  cali  the  curious  eye, 
And  boast  the  streaks  and  paintings  of  tłie  sky  ! 
Of  flocks  they'd  have  your  milky  ticking  fullj 
And  alł  this  for  the  benefit  of  wool ! 

"  But  where,"  say  they,  "  shall  we  bestowtnes* 
weavers,  [cravers  ?n 

That  8pread  our  streets,  and  are  such    piteous 
The  silk-worms  (brittle  beings !)  prone  to  fate, 
Demand  their  care  to  make  their  webs  complete: 
These  may  they  tend,  their  promises  receive; 
We  cannot  pay  tao  much  for  what  they  give  1 


ON  GAULSTOWN  HOUSE. 

BY  MU  DELANY  \ 

Tis  so  old,  and  so  ugly,  and  yet  so  convenient, 
You  're  sometimes  in  pleasure,  though  often  in 

painin't:  ' 

'Tis  so  large,  you  may  lodge  a  few  frj^nds  with1 

ease  in  »t : 
You  may  tum  and  stretch  at  your  length  if  you 

płease  in  t : 

1  The  seat  of  George  Rochibrt,  esq.  (fether  to 
the  earl  of  Belvid6re)  ;  where  Dr.  Swift  and  an 
agreeable  set  of  fhends  ssent  part  of  the  susnmerof 

1721.    ' 
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>T\*  so  little,  the  hmily  live  m  a  pros  in  U, 
And  poor  lady  Betty  *  has  scarce  room  to  drws  in  H  : 
'Tis  so  cold  in  the  Winter,  you  can't  bear  to  lie  in  *t  j 
And  to  hot  in  theaummer,  you  're  ready  to  fry  fn  't  : 
'Tis  so  brittJe,  'twould  scarce  bear  the  weight  of  a 

tun; 
*  Yet  so  stanch,  that  it  keeps  oat  a  great  dcal  of  sun : 
'Tis  so  crazy,  the  weather  with  ease  beatsquite 

through  it,         .  [new  it. 

And  you  >re  forc'd  every  year  in  some  nart  to  re-. 
Tis  w>  ugly,  so  usefal,  to  big,  and  so  little  ; 
'Tis  so  stanch,  and  so  crazy,  so  strong,  and  so 

brittle  j 
'Tis  at  one  time  so  bot,  and  another  so  cold ; 
It  is  part  of  the  new,  and  part  of  the  old  ; 
It  U  just  half  a  blessing,  and  just  half  a  curse— 
I  wish  then,  dear  George,  it  were  better  ot  worse. 


THE  CO  UNTR  V  LIFE. 

PAaT  Of    A  8UMME1   SPBKT  AT  GAULSTOWlT-HOUSS. 

TgAŁiA,  tell  in  sober  lays,  [days ; 

How  George  ł,  Nim  *,  Dan  s,  Dean  «,  pass  their 

And,  should  our  Gaulstown'8  art  grow  fallow, 

Yet  nc%el  quis  car  mi  ma  Galio  f 

Herę  (by  the  way)  by  Gallus  mean  I 

Not  Sheridan,  but  friend  Delany. 

Begin,  my  Muse.    First  from  our  bowers 

We  sally  forth  at  dinerent  hours ; 

At  seven  the  Dean,  in  night-gown  drest, 

Goes  round  the  hbuse  to  wake  the  rest ; 

At  nlne,  grave  Nim,  and  George  facetious, 

Go  to  the  Dean,  to  read  Lucretius ; 

At  ten,  my  lady  comes  and  hectors, 

And  kisses  George,  and  ends  our  lectures  ; 

And  when  she  bas  bira  by  the  neck  fast, 

Halls  him,  and  scolds  us  down  to  breakfast, 

We  squander  tbere  an  hour  or  morę, 

And  then  all  bands,  boys,  to  the  oar ; 

AU,  heteroclite  Dan  eacept, 

Who  neither  time  nor  order  kept, 

But,  by  pecuHar  whimsies  drawn, 

Peeps  in  the  ponds  to  look  for  spawa  $ 

Cersees  the  wurk,  or  Dragon  5  rows, 

Or  mars  a  text,  or  mends  his  bose ; 

Or— hut  prooeed  we  in  our  journal— » 

At  twu,  or  after,  we  return  all : 

From  tbe  (bur  elements  assembling, 

Warn'd  by  the  beli,  all  folks  come  tremofing  : 

Prom  airy  garrets  some  descend, 

Some  from  the  lake's  remotest  end : 

My  lord  6  and  Dean  the  fire  forsake ; 

Dan  leaves  the  earthly  spade  and  rake  : 

The  loiterers  quake,  no  corner  bides  them, 

And  Jady  Betty  soundly  chides  them. 

*  Daughter  to  the  earl  of  Drogbeda,  and  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Rocbfcjrt 

1  Mr.  fcocnfort 

«  His  brother,  Mr.  John  Rochfbrt,  who  was  call- 
ed  Kiasrod,  from  his  great  attachment  to  the  chase. 

3  Rer.  Daniel  Jackson.  «  Dr.  Swift. 

•    5  A  smali  boat  so  called.  " 

«  Mr.  Rochforfs  father  was  lani  chief  baron  of 
die^łchequer  in  IrelancL 
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Now  water  łs  brought,  and  dinner  's  dane  r 

With  "  Church  and  King"  tbe  lady  'słonej 

(Not  reckoning  half  aa  hour  we  pata 

In  talking  o*er  a  moderate  glass). 

Dan,  growing  drowsy,  like  a  thief 

Steals  off  to  dose  away  his  beef ; 

And  this  must  pass  for  reading  Hammond 

While  George  and  Dean  go  to  back-gammotC 

George,  Nim,  and  Dean,  set  out  at  foar, 

And  then  again,  boys,  to  the  oar. 

But  when  the  Sun  goes  to  tbe  deep, 

(Not  to  disturb  him  m  bis  sleep, 

Or  make  a  rumbiing  o*er  his  head, 

His  candle  out,  and  be  a-bed) 

We  watch  his  motions  to  a  minutę. 

And  leave  the  flood  when  be  goes  in  fu 

Now  stinted  m  the  sbortening  day. 

We  go  to  prayers,  and  then  to  play, 

Ul!  supper  comes ;  and  after  that 

We  sit  an  hour  to  drink  and  chat. 

Tis  late— the  old  and  younger  paira, 

By  Adam  *  lightad,  walk  up  stairs. 

The  weary  Dean  goes  to  his  chamber;- 

And  Nim  and  Dan  to  garret  clamber. 

So  when  the  cirele  we  have  ran, 

Tbe  curtain  folls,  and  all  is  done. 

I  might  have  mention'd  sev'ral  frets, 
like  episodes  between  the  acts ; 
And  tell  who  loses  and  who  wins, 
Who  gets  a  cold.  who  braaks  his  sfaina; 
How  Dan  caught  nothing  in  his  net, 
And  how  the  boat  was  overseL 
For  brerity  I  have  retrench*d 
How  in  the  lakę  the  Dean  was  drench'd  : 
It  would  be  an  exploit  to  brag  on, 
How  Taliaot  George  rode  o'er  the  Cbcagon; 
How  steady  in  the  storm  ha  sat, 
And  sav'd  his  oar,  but  lost  his  bat : 
How  Nin  (no  hunter  e*er  could  matoh  him) 
Still  brings  us  hares,  when  hecaa  catch  thesas 
How  skrifuUy  Dan  menda  his  netsj 
How  fortunę  fails  htm  when  he  seta : 
Or  how  the  Dean  delights  to  ves 
lite  ladies,  and  lampoon  their  sea. 
[  might  hare  told  how  oft*  dean  Pescnrala 
Displays  his  pedantry  unsnerciral  i 
How  baugbtily  he  cocks  his  nose, 
To  tell  wbat  erery  school-boy  knows  ; 
And  with  his  finger  aad  his  thumb, 
Fjcplaining,  strikes  opposers  dumb : 
Biąt  now  tbere  needs  no  roore  be  ssad  on  % 
Nor  how  his  wife,  that  female  pedant, 
Shows  all  ner  sacrets  of  housekeeping  | 
For  candJes  how  she  trucks  ber  dnpprag; 
Was  forc'd  to  send  three  nules  for  yeast, 
To  brew  ber  ale,  and  raise  ber  pastę  ; 
Telb  ewery  thmg  that  you  can  think  of, 
How  she  cisrM  Charfy  of  the  chin-oough  s 
WTiat  gave  ber  brata  and  pigs  the  measbis. 
And  how  ber  doves  w«re  kJUM  by  weaseb  i 
How  Jowler  howrd,  and  wbat  a  frig^t 
She  had  with  dreams  the  ots>er  mght. 

But  now,  śnce  I  hare  gont  so  for  0% 
A  word  or  two  of  lord  chief  barona 
And  tell  how  little  weight  be  sets 
On  all  whig  papers  and  gaaettes; 
But  for  the  poiiiies  of  Pue, 
erery  syllable  it  true. 

9Thtbutier> 


GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN. 
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lod  lince  łie  uwns  fhe  king  of  Sweden 
"»  dead  at  Ust  without  evading, 
How  all  his  bopes  are  in  the  Czar : 
'  "Wny,  Muscory  is  not  *o  far : 
>)wn  the  Black  -Sea,  and  up  the  Streights, 
Ind  in  a  month  he  's  at  your  gates ; 
^erbaps,  from  what  the  packet  brings, 
5y  Christmas  ve  sball  see  strange  tfcings." 
Why  ahould  1  tell  of  ponds  and  drains, 
tVhat  carps  we  met  with  for  our  pains ; 
>f  spnrrows  tara'd,  and  nnts  innumerable 
To  choke  the  girls,  and  to  consume  a  rabble  ? 
3ut  yoa,  who  are  a  scholar,  know 
iow  transient  all  fhings  are  below, 
•Iow  prone  to  change  is  haman  life  1 
ImkL  night  arriv'd  Ciem  *  and  his  wife— 
rhis  grand  erent  hath  broke  our  measures  ; 
[Tieir  reign  began  with  cruel  seteures : 
rhe  Dean  must  with  his  qt»ilt  supply 
Phe  bed  in  which  those  tyrants  lie : 
*im  lost  Vis  wig-Wock,  Dan  his  jordan 
My  lady  says,  she  cant  atfbrd  one)  ; 
Seorge  b  half-scarM  out  of  his  wits, 
ror  Ciem  gets  alUhe  dainty  bita. 
łencefbrth  expect  a  diflerent  sumy, 
rhis  neose  will  soon  tura  topsy-turrey : 
Fłiey  taft  of  farther  alterations, 
■Ttuca  eaunes  many  speculationa. 


THOMAS  SHERIDAN,  Cluc, 
TO  GEORGE-NIM-DAN-DEAN,  E8*. 

JOŁT  15,  1721,  AT  HIOBT. 

*j>  hstve  yoa  V  know,  George  ',  Don  *,  Dean  a, 

and  Nim4, 
Int  I  've  tearńed  how  rent  X9  compose  trim, 
foch  better  b*  half  th*n  yoa,  n'r  yoa,  n*r  him, 
ud  tht  I  'd  rM'euje  their  »nd  your  nam-flim, 
iy'  bt  then,  ffrhaps,  says  yoa,  Cs  a  m'rry  wbim 
rrth  'bondance  of  m*rk'd  notes  V  th'  rim, 
o  tht  l  ought  n\  for  t>  be  morose  *vd  f  tok  grim, 
lunk  nt  yoor  ystle  pot  m*  in  a  meagrim  ; 
fcough  'n  repffon  day,  I  'ppear  ver»  slim, 
V  last  bowl  t  Helsham's  did  m>  head  t'  swim, 
o  tht  I  hfd  man'  aches  ;n  Vry  scrubbłd  limb, 
kuse  th'  top  of  th'  bowl  I  h'd  oft  us'd  t'  skim; 
nd  b'sides  Dian'  swears  th't  I  h'd  swalPwM 8»v¥l 

brim- 
lers,  'nd  that  my  vis'ge  's  corerM  o'er  with  rM  nim- 
fes:  mWer  though  m'  scull  were  (s*  tis  n't)  's 

strong  's  tim-  v 

er,  t  must  have  ak'<L    TV  clansofth'c11edge 

Sanh'drim, 
tes>ii't  the*  hanibl'  and  'fectfnate  respects ;  that*s 

V  sny,  B»lan',  'chlin,  P.  Ludl%  IHc*  Sfwart, 

fFlsham,  captłn  Fir*  WalmsT,  'nd  Longsh'nks 

Timm5. 

* 

"  Mr.-Clemeut  Barry • 
1Geo.  Bochfort. 

*  Mr.  Jackson. 
•Dr.  Swift. 

*  J.  Rochsbrt. 

*  Br.  James  Stopfrrd,  alUrwards  bśnop  of  Ooyne. 


GEORGE-NIM-DAtf-DEAWS  ANSJTER. 

DsAt  Sheridan !  a  gende  pair . 

Of  Gaulstown  lads  (for  such  they  ars), 

Besides  a  brace  of  grave  dfrines, 

Adore  the  smoothness  of  thy  lines ; 

Smooth  as  our  bason's  sitar  flood, 

Ere  George  had  robb'd  it  of  its  mud  ; 

Smobther  than  Pegasus'  old  shoe, 

Ere  Vulcan  comes  to  make  him  new. 

The  board  on  which  we  set  our  a— s, 

U  not  so  smooth  as  are  thy  verses, 

Compar'd  with  which  (and  that  's  enough) 

A  smoothing  iron  itself  is  rough. 

Nor  praise  l  less  that  circuincisioB, 

By  modern  poets  callM  elision, 

With  which,  in  proper  station  placM, 

Thy  polishM  lines  are  firmly  brac'<L 

Thus  a  wise  taylor  is  not  pinehing, 

But  turns  at  every  seam  an  ineh  in ; 

Or  else,  be  surę,  yoar  broad-cloth  breeches 

Will  nefer  be  smooth,  nor  bold  tbeir  stitches. 

Thy  verse,  Hke  brick*,  defy  the  weather, 

When  smoothM  by  rubbing  them  together  % 

Thy  words  so  closely  wedg'd  and  short  are 

Uke  walls,  morę  lasting  without  mortar : 

By  leaving  out  the  needless  vowels, 

You  save  the  charge  of  limę  and  vtroweb» 

One  letter  still  another  locks, 

Each  grooY  d  and  dovetaird  like  a  bor. 

Thy  Muse  is  tuckt-up  and  suecinct ; 

In  chains  thy  syllables  are  linkt ; 

Thy  words  together  tyM  in  smali  hanks9 

Close  as  the  Macedonian  phalans.  j 

Or  like  the  umbo  of  the  Romans, 

Which  ftereest  foes  could  break  by  no  msans. 
The  critic  to  his  grief  will  find, 
How  firmly  tbese  indentnres  bind. 
So,  in  the  kindred  painter'8  art, 
The  shortening  is  the  nicest  part. 

Philologers  of  futurę  ages, 
How  will  they  porę  upon  Chy  pagej ! 
Nor  will  they  dare  to  break  the  joints, 
Bot  help  thee  to  be  read  with  porats : 
Or  else,  to  show  their  leamed  labour,  yoa 
May  baekward  be  pen^d  like  Hebiew, 
Where  they  need  not  lose  a  bit 
Or  of  thy  harmony  or  wit 
To  make  a  work  completely  fine, 
Number  and  weigbt  and  measure  jom  ; 
Then  all  most  gimnt  your  lines  are  w«ghtyt 
Where  thirty  weigh  as  much  mm  eighty, 
All  must  allow  your  numbers  morę, 
Where  twepty  lines  exceed  fouEseore ; 
Nor  caa  we  think  your  measure  short, 
Where  less  than  sorty  fili  a  ąuart, 
With  Alezandrian  in  the  cloat, 
Long,  Łoog,  long,  long,  like  DsJ^s  tonf 


GEORQE-NIM-DAlf-DBAN>3 

DnrtTATfOM  TO  THOMAS  tnaiSAK. 

Gaulstown,  Aug.  2d,  I7dl. 

Dsaji  Tom,  this  ^erse,  which,  howerer  the  begin* 
ning  may  *ppear,  yet  in  the  cud  U  goodmetre, 

Im  tent  to  desire  that,  wbep  yoar  August  Tacntipn 
comes,  yoor/rtends  yo«  'dmert  kita, 
S  IS 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


For  why  should  you  stay  in  that  filthy  hole,  I  mean 

the  city  so  tmoliijt 
W  hen  you  bave  not  one  friend  left  In  town,  or  at 

least  not  ono  that  's  a-i//?/,  tojoke  iv1  yt  9 
For,  as  for  honest  John  *,  though  l  'm  not  surę  on  *t, 

yet  I  'II  be  hang'd,  lest  he 
Be  gone  doąvn  to  the  conuty  of  Wexfbrd  with  that 

great  pcer  the  lord  Ang1v&y. 
Oh  !  but  I  forgot ;  perhaps,  by  this  time,  you  may 

bave  one  come  to  town,  but  I  don't  kuow  whethcr 

he  be  fnend  orfoe,  1) elany: 
But,  howerer,  if  be  be  come,  bring  him  down,  and 

you  shall  go  bac*  in  a  fortnight,  fur  I  know  there  's 

no  delaying  ye. 
Oh !  I  forgot  too  j  I  believc  there  may  be  one  morę : 

I  mean  that  great  fat  joker,  friend  lit  Uham,  he 
That  wrote  the  prologu?  %  and  if  you  stay  with  him, 

depend  on  >t,  in  the  end,  kc  Ul  sham  ye. 
Bring  down   Long  Shanks  Jim  too;    but,  nnw  I 

think  on  %  be  's  not  yet  come  from  Cuurtoun,  I 

fancy; 
For  I  heard,  a  mnnth  ago,  that  he  was  down  there 

a-cori;2ftt£  sly  jSancy. 
However,  bring  down  yourself,  and  you  bring  down 

all ;  for,  to  say  it  we  may  tenture, 
In  thee  Delany's  spleen,  Johnłs  mirth,  Helsham'8 

jokes,  and  the  softsoulof  amorous  Jemmy,  centrę. 

POSTSCEIPT* 

1  had  forgot  to  desire  you  to  bring  down  what  I  say 

you  have,  and  you  Ul  believe  me  as  surę  as  a  gun, 

and  omn  U  ; 
1  mean,  what  no  other  mortal  ip  the  univer*e  can 

boast  of,  your  own  spirit  of  pun,  and  oten  wit. 
And  now  1  nope  you  11  excuse  this  rhymhng,  which 

I  mustsay  is  (though  written  soniewhat  at  large) 

tńm  and  chan  ; 
And  so  1  conelude,  with  humble  respects  as  nsual, 

Your  most  dutiful  and  obedient 

George-Nim-Dan-Dean 


TO 


GEORGE-NIMDAN-DEAN,  JES*. 

OPON  HIS  INCOMPARABLK  YBRSBS,  &C 

BY   SR.  DBLAHY,  IN  SHEBIDAlft  MAMB  K 

« 

Hail,  human  compound  qnadrifarioas, 

Imiucibleas  wight  Briareus ! 

Hail !  doubly-doubled  mighty  merry  one, 

Stronger  than  triple-body?d  Geryon  ! 

O  may  your  vastness  deign  V  excuse 

The  praises  of  a  puuy  Muse,- 

Unable,  in  ner  utmost  flight, 

Tb  reach  thy  hugo  Colossian  hetght 

i  Supposed  t©  be  Dr.  Walmsley. 

s  One  spoken  by  young  Putland,  in  1720,  befbre 
Hippolytus ;  in  which  Dc.  Sheridan  (wbo  had  writ- 
ten a  protogue  far  the  occaaion)  was  most  unespect- 
edly  and  egregionsly  laughed  at  Both  the  pro- 
Jogues  are  printed  m  the  Supplement  to  Swifta 
Worka,    Nx 

1  These  were  all  written  in  circles. 


T'  attempt  to.  write  like  thee  were  firantSfe, 
Whose  lines  are,  like  thyself,  gigantic 

Yet  let  me  bless,  in  humbler  strain* 
Thy  rast,  thy  bold  Cambysian  Tein, 
PourM  out  t'  enrich  thy  native  isle, 
As  Egypt  wont  to  be  with  Nile. 
Oh,  now  I  joy  to  see  thee  wander, 
In  many  a  winding  loose  meander, 
In  cireling  mazes,  smooth  and  supple^ 
And  ending' in  a  clink  qtiadruple  j 
Ix>ud,  yet  agrecable  withal, 
Like  rivers  rattling  in  their  fali  1 
Tbine,  surę,  is  poetry  dirine, 
Where  wit  and  majesty  combine ; 
Where  every  linę,  as  huge  as  seven, 
If  MtretchM  in  length  would  reach  to  Heareau 
Herę  all  comparing  would  be  slandering, 
The  least  is  morę  than  Alexandrine. 

Against  thy  verse  Time  sees  with  paio, 
He  whets  his  envious  scythe  in  rain  ; 
For,  though  from  thee  he  much  may  parę. 
Yet  much  thou  still  will  have  to  spare. 

Tliou  hast  alone  the  skill  to  feast 
With  Roman  elegance  of  taste, 
Wbo  hast  of  rhymes  as  vast  resource* 
As  Pompeyłs  catererof  courses. 

Oh  thou,  of  all  the  Ninę  mspirM  ! 
My  languid  soul,  with  teaching  tirM, 
How  is  it  raptnr*d,'when  it  thinks 
On  thy  harmonious  sets  of  clinks ; 
Fach  answering  each  in  varioas  rhymee,  ' 
I Jke  echo  to  St  Patrick's  chimes : 

Tłiy  Muse,  majestic  in  ner  ragę, 
Moves  like  Sta  tira  on  the  stage ; 
And  scarcely  can  one  page  tustahi 
Tłie  length  of  such  a  flowing  traio : 
Her  train,  of  variegated  dye, 
Shows  like  TTiaumantia's  in  the  sky; 
Alike  they  glow,  ąJike  they  please, 
Alike  imprest  by  Phoebus1  rays. 

Thy  Terse— (Ye  gods !  I  camot  hear  it) 
To  what,  to  what  shall  I  compare  it  ? 
Tis  bke,  what  I  have  oft'  heard  apoke  on, 
The  famous  statuę  of  Laocoon. 
Tis  like— O  yes,  »tis  ^ery  like  H, 
The  long,  long  string,  with  wbich-you  fly  kitę. 
Tis  like  what  you,  and  one  or  two  mora, 
Roar  to  your  echo  3  hi  good-humour  ; 
And  every  couplet  thou  hast  writ 
Conelude  like  KattaM-nkiUak-whd  \ 


4T0  MIL  THOMAS  SHERIDAN. 

ypoN  his  Tsasss  warrraH  ni  gp^tw, 
ar  na.  iwirr. 

It  never  was  knowp  that  circnlar  letters, 
By  humble  companions,  were  sent  to  tbeir  betters : 
And,  as  to  the  subject,  our  jodgment,  mekerc%U9 
Is  this,  that  you  argue  like  fools  in  a  ctrcle. 
But  now  for  your  verses ;  we  tell  you,  n 
The  segment  so  large  *twixt  your 
rhymeis^ 


2  At  Gaulstown  there  Sb  a  remarkablj 
echo. 

3  Aa  aUsjsjoii  to  rly  igond  prodaoad  byjtfat  efjpt 


DAN  JACKSONA  PICTURE. 
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That  we  walk  all  about,  fike  a  horse  ia  a  pound, 
And,  before  we  find  either,  our  noddles  tum  round. 
Sufflcient  it  were,  one  would  think,  in  your  mad  rant, 
To  give  us  your  measures  of  linę  by  a  quadrant 
Bat  we  took  our  diyiders,  and  (bund  your  d — n'd 
In  each  single  verse  took  up  a  diameter.      [metre, 
But  how,  Mr.  Sheridan,  came  you  to  yentnre 
George,  Dań,  Dean,  and  Nim,  to  place  in  the 

centrę1  ? 
Twill  appear,  to  yourcost,  youarefnirly  trepannM 
For  the  chord  of  your  circle  is  now  in  their  hand  -9 
The  chord,  or  the  radius,  it  matters  not  whether, 
By  which  your  jadę  Pegasus,  fixt  in  a  tether, 
Ac  her  betters  are  *us'd,  shall  be  lash'd  round  the 

ring,  [string. 

Three  fellows  with  whips,  and  the  dean  holds  the 
Wili  Hancock  declares,  you  are  out  of  your  com- 
To  encroach  on  his  art  by  writing  of  bombass ;  [pass. 
And'  bas  taken  just  now  a  firm  resolution 
To  answer  your  style  without  circumlocution.  ^ 
Lady  Betty*  presents  you  her  service  most  humble , 
And  is  not  afraid  yourworship  will  gromble,  [Tam  3, 
That  sbe  makes  of  your  yerses  a  hoop  for  mis3 
"Which  is  all  at  present;  and  so  I  remain— 


ON  DR.  SHERIDAN'* 

CIRCULAR  TORS**. 
BY  MR.  OBOROB  ROCH  PORT. 

With  musie  and  poetry  equa1ły  West, 
A  bard  thus  Apollo,  most  numbly  addrest : 
"  Great  author  of  harmony,  yerses,  and  light ! 
Assisted  by  thee,  I  both  fiddle  and  write. 
Yet  unheeded  I  scrape,  or  I  scribble  alt  day ; 
My  yerse  is  neglected,  my  tune  's  thrown  away. 
Thy  substitute  here,  Vice-Apollo  *,  disdains 
To  youch  for  my  numbers,  or  list  to  my  strains ; 
Thy  manuał  signet  refuses  to  pat 
To  the  airs  I  produce  from  the  pen  or  the  gnt*. 
Be  thon  then  propitious,  great  Phcebus,  and  grant 
Relief,  or  reward,  to  my  merit,  or  want. 
Though  the  Dean  and  Delany  transcendently  shtne, 
O  brighten  one  solo  or  sonnet  of  minę  !        [abode : 
WiththemFm  content  thou  should'st  make  thy 
But  yisit  thy  senrant  in  jig  or  in  ode. 
Make  one  work  immortal ;  'tis  all  I  reque$t." 
Apollo  look'd  pleas'd  ;  and  resoking  to  jest, 
Reply'd,  "  Honest  friend,  I  *ye  considerM  thy  case ; 
Nor  dislike  thy  wetl-meaning  and  humourous  face. 
Thy  petition  I  grant :  the  boon  is  not  great : 
Tby  works  shall  continue ;  and  here  's  the  receipt 
On  rondeaus  hereafter  thy  fiddlt  string*  spend : 
Write  verses  in  circles  j  they  never  shall  end."    • 


ON 


DAN  JACKSOWS  PlCTUkE, 

COT  IN  StfcK  ANB  FAFftU. 

To  &ir  lady  Betty,  Dan  sat  fot  his  picture, 

And  defyM  her  to  draw  him  sooft'  as  he  piquJd  her. 

1  Their  figures  were  in  the  centrę  of  the  yerses. 
s  The  lady  of  George  Rochfort,  esq. 
»  Miss  Thomaaon,  lady  Betty's  daughter. 
1  See  Apollo  to  the  Dean,  p.  409. 


He  knew  she  'd  no  pencil  or  colouring  by  her, 
And  tberefore  he  thought  he  rnight  safely  defy  her. 
Come  sit,  says  my  lady  ;  then  whips  up  her  scissar, 
And  cuts  out  his  coxcomb  in  silk  in  a  trice,  sir. 
Dan  sat  with  attention,  and  suw  with  surprise[eyes; 
How  she  Iengthen!d  his  chin,  how  shehollow^hią 
But  flatter'd  himself  with  a  secret  conceit, 
That  his  thin  lantern  jaws  all  her  art  would  defeat, 
Lady  Betty  observ'd  it,  then  pulls  out  a  pin. 
And  varies  the  graiu  of  the  stutf  to  his  grin ; 
And,  to  make  roasted  silk  to  reseinble  his  raw-bone, 
She  rais'd  up  a  'thread  to  the  jet  of  his  jaw  bonej 
Till  at  length  in  exactest  proportion  he  rosę, 
Prom  the  crown  of  his  head  to  the  arch  of  his  nose. 
And  if  lady  Betty  had  drawn  him  with  wig  and  all, 
Tis  certain  the  copy  had  out-done  the  original. 

Well,that's  but  my  outside,  saysDan  with  ayapoor. 
Say  you  so,  says  my  lady ;  1  've  ftVd  it  with  paper. 

Patr.  Delany  sculp* 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Cłarissa  draws  ber  scissars  from  the  case, 
To  draw  the  lines  of  poor  Dan  Jackson'*  foce. 
One  slopiog  cut  roade  forehead,  nose,  and  chin  j 
A  nick  produc'd  a  mouth,  and  madę  him  grin, 
Such  as  m  taylors*  measore  you  have  seen. 
But  still  were  wanting  bis  grimalkm  eyes, 
For  which  grey  worsted-stocking  paint  suppties. 
Th'  unrayelM  thread  through  n<*edle's  eye  conyejr 
TransfenrM  itself  into  his  paste-board  head. 
How  came  the  scissars  to  be  thus  out-done  ? 
The  needle  had  an  eye,  and  they  had  nonę. 
O  wondrous  force  of  art !  now  look  at  Dan— 
You  'U  swear  the  paste-board  was  the  better  mań. 
"  The  devil !"  says  he,  "  the  head  is  not'so  fuli !» 
rndeed  it  is— behold  the  paper  Skuli. 

Tho.  Sheridan  sculp* 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE. 

Dam's  eyil  genius  in  a  trice 

Had  strippM  him  of  his  coin  at  djce. 

Chloe,  obsemngtbis  disgrace, 

On  Pam  cut  out  his  ruefui  foce. 

"  By  G — ,"  says  Dan,  "  'tis  yery  hard, 

Cut  out  at  dice,  cut  out  at  card ! '* 

G.  Rochfort  tculp* 


ON  THE  SAME  PICTURE.     % 

Whilst  you  three  merry  poeta  trafne 

To  giye  ua  aulescription  graphic 

Of  Dans's  large  nose  in  modern  Sapphic  \ 

I  spend  my  tirne  in  making  sermons, 

Or  writing  libels  on  the  Germans, 

Or  murmuring  at  Whigs'  preferments. 

But  when  I  would  find  rhyme  for  Rochfort, 
And  look  in  English,  French,  and  Scotch  br  't 
At  last  I  'm  foirly  forc'd  to  botch  for  yt 

Bid  lady  Betty  recollect  her, 

And  tell,  who  was  it  could  direct  he 

To  draw  the  face  of  fuch  a  speot  e. 
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SWJFTS  POEMS. 


U  not  a  penny  often  found 

To  be  much  greater  than  a  potind  ? 

By  your  good  leave,  my  most  profound 

and  bold,  sir. 

Dan  's  noble  mettle,  Sherry  base ; 
So  Dan  's  tbe  better,  though  tbe  less : 
An  ounce  of  gold  's  wortb  ten  of  brass, 

duil  pedant! 

As  to  your  spelling,  let  me  gee, 

If  SHG  makes  shery  and  RJ  makes  ry, 

Good  spelling-inaster,!  your  crany 

bas  lead  on  't. 


ANOTHER  REJOINDEk, 

BY  THE  ©RAN,  IN  JACESON's  NAMI. 

Theee  days.for  answer  I  have  waited ; 
I  thought  an  ace  you  >d  ne'er  bave  bated  ; 
And  art  tbou  forc'd  to  yiekl,  ill-fated 

poetaster? 

Hencefortb  acknowledge,  that  a  nose 
Of  thy  drinensibu  's  fit  for  prose ; 
But  every  one  that  knews  Dan,  keows 

thy  master. 

Blush  for  ill-spelling,  for  ill-lines, 
And  fly  with  hurry  to  ramines; 
Thy  famę,  thy  genius  now  declines, 

proud  boaster. 

I  hear  with  some  concern  you  roar, 
And  fly  ng  think  to  quit  the  score 
By  clapping  bilłets  on  your  door 

and  poste,  sir. 

Thy  ruin,  Tom,  I  never  meant; 

I  'm  griev'd  U>  hear  your  banishment, 

But  pleasM  to  nod  you  do  releot 

and  ery  on. 

I  manl'd  you,  when  you  look'd  so  bluff, 
But  now  1  'U  secret  keep  your  stuff; 
For  koow,  prosUution  is  enough 

to  th'  lion. 


SHERIDAX>S  SUBMISSIOK. 

BY   THE  DEAN. 

Cedo  jara,  miserse  cognoscens  praemia  rixs, 
Si  risca  est,  ubi  tu  pulsas  ego  vapulo  tantum. 

Poor  Sherry,  inglorious 
To  Dan  the  victorious, 
Presents,  as  'tis  fitting, 
Petition  and  greetiug. 

TO  you  yictorious  and  brave, 

Your  now-subdued  and  suppliant  siarę 

Most  humbly  sues  for  pardon  ; 
Who  when  I  fought  still  cut  nie  down, 
And  wben  I  vanish'd  fled  the  town* 

Pursued  and  laid  me  bard  on. 

Now  lowly  crouchM  I  ery  peccaoi, 
And  prostrate  supplicate  pour  ma  me  : 
Your  mercy  t  rery  on  $ 


For  you,  my  conqueror  and  my  kubt, 
In  pardoning,  as  in  punishing, 
Will  show  yourseif  a  boa. 

Alasl  sir,  I  had  no  design, 
But  was  unwartfy  drawn  in  ; 

For  spite  I  ne'er  had  any : 
Twas  the  damn'd  'sqińre  with  the  hard 
The  de'el  too  that  ow'd  me  a  shame, 

The  devil  and  Delany; 

They  tempted  me  t'  attack  your  highnfla, 
And  then,  with  wonted  wite  and  słyneta* 

They  left  me  in  the  lurch : 
Unhappy  wretch  !  for  now,  I  ween,' 
I  've  nothing  left  to  veut  my  spleen 

But  feruła  and  birch  : 

And  they,  alas!  yield  smali  relief, 
Seem  rather  to  renew  my  grief ; 

My  woonds  bleed  all  anev: 
For  every  stroke  goes  to  my  heart. 
And  at  each  łash  I  feel  the  smart 

Of  lasu  laid  on  by  you. 


TO    TBE 


REK  DAN  [El  JACKSON  ; 

*  1 

TO  BE  HUMBLY    P»MENTBD  BY  ME.  SHEBI0AM  I 
SON,  WITH  EESPECT/  C4EE,  AND  affBSDw 

Deae  Dak, 

Herb  I  return  my  trust,  nor  aafc 

One  peuny  for  remittance  j 
lf  I  have  well  performd  my  task, 

Pray  send  me  an  acquittanoe. 

Too  loog  I  borę  this  weighty  paok, 
'    As  Hercules  the  sky ; 
Now  take  bim  you,  Dan  Atlas,  back, 
Let  me  be  stander-by. 

Not  all  the  witty  things  you  speak 

In  compass  of  a  day, 
Not  half  the  puns  you  make  a  weel, 

Should  bribe  bis  longer  stay. 

With  me  you  left  hłm  out  at  nurse, 

Yet  are  you  not  my  debtor ; 
For,  as  be  bardly  can  be  worse, 

I  ne'er  could  make  nim  better. 

He  rhymea  and  puns,  and  puns  aad  ihyme% 

Jus*,  as  he  did  befote ; 
And,  when  he  łs  lash'd  a  hundred  timesy 

He  rbymes  and  puns  the  morę. 

When  rods  are  laid  on  school-boys  bums, 

The  morę  they  firisk  and  skip :  ( 
Tbe  school-boy'8  top  but  londer  hums, 

The. morę  they  use  the  whip. 

Thus,  a  lean  beast  beneath  a  land 

(A  beast  of  Iriab  breed) 
Will,  in  a  tedions,  .dirty  rond, 

Outgo  tbe  prancing  steed. 

You  knock  bim  down  and  down  in  nun» 

And  lay  bim  na*  befbre  ye  ; 
For,  soon  as  he  gen  up  again, 

He  'U  strut,  and  ery,  V*Um*l 


kt  every  stroke  of  minę  be  feU : 

Tis  true  be  roarM  and  cr^d  -h 
łut  his  impenetrable  shell 

Coukł  feel  no  hanu  beside. 

Phe  tortoise  thns,  with  motkm  slow, 

Will  clamber  up  a  wali ; 
fet,  senseJess  to  the  hardest  blow, 

Gets  nothing  bot  a  fali. 

3ear  Dan,  then,  why  should  you,  or  I, 

Attack  his  pericrany  ? 
Ind,  sińce  it  is  in  vaiń  to  try, 

We  'U  send  him  to  Delany. 

rOSTSCKIFT. 

^ean  Tom,  when  I  saw  him,  last  week;  on  his  horse 

awry, 
rhreaten'd  loudly  to  tarn  me  tostone  with  hissorcery. 
But,  I  think,  Httle  Dan,  that,  in  spight  of  what  our 

foe  says,  * 

le  will  fiod  I  read  Ovjd  and  his  Metamorphosis. 
For  omitting  the  first  (whcre  I  make  a  comparison, 
RTith  a  sort  of  alluston  to  Putłand  1  ot  Harrison) 
fet»  by  my  description,  yon  '11  find  he  in  short  is 
1  pack  and  a  garran,  a  top  and  a  tortoise. 
Jo  I  hope  from  hencefbrward  you  ne'er  will  ask, 

can  I  maul 
rhis  teasing,  conceited,  rude,  insolent  animal  ? 
b>d,  if  this  rebuke  might  tura  to  his  beneflt, 
For  I  pity  the  man)  I  should  be  glad  then  of  it. 


STELLA  TO  SWIFT. 

STELLA  TO  3&U.  SWIFT. 


MS 


TO  DR.  SHEIUDAN, 

ON  BIS  ART  OP  TUNNING. 

■Jad  I  ten  thousand  mouths  and  tongues, 

iad  I  ten  thousand  pair  of  lungs, 

Ten  thousand  sculls  with  brains  to  think, 

Ten  thousand  tłandithes  of  ink, 

Ten  thousand  hands  and  pens,  to  write 

I*hy  praise  /  'd  study  dag  and  night. 

Oh  may  thy  work  for  ever  live  ! 
Dear  Tom,  a  frieudly  zeal  forgWe) 
tfay  no  vile  miscreant  saucy  cook 
^resume  to  tear  thyUearned  bookt 
To  tinge  his  fowl  for  nicer  guest, 
>r  pin  it  on  the  turkeyys  breast, 
£eep  it  from  pasły  bakłd  or  flying, 
from  broiling  steak,  or  fritters /ryingj 
from  lighting  pipc,  or  maJcing  snuff, 
>r  casing  up  nfeather  muff; 
from  all  the  several  ways  the  grocer 
Who  to  the  learned  world  'a  a  foe,  sir) 
las  found  in  łicistingtfolding9packinga 
lis  brains  and  ours  at  oncc  a  racking* 
Ind  may  it  nerer  curl  the  head 
H  either  Iwing  błock  or  dead  ! 
rhus,  when  all  dangers  they  horo  past, 
ifour  Uavesy  like  leaves  of  brass,  shall  last,  * 
tfo  blast  shall  from  a  critićs  breath, 
5y  vile  infeetion,  cause  their  death, 
[III  they  mjłames  at  last  exprre, 
śnd  help  to  set  th*  worldonfirc, 

• 
1  Allnding  to  the  prologne,  martwot  abere,  p. 


ON  HIS  arftTH-DAY,  not.  SO,  1721. 

Sr.  Patrick's  dean,  your  country9!  prasa, 

My  early  and  my  oniy  guide, 

JLet  me  among  the  rest  attead, 

Yoor  pupil  and  your  humble  friend, 

To  celebrate  in  fornale  strains 

The  day  that  paid  your  motber's  paini  $ 

Descend  to  takethat  tribute  due 

In  gratitude  alone  to  you. 

When  men  began  to  cali  me  fair, 
You  interpos'd  your  timely  carej 
You  early  taugbt  me  to  despite 
The  ogling  of  a  coscomb1*  eyes ; 
SbowM  where  my  judgment  was  misplacMj 
Retind  my  foncy  and  my  taste. 

Behold  that  beauty  just  decayM, 
Invoking  art  to  nature's  aid  : 
Forsopk  by  her  admiring  train, 
She  spreads  her  tatterM  neta  in  rain  : 
Short  was  her  part  upon  the  stage ; 
Went  smoothly  on  for  half  a  page  ; 
Her  bloom  was  gone,  shewanted  art, 
As  the  scenę  cbang'd,  to*changc  her  part  5 
She,  whom  no  lover  could  resist, 
Before  the  second  act  was  his^dl 
Soch  is  the  fate  of  fornale  race 
With  no  endowments  but  a  foce  ; 
Before  the  thirtieth  year  of  life, 
A  maid  forlorn,  or  hated  wife. 

Stella  to  you,  her  tutor,  owes 
That  she  has  ntfer  resembled  those  ; 
Nor  was  a  burden  to  mankind 
Witb  half  her  course  of  years  behind. 
You  taught  how  1  might  yonth  protong. 
By  knowing  what  was  right  and  wrong; 
How  from  my  heart  to  bring  supplies 
Ofluttre  tomy  fading  cyes;  • 
How  soon  a  beauteous  mind  repairs 
The  loss  of  chang'd  or  mllmg  hairs  ; 
How  wit  and  rirtue  from  within 
Send  out  a  smoothness  o*er  the  skin : 
Your  lectures  could  my  foncy  fot, 
And  1  can  please  at  thirty-sbc. 
The  sight  of  Chloe  at  fifteen 
Coąuetting,  giyes  me  not  the  spleen  ; 
The  idol  now  of  every  fool, 
T\\\  time  shall  make  their  passkms  cool ; 
Then  tumbling  down  time*s  steepy  hHl, 
While  Stella  holds  her  statkm  stilL 
Oh !  tura  your  precepts  into  laws, 
Redeem  the  womenłs  raitfd  cause  ; 
Retrieve  lost  empire  to  our  sex, 
That  men  may  bow  their  rebel  necks. 

Long  be  the  day  that  gare  you  bitfEl 
Sacred  to  friendship,  wit,  and  mirth  1 
Late  dying  may  yon  cast  a  sbred 
Of  your  rich  mantle  o'er  my  head  ; 
To  bearwith  dignity  my  sorrow, 
One  day  ałone,  then  die  tomorrow  ! 


TO  STELLA, 

ON  HBE  BRTH4Ar,    1931-& 

Wbiłb,  Stella,  to  your  lasting  praise, 
The  Muse  her  annuahtnbute  payB, 
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While  I  assfcn  myself  a  task 
Which  yo»  expect,  but  scom  to  ask  j 
If  I  perform  this  task  with  pain, 
Let  me  of  partia)  fata  complain ; 
Yoa  every  year  tbe  debt  eniarge, 
1  grow  less  equal  to  tbe  charge: 
In  yoa  each  rirtue  brighter  shines, 
But  my  poetic  vein  declines ; 
My  harp  will  stoa  in  vaio  be  strung, 
And  all  your  tirtues  left  unsung : 
For  nonę  among  tbe  upstart  race 
Of  poeta  dare  assume  my  place ; 
Your  worth  will  be  to  them  nnknown, 
They  must  bave  Stellas  of  tbeir  own  \ 
And  thus,  my  stock  of  wit  decay'd, 
I  dying  leare  tbe  debt  unpaid, 
Unless  Delany,  as  my  heir, 
Wili  answer  for  tbe  whole  arrear. 


SWIFTS  POEM3. 


se 


ON  THE  GREAT  BURIED  BOTTLE. 
vt  na.  delaht. 

Amphoia,  qtia»  mcestum  Iinquis,  lsetnmqne  rerises 
Arentem  domroum,  sit  tibi  terra  leria. 

Tu  quoque  depositom  senres,  nerę  opprime, 
Amphora  non  meruit  tam  pretiosa  mori. 


EPITAPH. 


1T  THE    SAMB. 


Hoc  tnmulata  jacet  prolea  Lenssa  sepulchro, 
Immortale  genus,  nec  peritura  jacet; 

Quin  oritura  rterum,  matris  concreditur  alvo ; 
Bis  natmn  refierunt  te  quoqne,  Bacche  Pater* 


STELLA-  BIRTH-DAY. 

A  CHAT  BOTTŁB  OF  WIKI,    LOKO  SC1IKD,  BIIHC 
THAT  DAT  DUO  OP.       1728-3. 

Rbsolt'd  my  amraal  verte  to  pay, 
By  duty  bound,  on  Stella-  day, 
Furnish'd  with  paper,  pens,  and  ink, 
I  gravely  tat  me  down  to  think  : 
I  bit  my  nails,  and  scratch'd  my  head, « 
But  łbund  my  wit  and  fancy  fled : 
Or  if,  with  morę  than  usual  pain, 
A  thooght  came  fJowly  from  my  brain, 
lt  cost  me  Lord  knows  how  much  time 
To  sbape  it  into  aense  and  rhyme  : 
And,  what  was  yet  a  greater  curse, 
long  thinking  mada  my  fancy  worse. 

^Ponaken  by  th  'inspiring  Nina, 
I  waited  at  Apolkrt  shrine : 
I  told  him  what  tbe  world  wonld  say, 
If  Stella  were  nnsnng  to-day ; 
How  I  shonJd  bidę  my  head  for  sbame, 
Wben  both  tbe  Jacks  and  Robin  came  j 
How  Ford  would  frown,  how  Jim  wonld  feerj 
How  Sheridan  the  rogue  wonld  sneer, 
And  swear  it  does  not  alwaya  faliow, 
Tbat  tmel  'n  a*xo  ritUt  Ajpib, 


I  I  bave  assurM  them  twenty  time*, 
That  Phcebus  help'<ł  me  in  my  rhyme*; 
Phcebus  hrepirtł  me  from  above. 
And  be  and  1  were  band  and  glovc 
But,  finding  me  aa  duli  and  dry  sińce, 
They  Ml  cali  it  afl  poetic  licence  j 
And,  wben  I  brag  of  aid  diviiie, 
Think  Eu$den's  right  as  good  as  minę. 

Nor  do  I  ask  for  Stella's  sake ; 
Tis  my  own  credit  ties  at  stake : 
And  Stella  will  be  sung,  while  I 
Can  only  be  a  stander-by. 

Apollo,  havmg  thought  a  little, 
ReturnM  this  answer  to  a  tittle. 

"  Though  you  should  live  like  old 
I  furnish  hioto,  and  you  shall  use  all  'emf 
You  yearly  sing  as  she  grows  old, 
You  'd  leave  her  ▼irtue*  half  untold. 
But,  to  say  truth,  such  dulness  reigns 
Through  the  wbole  set  of  Irish  deans, 
Pm  daily  stunnd  with  such  a medley, 
Dean  W — ,  dean  D — ,  and  dean  Swedley, 
That,  let  what  dean  soever  corae, 
My  orders  are,  I  'm  not  at  home; 
And,  if  your  voice  had  not  been  lond, 
You  must  have  pass'd  among  tbe  crowd. 

"  But  now,  your  danger  to  prerent, 
You  most  apply  to  Mn.  Brent ; 
For  she,  as  priestess,  knows  the  rites 
Wbeiein  the  god  of  earth  delights. 
First,  nine  ways  looking,  let  her  stand 
With  an  old  poker  in  her  band ; 
Let  her  describe  a  circle  round 
In  Saunders'  cellar,  on  tbe  ground  z 
A  spade  let  prudent  Archy  hołd, 
And  with  discretion  dig  the  mould  i 
Let  Stella  look  with  watchful  eye, 
Rebaoca,  Ford,  and  Grattans  by. 

"  Behold  the  betele,  where  it  ties 
With  neck  elated  towards  the  skiesl 
The  god  of  winda  and  god  of  fire 
Did  to  its  wondrous  birth  conspire  -9 
And  Bacchus,  for  the  poet's  use, 
PourM  in  a  strong  inspiring  jiice- 
See  l  as  you  raise  it  from  its  tomb, 
lt  drags  behind  a  spacious  womb, 
And  in  tbe  spacious  womb  contains 
A  sovereign  medicine  for  the  brains. 

"  You  'U  find  it  soon,  if  fetę  consents  ; 
If  not,  a  thousand  Mrs.  Brents, 
Ten  thousand  Archys  arm'd  with  spades, 
May  dig  in  vain  to  Pluto'*  shades. 

"  From  thence  a  płenteous  draught  infuaer 
And  bołdly  than  invoke  the  Muse 
(But  first  let  Robert,  on  his  knees, 
With  cautkm  drain  it  from  the  lees)  : 
The  Muse  wilł.at  your  cali  appear, 
With  Stella'*  praise  to  crown  the  year.9 


A  SATIRICAL  ELEGT 

OH  TH8  DEATH  OF 

A  LATE  FAMOUS  GENERAL. 

His  grace!  impoasiblel  wbatdead! 
Of  old  aga  too,  nad  in  bis  hed ! 


DEAN  SMEDLEYS  PETITION- 


4Sf 


iaA  eoaU  that  migoty  warrior  &U, 
Lud  ao  inglorious,  after  all ! 
flTell,  sińce  he  's  gone,  no  matter  how, 
rhe  hut  loud  tramp  must  wake  him  dow  : 
tad,  trust  me,  as  tbe  noise  grows  stronger, 
le  M  w»h  to  sleep  a  little  longer. 
tod  could  he  be  indeed  ao  old 
ia  by  the  news-papers  we  'jre  tołó*  ? 
rhreeaoore,  I  think,  U  pretty  high ; 
IVas  time  in  conscience  he  should  die  f 
Elus  world  he  cumber'd  long  enough, 
le  bornt  his  candle  to  the  snu  fi; 
ind  that łs  the  reason,  some  folk*  tł)h>kf 
le  left  behind  to  great  a  #— k, 
3ehold  his  funeral  appears, 
*o*  widowi  sighs,  nor  orphan's  tears, 
Woat  at  such  ttmes  each  heart  to  pierce, 
Ittend  the  progress  of  his  bearse. 
Jut  what  of  that?  his  firieuds  may  say, 
4e  had  those  honours  in  his  day. 
Troe  to  his  profit  and  his  pride, 
ile  madę  them  weep  before  he  dy>d. 
Come  hither,  all  ye  empty  things  ! 
le  bubbles  rais'd  by  breath  of  kings ! 
Whó  float  upon  the  tide  of  state ; 
3ome  hither,  and  behold  your  fiUe. 
let  pride  be  taught  by  this  rebuke, 
3ow  very  mean  a  thing  's  a  duke  ; 
from  all  bis  ill-got  honoars  flung, 
hun'd  to  that  diii  from  wbenoe  be  sprangu 


m  \ 


DEAN  SMEDLEY>S  PET1TI0N 

TO  THE  BUKI  0P  GftAVTON. 

Non  domns  aut  rundna— •       Hor. 

T  was,  my  lord,  the  deztrous  shift 
W  t'  other  Jonathan,  viz.  Swift ; 
lot  dow  SL  Patrick'8  saucy  dean, 
¥ith  silver  verge  and  surplice  clean, 
>f  Oxford,  or.  of  Ormond's  grace, 
n  looser  rhyine  to  beg  a  place. 
i  place  be  got,  yclept  a  stall, 
kod  eke  a  thousand  poands  witbal ; 
bid,  were  he  a  less  witty  writer, 
le  might  as  well  have  got  a  mitrę. 

Tbns  I,  the  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
n  humble  lays  my  thanks  to  offer, 
Lpproach  your  grace  with  grateful  heart, 
Ąy  thanks  and  verse  both  yoid  of  art, 
2ontent  with  what  your  bounty  gave, 
io  larger  income  do  I  crare ; 
tejoicing  that,  in  bettcr  tinut, 
frafton  leauires  my  loyal  lines, 
>rond!  while  my  patron  is  polite, 
likewise  to  the  patriot  write  I 
taood !  that  at  once  I  can  commend 
Cng  George's  and  the  Muses'  friend ! 
SndearM  to  Britain;  and  to  thee 
DisjoinU,  Hibernia,  by  tbe  sea) 
£ndear*d  by  twice  tbree  anxious  years, 
impJoy'd  in  guardian  toUs  and  cares} 
Jy  love,  by  wisdom,  and  by  skill ; 
tor  be  bas  sav'd  thee  'gainst  thy  will. 

Bot  wbere  shall  Smedley  make  his  ant, 
Lad  lay  his  wandering  baad  to  rert  ? 


Wbere  shall  he  find  a  decent  borne, 

To  treat  his  frieods  and  cheer  his  spouse  ? 

Ob  !  tack,  my  lord,  some  pretty  cure  ; 

In  wboUome  soil,  and  ether  pure ; 

The  garden  storM  with  artless  flowera, 

In  either  angle  shady  bowers. 

No  gay  parterre,  with  costly  green, 

WIthin  the  ambient  hedge  be  aeen : 

Lat  Naturę  freeły  take  her  course, 

Nor  fear  from  me  ungratefol  force ; 

No  sheers  shall  check  her  sprottting  yigour. 

Nor  shape  the  yews  to  antic  figurę : 

A  limpid  brook  sball  trout  suppry, 

In  May,  to  take  tbe  mimie  fly  j 

Round  a  smali  orchard  may  it  run, 

Whose  apples  redden  to  the  sun. 

Let  all  be  snug,  and  warni,  and  neat ; 

For  fifty  turn'd  a  sale  retreat. 

A  little  Euston  may  it  be, 

Euston  I  *\i  carve  on  every  tree. 

But  then,  to  keep  it  in  repair, 

My  lord—tTtriceffty  foundt  a  year 

Will  barely  do ;  but  tf  your  grace 

Could  make  them  hundjcds—charmmg  place  ! 

Thou  then  wouldst  show  another  face. 

Clogher !  fiu*  north,  my  lord,  it  lies, 
Midst  snowy  hi  lis,  inclement  śkies  ; 
One  shivers  with  the  aretie  wind; 
One  hears  the  polar  axis  grind. 
Good  John  ,  indeed,  with  beef  and  claret,  x 

Makes  the  place  warm  that  one  may  bear  iL 
Ue  has  a  purse  to  keep  a  table, 
And  eke  a  soul  as  hospitable. 
My  heart  is  good ;  but  assets  &U, 
To  fight  with  storms  of  snów  and  hail. 
Besides  the  country  '»  thin  of  people, 
Wbo  seldom  męet  but  at  the  steeple : 
Tbe  strapping  dean,  that  's  gone  to  Down, 
Ne'er  namd  the  thing  without  a  frown; 
When,  much  fatiguM  with  sermon-study, 
He  felt  bis  brain  grow  duli  and  muddy  ; 
No  fit  companion  could  be  fbund, 
To  push  tbe  lazy  bottle  round ; 
Surę  then,  for  want  of  better  fólks 
To  pledge,  his  clerk  was  orthodos. 

Ah  !  how  unlike  to  (/erard-street, 
Wbere  beaux  and  belles  in  parties  meet ; 
Where  gilded  chairs  and  coaches  throng, 
And  jostle  as  they  trowl  along; 
Where  tea  and  cofiee  hourly  flow, 
And  gape-seed  does  in  plenty  grow  ; 
And  Oriz  (no  clock  morę  certain)  cries, 
E&act  at  seven,  "  Hot  mutton-pies !" 
There  lady  Luna  in  her  sphere 
Once  sbone,  when  Pauncefbrth  was  not  near; 
But  now  she  wanes,  and,  as  tis  said, 
Keeps  sober  houni,  and  goes  to  bed. 
There— but  'tis  endless  to  write  down 
All  the  amusements  of  the  town ; 
And  spouse  will  think  herself  quite  undone, 
To  trudge  to  Connor  3  from  sweet  London  { 
And  care  we  must  our  whres  to  please, 
Or  elao    we  sbaJl  be  ill  at  ease. 

You  see,  my  lord,  what  tw  1  lack  ; 
Tis  only  some  convenient  tack, 

>  Bisbop  Sterne. 

3  The  bishopric  of  Connor  is  united  ty  that  of 
Down;  bot  there  are  two  deans. 
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Sonie  parsooage-house,  with  garden  sweet, 
To  be  my  late,  my  last  retreat ; 
A  decent  church  close  by  its  side, 
Tłfere  preaching,  praying,  to  residej 
And,  as  my  time  securely  rolls, 
To  save  my  own  and  other  souls. 


świfcris  foms. 


THE  DUKJPS  ANSWER* 
by  oa.  swirr. 

Dear  Smed,  I  read  thy  brilliarit  lines, 

Where  wit  in  al)  its  glory  shines ; 

Where  comphments,  with  all  their  pride, 

Are  by  tbeir  nnmbers  dignified  : 

J  hope  to  make  you  yet  as  clean 

As  that  same  Vis,  St  Patricka  dean. 

I  'II  give  thee  surplice,  verget  and  stall. 

And  may  be  something  else  witbal ; 

And,  were  you  not  so  good  a  writer, 

I  should  present  you  with  a  mitrę. 

Write  wone  then,  tfyou  can— be  wise— 

Beliere  me,  'tis  the  way  to  rise. 

Talk  not  of  making  of  thy  nest : 

Ah  !  neoer  lay  thy  head  to  rest! 

That  head  so  well  with  tcisdom  fraught, 

That  writes  without  the  toil  qf  thought ! 

While  others  rack  their  busy  brains, 

You  are  not  in  the  least  at  pains. 

Down  to  your  deanry  now  repair, 

And  build  a  castle  in  the  air. 

I  'm  surę  a  man  of  your  fine  sense 

Cąn  do  it  with  a  smali  expense. 

There  youT  dear  spouse  and  you  together 

May  breathe  your  bellies  fuli  of  elher. 

When  lady  Luna  is  your  neighbour, 

She  '11  belp  your  w\fe  when  she  's  inłabourj 

Well  skilPd  in  midwife  artifices, 

For  she  herseH  ofV  falls  inpiecet. 

There  you  shall  see  a  raree-shoio 

Will  make  you  scórn  this  world  below, 

When  you  behold  the  milky  way, 

As  white  as  snów,  as  bright  as  day  ; 

The  glittering  constellations  roli 

About  the  grmding  srclic  pole ; 

The  lovely  titigling  in  your  ears, 

Wrought  by  the  musie  of  the  spheres— . 

Your  spouse  shall  then  no  longer  hector, 

You  need  not  fear  a  curtain-Iecture ; 

Nor  shall  she  think  that  she  is  undone 

For  ąuitting  ber  beioved  London. 

When  stie  *s  exalted  in  the  skies, 

She  'II  never  tbink  of  mutton-pies ; 

When  you  're  advancM  above  dean  Via, 

You  '11  never  thlnk  of  goody  Oriz. 

But  ever,  ever,  live  at  ease, 

And  strive,  and  strfre,  your  vo\fe  to  please  ; 

In  her  yoń  Ml  centrę  all  your  joys, 

And  get  ten  thousand  girls  and  boys : 

Ten  thousand  girls  and  boys  you  Ml  get, 

And  tbey  like  sftars  shall  rise  and  set ; 

While  you  and  spouse,  transforaTd,  shall  soott 

Be  a  new  sun  and  a  neto  moon : 

Kor  shall  you  strive  your  horns  to  hide, 

Wr  tfeen  youYhtrhs"  shall  be  yoo>  prtofc 


VERSE$  RY  STELLA. 

If  it  be  true,  celestfrl  powers, 

That  yon  have  form'd  me  fair, 
And  yet,  in  all  my  rainest  hours, 

My  mind  has  been  my  care ; 
Then,  in  return,  1  beg  this  grace, 

As  you  were  ever  kino*, 
Wbat  enrious  Time  takes  from  my  face*. 

Bestow  upon  my  mind  f 


JEALOUSY.     BY  THE  SAME  K 

0  Shield  me  from  his  ragę,  celestial  Powers; 
This  tyrant,  that  embitters  all  my  hours ! 

Ah,  Love !  you  've  poorły  p!ay'd  the  hero's  part  %■ 
You  coaquer'df  but  you  can't  defend  my  heart. 
Wben  first  I  bent  bęneatu  your  gentle  reign, 

1  thought  tbis  monster  banislrtł  from  your  train : 
But  you  would  raise  him  to  support.your  throne} 
And  now  he  claiins  your  empire  as  his  own. 

Or  tell  me,  tyrants  !  have  you  both  ągreed, 
That  where  one  reigns,  the  other  shall  succeed  f~ 


DR.  DELAWS  VlLLA* 

Would  you  that  Delville  I  describe  ? 
Believe  me,  sir,  I  will  not  gibe; 
For  who  would  be  satirical 
Upon  a  thing  so  very  smali  ? 

You  scarce  upon  the  borders  enter^ 
Before  you  're  at  the  very  centrę. 
A  single  crow  can  make  it  ntirht, 
When  o'er  your  farm  she  takes  her  flightj 
Yet,  in  this  narrow  rompass,  we 
Obseire  a  vast  variety; 
Both  walks,  walls,  meadows,  and  parterres, 
Windows  and  doors,  and  rooms  and  stairs, 
And  hills  and  dales,  and  woods  and  neUs, 
And  hay,  and  grsfss,  and  corn,  it  yieMs j 
All  to  your  haggard  brought  so  cheap  in, 
Witbout  the  mowing  or  the  reaping : 
A  razor,  though  to  say  t  Fm  loth, 
Would  shave  you  and  your  meadows  both. 

Though  smali  's  the  farm,  yet  here  's  a  hora* 
Fuli  large  to  entertam  a  mouse, 
But  where  a  rat  is  dreadeu*  morę 
Than  savage  Caledonian  boar ; 
For,  if  it  's  enter'd  by  a  rat, 
There  is  no  rornn  to  bring  a  cat. 

A  little  rivulet  seems.to  śteal 
Down  through  a  thing  you  cali  a  rałe, 
Like  tears  adown  a  wrinkled  cheek, 
Like  rain  along  a  blade  of  leek ; 
And  this  you  cali  your  sweet  meander, 
Which  might  be  suck'd  up  by  a  gandef, 
Cotiki  he  but  force  his  nether  bill 
To  scoop  the  channel  of  the  rilT : 
For  surę  you  'd  make  a  mighty  ćltriter, 
Were  it  as  big  as  city-gutter. 

Neart  comel  to  your  kiteben-gardeh', 
Where  one  poor  monse  would  farę  but  hifd  in  ; 
And  round  this  garden  is  a  walk, 
No  longer  than  a  taylór*s  chalk : 

>  On  the  pubUcatiÓn-  of  CM&tnoaA  VatR«at 


CARBERLE  RUPES. 
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Thns  I  compare  what  snące  is  in  it, 
A  snail  crreps  round  it  iu  a  minutę. 
One  lettuce  makes.  a  sbift  to  squeeze    • 
Up  through  a  tuft  you  cali  your  trees  ; 
And,  once  a  year,  a  single  rosę 
Peeps  from  the  bod,  bat  nercr  blowg  j 
In  vaia  then  you  expect  its  blootn  ! 
It  cannot  błow,  for  want  of  room. 

In  start,  in  all  your  boasted  seat, 
There  's  nothing  but  yourseif  that  *s  gr bat. 


OM  OMB  OF  TH1 

WINDOWS  AT  DELVILLE. 

A  barp,  grown  desirous  of.saving  his  pelf, 
t  Built  a  house   he  was  surę  would  hołd  nonę  but 
'  himself. 

This  enragd  god  Apollo,  who  Mcrcury  sent, 
And  bid  him  go  ask  what  his  votary  roeant 
**  Some  foe  to  my  empire  bas  been  his  adviser : 
Tis  of  dreadful  portent  when  a  poet  tunis  miser ! 
Tell  him,  Hermes,  from  mc,  tell  that  subject  of  minę, 
I  have  »worn  by  the  Styx,  to  defeat  his  design  $ 
For  wherever  he  lives,  the  Muses  shall  reign ; 
And  the  Muses,  he  knows,  have  a  numerous  train." 


CARBERIM  RUPES, 

rS  COMITATU  CORGAGBNSl.   1723. 

Ecce  ingens  fragmen  scopuli,  quod  rertice  summo 
Desuper  impeudet,  nullo  fundamine  nbcum 
Uecidit  in  fluctus  «maria  undkjue  &  undtque  saxa 
Horrisono  stridore  totant,  &  ad  aethera  murmur 
Erigitur ;  trepidatąue  suis  Neptunus  in  undis. 
Kam,  longa  venti  rabie,  atque  aspergine  crebra 
jEquorei  laticis,  specus  ima  rupe  cavatur : 
Jam  fulturą  ruit,  jam  summa  cacumina  natant; 
Jam  cadit  in  praeceps  moJes,  &  rerberat  undas. 
Attonitus  credas,  hinc  dejecisse  Tonantem 
Montibus  irapositos  ttiontes,  &,  Pelion  altum 
In  capita  anguipedum  coelo  jacul&sse  gigantum. 

Seepe  etiara  spelunca  immani  aperitur  hiato 
Exesa  e  scopults,  &  utrinqne  foramina  pandit, 
Minc  atqne  hine  a  ponto  ad  pontum  perria  Phcebo. 
Cautibus  enorm&  junctis  laquearia  tecti 
Formantur ;  moles  olim  mitura  superne. 
-Fornice  snblimi  nidos  posuere  palumbes, 
Inque  imo  stagni  posuere  cubilia  phocae. 

Sed,  cum  saevit  hyems,  &  venti,  carcere  rapto, 
.  Immensos  folvunt  fluctus  ad  culmina  roontis ; " 
Non  obsessae  arces,  non  fulmina  vindice  deatra 
Missa  Jovis,  quoties  ieimicas  sa5vh\  in  urbes, 
Exsequant  sonitutri  undarum,  veniente  procella : 
Littora  littoribus  reboant;  vicinia  lati, 
Geas  assueta  mań,  &  pedibus  pureurrere  rupes, 
Terretur  tamen,  &  longe  fugit,  arra  relbquens. 

Graraina  dum  carpunt  pendentes  rupe  capellse, 
Vi  salientis  aquae  de  summo  procipitantur,  •  ' 
Et  dulces  animas  imó  sub  gurgfce  linquunL 

Piscator  terra  non  audet  vellere  fnnem: 
ffdjatet  m  portu  tremębundus,  &  aera  su4us> 
*"       speraus,  Nereum  precibus  ?otisque  fiit^t 


CARBERT  ROCKS. 


TRAMSŁATBD  BY  DR.  DUNCIN. 


Lo !  from  the  top  of  yonder  cliff,  that  shrouds 
Its  airy  head  amidst  the  azure  clouds, 
Hangs  a  huge  fragment ;  destitute  of  props, 
Prone  on  the  waves  the  rocky  ruin  drops ; 
With  hoarse  rebuff  the  swelling  seas  rebound, 
From  shore  to  shore  the  rocks  return  the  sound : 
The  dreadful  murmur  Heaven*s  high  convex  cleaves, 
And  Neptune  shrinks  beneath  his  subject  wares; 
For  long  the  whirling  winds  and  beating  tides 
Had  scoopM  a  vault  into  its  nether  sides. 
Now  yields  the  base,  the  summits  nod,  now  urge 
Their  headlong  course,  and  lash  the  sound  i ng  surge. 
Not  louder  noise  could  shake  the  guilty  world, 
When  Jove  heap'd  mountainsupon  mountains  hurPd; 
Retorting  Pelion  from  his  dread  abode, 
To  crush  Earth^  rebel-sons  beneath  the  load. 

Oft'  too  with  hideous  yawn  the  cavern  wide 
Presents  an  orifioe  on  either  side, 
A  dismal  orifice,  from  sea  to  sea 
Extended,  pervious  to  the  god  of  day  ? 
Uncouthly  join'd,  the  rocks  stopendous  form 
An  arch,  the  ruin  of  a  futurę  storm : 
High  on  the  cliff  their  nests  the  woodquests  make, 
And  sea-caltes  stable  in  the  oazy  lakę. . 

But  when  bleak  Winter  with  his  sulten  tram 
Awakes  the  winds  to  vex  the  watery  plain ; 
When  o^er  the  craggy  steep  without  oontro!. 
Big  with  the  blast,  the  raging  billows  roli ; 
Not  towns  beleaguer^,  not  the  flaming  brand, 
Darted  from  Heaven  by  Jove's  atenging  hand, 
Oft  as  on  impious  men  his  wrath  he  pours, 
Humbles  their  pride,  and  Waste  their  gilded  towers. 
£qual  the  tumult  of  this  wild  uproar : 
Waves  rush  o»er  waves,  febcllows  shore  to  shore. 
The  neighbouring  race,  though  wont  to  brave  the 
Of  angry  seas,  and  run  along  the  rocks,       [shocks 
Now  pale  with  terrour,  wnile  the  ocean  foams, 
Fly  far  and  wide,  nor  trust  their  native  homes. 

The  goats>  while  pendent  from  the  mountain-top 
The  wither'd  herb  impnmdent  they  crop, 
Wash'd  down  theprecipice  with  sudden  sweep, 
Leave  their  sweet  lives  beneath  th*  unfathom'd  deep. 

The  frighted  fisher,  with  desponding  eyes, 
Though  safe,  yet  trembling  in  the  harbour  lies, 
Nor  hopinc  to  behold  the  skies  serene, 
Wearies  with  vows  the  monarch  of  the  main. 


UPOK  THE  HORRID  PlOT 
DISCOVERED  BY  HARLEQUIN, 

THI  BISU0P  OP  R0CHESTS&'S  PRJŁKCH  DOG  K 
W  A  DIAŁ00I7Z  BETWBSN  A  WH 10  AND  A  *0*T.       ł72$i ' 

I  ask'd  a  Whig  the  other  night, 
How  came  this  wicked  plot  to  light  ? 
He  answered,  that  a  dog  of  lato 
InfornTd  a  minister  of  state. 
Said  J,  from  thence  I  nothing  knew  | 
For  are  not  all  inibrmers  so  ? 
A  Yillain  who  his  friend  betrays, 
We  style  him  by.  no  other  phrase  ; 

1  See  the  State  Trials,  yoL  n. 
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SWIFTSPOEMS, 


And  so  a  perjurM  dog  denotes 
Porter,  and  Prendergast,  and  Oates, 
And  forty  others  I  could  name. 
Warc.  But,  you  most  know,  tbis  dog  mas  lamę. 
Toky.  A  weighty  argument  indeed ! 
Your  toidenct  waa  lamę :— *proceed : 
Come  help  your  lamt  dog  ćtr  the  style. 

Whic.  Sir,  you  mistake  me  a!l  this  whlle : 
I  mean  a  dog  (withont  a  jolce), 
Can  howl,  and  bark,  but  never  spoke. 

Tory.  I  'm  still  to  seek,  which  dog  you  mean  ; 
Whetber  cur  Plunkeit,  or  whelp  Skean, 
An  English  or  an  Jrish  hound ; 
Or  t'  other  puppy,  that  was  drown'd  j 
Or  Mason,  that  abanaWd  bitch  : 
Tben  pray  be  free,  and  tell  me  which : 
For  every  stander-by  waa  marking 
That  all  the  noise  they  róade  wa*  barking. 
You  pay  them  well ;  the  dogs  have  got 
Their  dogs-beads  in  a  porridge  pot : 
And  'twas  but  just;  for  wise  men  say, 
That  tatry  dog  must  haot  his  day. 
Dog  Walpole  laid  a  quart  of  nog  on  % 
He  'd  either  make  a  kog  or  dog  on  *t : 
And  look'd,  sińce  he  bas  got  his  wian, 
As  if  he  had  thrown  down  a  dish* 
Yet  this  I  dąre  fbretel  you  from  it, 
Re  'U  aoon  return  to  his  own  vomit. 

Wmo.  Besides,  this  borrid  plot  was  found 
By  Neyaoe,  after  he  was  drown'd. 

Tory.  Wby  then  the  proverb  is  not  right, 
Since  you  can  teach  dead  dogs  to  bite. 
Whic.  I  prov'd  my  proposition  fuli : 
But  Jacobites  are  strangely  duli. 
Kow  let  me  tell  you  plaioly,  sir, 
Our  witness  is  a  real  air, 
A  dog  of  spirit  for  his  years, 
Has  twice  two  legs,  two  hanging  ears; 
His  name  is  Harltauin,  I  Wot, 
And  that  's  a  name  in  erery  plot  : 
Resolv'd  to  save  the  Britiah  nation, 
Though  French  by  birth  and  education  : 
His  correspondence  plainly  dated, 
Was  all  decypher'd  and  translated: 
His  answers  were  exceeding  pretty 
Befbre  the  secret  wise  committee : 
ConfessM  as  plain  as  he  could  bark ; 
Tben  with  his  fore-foot  set  his  mark. 

Tory.  Then  all  this  wbile  havę  I  beat  bnhbled, 
I  thought  it  was  a  dog  in  doubitt: 
The  matter  now  no  longer  sticjcs  ; 
For  statesmen  never  want  dog-tricks. 
But  sińce  it  was  a  real  car, 
And  not  a  dog  in  metaphor, 
I  grre  you  joy  of  the  reporty 
That  he  's  to  have  a  place  at  court 

Whic.  Yes,  and  a  place  be  will  grow  rich  in; 
A  toro-spit  in  the  royal  kitcben. 
Sir,  to  be  plam,  I  tell  you  what, 
We  had  occasion  for  a  plot : 
And,  when  we  fbund  the  dog  begin  it, 
We  guess'd  the  bishop*s  foot  was  in  it. 

Tory.  I  own,  it  was  a.dangerousppoject; 
And  you  have  prpv'd  it  by  dog-logic* 
Surę  snch  intelligence  between 
A  dog  and  bfehop  oe'er  was  seen, 
TUI  you  began  to  change  the  breed; 
Vourbishops  all  are  dogs  indca) ! 


STELLA  AT  WOOD-PARK, 

A  HOUSE  OF  CHARLES  FORD.  S8Q.  RKAR  DOBIJ*, 

1723. 

— Cuicumque  nooere  YoJebat, 
Yestimenta  dabat  pretiossu 

Don  Carlos,  in  a  merry  sptght, 

Did  Stella  to  his  hoese  inrite ; 

He  entertain'd  her  half  a  year 

With  generous  wines  and  costly  cheer* 

Don  Carlos  madę  her  chief  director, 

That  she  might  o,er  the  senrants  hectoc. 

In  half  a  week  the  damę  grew  nice, 

Gotallthiogsatthehjgbestpricez 

Now  at  the  table-head  she  sits, 

Presented  with  the  nicest  bits : 

Sbe  look'd  on  partridges  with  scorn, 

Etoept  they  tasted  of  the  corn ; 

A  hauncb  of  Yentson  madę  her  sweet, 

Unless  it  had  the  ńghtfumette. 

Bon  Carlos  earnestly  would  beg, 

"  Dear  madam,  try  this  pigeon's  leg  ;* 

Was  happy,  when  he  could  prerail 

To  make  her  only  touch  a  auail. 

Through  candle-light  she  riewM  the  winę, 

To  see  that  every  glass  was  fine. 

At  last,  grown  prooder  thad  the  denl 

Withfeeding  high  and  treatment  ctYil, 

Don  Carlos  now  began  to  find 

His  malice  work  as  he  design 'd. 

The  winter-sky  began  to  frown ; 

Poor  Stella  must  pack  off  to  towDs 

From  purlmg  streams  and  fbuntaini  fe«bblin$& 

To  lifty* 8  stinking  tide  at  Dublin  ; 

From  wbolesome  caercise  and  air, 

To  sossmg  in  an  easy  chair ; 

From  stomach  sharp,  and  bearty  fceding. 

To  piddle  like  a  lady  breeding  j 

From  rutiog  there  the  housebold  «ng(y. 
To  bę  directed  berę  by  Dingly  l ; 

From  erery  day  a  lordly  banquet, 
To  half  a  joint- and  God  be  thankedi 
From  every  meal  Pontack  in  plenty, 
To  half  a  pint  one  day  in  twenty  ; 
From  Ford  attendmg  at  her  cali, 
To  viska  of  — «—  — 
From  Ford  who  thinksof  aothrag  mean. 
To  the  poor  dotngs  of  the  dean  ;   - 
From  growing  richer  with  good'cheer. 
To  rumsing-out  by  stanring  here. 

Bot  now  arrives  the  dismal  day  ; 
She  must  return  to  Ormond  Quay  K 
The  coachman  stopi;  she  look'd9  wad' 
The  rascal  had  mistook  thedoor: 
At  coming  in,  you  saw  her  stoop  $ 
The  estry  brush'd  against  her  hoops 
Each  moment  rising  in  her  airs,   . 
Sbe  enrst  tne  narrow  winding stan; 
Began  a  thousand  fauks  tospy; 
Tłie  dełing  bardly  sfac  feet  high  ; 
The  smutty  wainscot  fuil  of  cracks  ; 
And  half  the  chairs  with  broken  backa  | 
Her  ouarter  ^s  out  at  lady-day  ; 
She  Yows  she  will  no  longer  stay 

1  Tbe  eonstant  oompanion  of  Stelle*. 
9  Wbere  the  two  ladies  kdged. 
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In  "lodgiogs  Ifce  a  poor  grizette, 
Whiie  there  are  lodgraga  to  be  let 

Howe»er,  to  keep  bor  spirits  up, 
She  sens  for  company  to  sap : 
When  all  thc  while  you  might  remark, 
She  strore  in  vam  to  ape  Wood-park. 
Tvo  bottles  calPd  for  (half  her  storę ; 
The  cnpboard  could  oootain  bat  fbur) : 
Ą  sopper  worthy  of  herself, 
Hve  nothings  in  five  plates  of  <U1f* 

Thus  for  a  week  the  Jarce  went  on ; 
When  ałl  ber  country  savings  gone, 
She  fell  into  ber  fbrmer  scenę, 
Smali  beer,  a  herring,  and  the  dean. 

Thus  far  in  jest :  though  now,  I  fcar, 
You  think  my  jesting  too  severe  j 
But  poeta  when  a  tnnt  is  new, 
No  matfer  whether  false  or  tnie: 
Yet  raHlery  gives  no  offence, 
Where  trnth  bas  not  the  least  pretence ; 
Nor  can  be  morę  securWy  plac'd 
Tban  on  a  nyroph  of  Stella'a  taste. 
I  mwt  confess  your  winę  and  vittłe 
l  was  too  bard  upon  a  little : 
Your  table  neatf  your  linen  fine  ; 
And,  though  in  miniaturę,  you  shine : 
Yet,  when  yoa  sigh  to  leave  Wood-park, 
The  scenę,  the  welcome,  and  the  spark, 
To  languish  in  tbis  edious  town, 
And  puli  your  haeghty  stomach  down  ; 
We  think  you  qutte  mistake  the  case, 
The  virtue  lies  not  in  the  place : 
For,  though  my  raillery  were  trać, 
A  oottage  k  Wood-park  with  you. 


a 
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BIRTH-DAY  VERSES 
ON  MR.  FORD. 

Coms,  be  content,  sińce  out  it  must, 
For  Stella  bas  betrayM  her  trust ; 
And  whispering,  charg'd  me  not  to  say 
That  Mr.  Ford  was  bora  to-day; 
Or,  if  at  last  1  needs  must  blab  it, 
According  to  my  usual  habit, 
She  bid  me,  with  a  serious  face, 
Be  surę  conceal  the  time  and  place  ; 
And  not  my  compliment  to  spoil, 
By  calling  this  your  native  soil ; 
Or  vex  tbe  ladies,  when  they  knew 
That  you  are  turning  forty-two : 
But,  if  these  topicashall  appear 
Strong  arguments  to  keep  you  herc, 
I  think,  though  you  judgc  hardly  of  it, 
Good  manners  must  give  place  to  profit. 

Tbe  nymphs  with  wbom  you  flrst  began 
Are  each  become  a  harridan  ; 
And  Montague  so  far  decay'd, 
Mer  lorers  now  must  all  be  paid ; 
And  every  belle  that  noce  arose 
Has  her  contempprary  beatu. 
Year  fbrmer  comrades,  once  so  bright, 
With  whom  you  toasted  balf  the  night, 
Of  rbeumati8m  and  poz  complain. 
And  bid  adieu  {o  dear  champaign. 


Your  graat  protectors,  once  m  power, 
Are  now  in  exile  or  the  Tower. 
Your  foes  triumphanWer  the  ławs, 
Wbo  hate  your  person  and  your  cause, 
If  once  they  get  you  on  the  spot, 
You  mut  be  guilty  of  the  plot : 
Por,  tnie  or  false,  they  '11  ntfer  inąuire, 
But  use  you  ten  times  worse  than  Prior  K 
In  London !  what  would  you  do  there  ? 
Can  you,  my  frieud,  with  patience  bear 
(Nay,  would  it  not  your  passion  raise 
Worse  than  a  pun,  or  Irish  phrase  ?) 
To  see  a  scoundrel  strut  and  hector, 
A  foot-boy  to  some  rogue  director, 
To  look  on  vice  triumphant  round, 
And  virtue  trampled  on  the  ground  ? 
Obserre  where  bloody  *  *  *  #  #  standt 
With  torturing  engines  in  his  hands ; 
Hearhim  blaspheme,  and  swear,  and  raił, 
Threatening  tbe  pillory  and  jail :  t 
If  tbis  you  think  a  pleasing  scenę, 
To  London  straight  return  again; 
Where,  you  have  told  us  finom  experience, 
Are  swarms  of  bugs  and  presbyterians. 

I  thought  my  very  spleen  would  burst, 
When  fortunę  hitber  drore  me  first; 
Was  fuli  as  hard  to  please  as  you, 
Nor  persona,  names,  nor  places  knew :       ' 
But  now  I  act  as  other  folk, 
Like  prisonera  when  their  jail  is  broke. 

If  you  have  London  still  at  heart, 
We  'U  make  a  smali  one  here  by  art : 
The  difterence  is  not  much  betwecn 
St  James's  Park,  and  Stephen's  Green ; 
And  Dawson-street  will  serve  as  well 

To  lead  you  thither  as  Pall-Mall. 

Nor  want  a  passage  through  the  palące, 

To  choke  your  sight,  and  raise  your  malice: 

The  deanry-house  may  well  be  match'd, 
Under  correction,  .with  the  Tbatcbt *,. 

Nor  8ball  I,  when  you  hitber  come, 

Bemand  a  crown  a  quart  for  stua. 

Tben,  for  a  middle-aged  charmer, 

Stella  may  rie  with  your  Monthermer  5 

Tbe  7s  now  as  handsome  erery  bit, 

And  bas  a  theusand  times  her  wit. 

The  dean  and  Sheridan,  I  hope, 

Will  half  supply  a  Gay  and  Pope. 

Corbet 3,  though  yet  I  know  his  worih  not, 

No  doubt  wHl  prore  a  good  Arbuthnot 

I  throw  into  the  bargain  Tim ; 

In  London  ean  you  eqnal  him  ? 

What  think  you  of  my  favourite  elan, 

Robin  «  and  Jack,  and  Jack  and  Dan, 

Fellows  of  modest  worth  and  parts, 

With  cheeriul  looks  and  honest  hearts  ł 
Can  you  on  Dublin  look  with  scorn  r 

Yet  here  were  you  and  Ormond  bora* 
Oh  !  were  but  you  and  I  so  wise» 

To  see  with  Robert  Grattan's  eyes  1 

Robin  adores  tbat  spot  of  earth, 

That  litera]  spot  which  gav©  him  birth  ; 

And  swears,  •«  Belcamp  5  is,  to  bis  taste, 

"  As  fine  as  Hampton-oourt  at  least" 

1  The  celebrated  poet 

3  A  femous  tarem  in  St  James'8  Street 

9  Dr.  Corbet,  aftenraids  dean  of  St  Patrick'** 

*  R.  and  J.  Grattan,  and  J.  and  D.  Jackson* 

6  In  Fmgall,  aboutflve  miles  from  DuUio, 
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When  to  your  łriends  you  would  enhance 

The  praise  of  Italy  or  France, 

Por  grandem*,  elegance,  and  wit, 

We  gladly  hear  you,  and  submit : 

Bat  then,  to  come  and  keep  a  clutterj 

For  this  or  that  side  of  the  gutter, 

To  live  in  this  or  t'  other  isle, 

We  cannot  think  it  worth  yowr  while  ; 

For,  take  it  kindly  or  amiss, 

The  diflerence  but  amounts  to  this : 

We  bury  on  our  side  the  channel 

In  Ihien ;  and  on  yeurs  in  flannel  •. 

You  for  the  news  are  ne*er  too  seek ; 

While  we,  perhaps,  may  wait  a  week : 

Ton  happy  folks  are  sare  to  meet 

An  hundred  whores  in  every  street ; 

While  we  may  tracę  all  Dublin  o'er 

Before  we  find  out  haif  a  score. 

You  see  my  argument*  are  strong  ; 
I  wonder  you  held  out  so  long: 
But,  sińce  you  are  conrinc'd  at  last, 
We  '11  pardon  you  for  what  is  past. 
So— let  us  now  for  whist  prepare $ 
Twel?e  pence  a  corner,  if  you  dare* 


JOAN  CUDGELS  NED.  1723. 

Joam  cudgels  Ned,  yet  Ned  's  a  bully  j 
Will  cudgels  Bess,  yet  Will  's  a  cully. 
Pie  Ned  and  Bess ;  give  Will  to  Joan, 
She  dares  not  say  her  life  'a  ber  owo. 
Die  Joan  and  Will;  give  Bess  to  Ned, 
And  every  day  she  combi  kii  keaa\ 


A  2UIBBLING  ELEGY,' 

OH  JflDCft  BOAT.      1723. 

To  mournful  dittiea,  Clio,  change  thy  noto, 
Since  cruel  fate  hath  tmnk  our  justice  BomL 
Why  shoukL  h«  *t»Jr,  where  nothingieem'd  to 
His  lading  little,  and  his  baliast  less  ? 
Tott  in  the  tcaoet  of  this  lempestuotu  world, 
At  length,  his  anchor  fiat  and  aanat  forftl, 
To  Łazy -bill l  retiring  from  his  court, 
At  his  Rutfs-end  *  hc  foundert  in  the  port 
With  tcater  fiUM,  he  could  no  kmger/oaf, 
The  common  death  of  many  a  stronger  boat 

A  post  so  fiłPd  on  naturę'*  laws  entrencbes : 
Benches  on  boatt  are  plac*d,  not  boatt  on  oenckat. 
And  yet  our  Boat  (how  shall  I  reconcile  it  r) 
Was  both  a  Boat,  and  m  one  sense  a  pilot. 
With  every  wind  be  taiVdr  and  well  could  tmck  ; 
Had  many  pendentt,  but  abhorrM  a  Jack  J. 
He's  gone,  altbough  his  friends  began  to  bope 
That  he  might  yet  be  Hfted  by  a  ropę. 

Behold  the  awfol  benck  on  which  be  sat ! 
He  was  as  kard  and  ponderous  toood  as  that : 
Yet,  when  his  mnd  was  out,  we  find  at  last, 
That  death  bas  ooerset  htm  with  a  blast. 
Our  Boat  is  now  tailyd  to  the  Stygian  feny, 
Tnere  to  supply  old  Charon's  leaky  wherry : 

«  The  law  for  burymg  in  wooileń  was  eatended  to 
Ireland  in  1733. 

*  Two  ▼illages  near  tbe  sea. 

*  Itwas  said  be  died  of  a  dropsy. 
9  A  cant  word  tyra  JacobHsw 


Charon  in  hiira  will  feny  soub  to  HeH  ; 
A  trade  our  Boat *  hath  practJsM  berę  so 
And  Cerberus  hath  ready  in  his  paw* 
Both  pitek  and  brinutone,  to  fiU  up  his  fiamu 
Yet,  spite  of  deatband  fate,  I  nerę  mantain 
We  may  place  Boat  m  his  ołd  pott  agam. 
The  way  is  thns  $  and  ^relł  desenres  your 
Take  the  thrte  stiougest  of  his  broken 
Fhc  them  on  high,  conspicnous  to  be 
Form'd  like  the  triple-tree  near  Stephen') 
And  when  we  ?iew  it  thns  with  thief  at  end 
We  'U  ery,  "  Look,  here  »s  our  Boat,  and 
the  pendant!" 

Tli  EfTTAMC. 


tbere* 


HERE  lies  judge  Boat  within  a  coffin  ; 
Pray,  gentle-fotks,  forbear  your  sooffing. 
A  Boat  a  judge  !  yes ;  where  's  the  blunder  9 
A  tBooden  judge  is  no  soch  wonder. " 
And  in  his  robes,  you  must  agree, 
No  Boat  was  better  decki  than  he. 
Tis  needless  to  describe  him  fuller  ; 
In  snort,  he  was  an  able  tcuiler* 


PETHOX  i  TBE  GREAT. 

Fbom  Venus  bora,  thy  beauty  sbows  ; 
But  wbo  thy  father,  no  man  knows : 
Nor  can  the  skilful  herald  tracę 
The  fbunder  of  thy  ancient  race  ; 
Whether  thy  temper,  fuli  of  fire, 
Discorers  Yulcan  for  thy  sire, 
The  god  who  madę  Scamaoder  boil, 
And  round  his  margm  singM  the  soil 
(From  whence,  pbilosopbers  agree, 
An  equal  power  descends  to  thee) ; 
Whether  from  dreadfu!  Mars  you  claim 
Tbe  bigh  descent  from  whence  you  came, 
And,  as  a  proof,  show  nunierous  scars 
By  nerce  encounters  madę  in  wara, 
Those  hooourable  wouods  you  borę 
From  head  to  foot/and  all  before, 
And  still  the  bloody  field  freouent, 
Fkmiliar  in  each  leader's  tent ; 
Or  whether  as  the  Iearn'd  contend, 
You  from  the  neighbouring  Gaul  deseend^ 
Or  from  Parthenope  the  proud, 
Wbere  numberiess  thy  Totaries  crowd; 
Whether  thy  great  fbre&ther  came 
From  realms  that  bear  Vesputió*s  name 
(For  so  conjecturers  would  obtrude, 
And  from  thy  painted  skin  conclude)  ; 
Whether,  as  Epicurus  sbows, 
Tbe  world  from  justling  seeds  arose, 
Which,  mingling  with  prolific  strm? 
In  chaos,  kindled  into  life : 
So  your  production  was  the  same, 
And  from  contending  atoms  came. 

Thy  fair  indulgent  mother  crown'd 
Thy  head  with  sparkling  rubies  round  i 
Beneath  thy  decent  steps  tbe  road 
Is  all  with  precious  jewels  strowM. 
The  bird  of  Pallas  knows  his  post, 
Thee  to  attend,  whare'er  thou  goesL 


4  In  condemning  maieiactors, 
&  Where  the  Dublin  gallows 
*  This  name  is  plainly  aa 
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ByzantKnf  boast,  that  on  the  clod 
Where  ooce  tbeir  sultan's  horse  had  trod, 
Grows  neither  gran,  nor  shrub,  nor  tree : 
The  same  tby  subjects  boast  of  thee. 

The  greatest  lord,  when  you  appear, 
Will  deign  your  livcry  to  wear, 
In  mil  the  various  colours  seen 
Of  red  and  yeltow,  blue  and  green. 

WHh  half  a  word,  when  you  reouire, 
The  man  of  business  must  retire. 
The  haughty  minister  of  state 
WHh  trembling  must  tby  leisure  walt  ; 
And,  while  his  (ate  is  in  thy  hands, 
Tbe  business  of  the  nation  stands. 

Thou  dai^st  the  greatest  prince  attack, 
Ganst  houi  ly  set  bim  on  the  rack  ; 
And9  as  an  instance  of  his  power, 
Encloee  bim  in  a  wooden  tower, 
WHh  pungent  pahn  on  every  side : 
jSk>  Regulus  in  torments  dy'd. 

From  thee  our  yonth  all  virtues  learn, 
.  Dangers  whh  prudence  to  discern ; 
And  well  thy  scholars  are  endued 
With  temperance,  and  with  fortitude ; 
With  patienoe,  which  allills  eupports; 
And  seeresy ,  the  art  of  courts. 

The  gtittering  beau  could  hardly  tell, 
Withont  your  aid,  to  read  or  apeli ; 
Bot,  baTmg  long  conYersM  with  you, 
Know*  how  to  wiite  a  billet-doiuc. 

With  what  delight,  methinks,  I  tracę 
Your  blood  m  erery  noble  race  ! 
In  whom  thy  features,  shape,  and  mień, 
Are  tothe  life  distinctly  seen  ! 
Tbe  Britons,  once  a  savage  kind, 
By  you  were  brigbteiTd  and  refin'd, 
peacendants  to  the  barbarous  Huns, 
With  limbs  robust,  and  votee  that  stons : 
Bot  you  harc  monlded  them  arreah, 
Remov'd  tbe  tougb  superfluous  flesh, 
,  Tanght  them  to  modulate  tbeir  toogues, 
And  apeak  witbout  the  help  of  lungs. 
Protem  on  you  bestow'd  the  boon 
To  change  your  risage  like  the  Moon  ; 
Yon  sometimes  half  a  face  produce, 
Keep  t'  other  half  for  private  use. 

How  xam'd  thy  oonduct  in  the  fight 
With  Hermes,  son  of  Pleias  bright  J 
Out-xramber'd,  half  encompassM  round, 
You  strove  for  erery  inch  of  ground ; 
Then,  by  a  soldierly  retreat, 
Retii^d  to  your  imperial  seat. 
The  *ictor,  when  your  steps  he  trac'd, 
Found  all  the  realms  before  bim  waste  i 
Yon,  o'er  the  high  triumphal  arch 
Pontific,  madę  your  glorious  march  ; 
Tbe  wondrous  arch  behind  you  fell, 
And  left  a  chatm  profound  as  Heli : 
You,  in  your  capitol  securM, 
A  siege  aa  long  as  Troy  endor'd. 


MARY  THE  C00K-M4W8  LETTER 

to  ml  snx*nuir.    1723. 

W*xl,  if  erer  I  saw  such  another  man  sińce  my 

motber  bonnd  my  head ! 
Yoo  e  gentleman !  many  come  up!  Iwonderwhere 

you  were  brad* 


I  'm  surę  such  words  do  not  become  a  man  of  your 

clotb  j  troth. 

I  would  not  gtve  such  language  to  a  dog.  faith  and 

Yes,  you  call'd  my  master  a  knave  ;  fie,  Mr.  She- 

fklan  !  tis  a  shame 
For  a  parson,  wbo  sbould  know  better  things,  to 

come  out  with  such  a  namc- 
Knave  in  your  teeth,  Mr.  Sheridan  1    'tis  both  a 

shanreand  a  sin.; 
And  the  dean,  my  master,  is  an  bonester  man  than 

you  and  all  your  kin : 
He  bas  morę  goodness  in  his  little  finger,  than  you 

have  in  your  whole  body  : 

My  master  is  a  parsouable  man,  and  not  a  spindle- 

shank'd  hoddy-doddy.  [cxcuse, 

And  now,  wbereby  1  find  you  would  fain  make  an 

Because  my  master  one  da"y,  in  anger,  call'd  you 

góose; 
Whicb,  and  I  am  surę  I  have  been  bis  servaht  four 

years  sińce  October, 
And  he  nerer  calTd  me  worse  than  gweet-heart,  drunk 

or  sober : 
Not  that  I  know  his  reverence  waa  ever  concernM 

to  my  knowledge, 
Tbough  you  and  your  come-rogues  keep  him  out  so 

late  in  your  college. 
You  say  you  will  eat  grass  on  his  grare :  a  Christian 

eat  grass ! 
Wbereby  you  now  confess  yourself  to  be  a  goose 

or  an  ass : 
But  that  's  as  much  as  to  say,  that  my  master  sbould 

die  before  ye  , 
Well,  well,  that  's  as  Ood  pleases ;  and  I  don't  be- 

lieve  that  's  a  true  story : 
And  so  say  I  told  you  so,  and  you  may  go  tell  my 

master;  what  care  I  ? 
And  I  don't  care  who  knows  it ;  -'tis  all  one  to  Mary. 
Erery  body  knows  that  I  love  to  tali  trutb,  and 

shame  the  devil ; 
I  am  but  a  poor  serrant;  but  I  think  gentlefolkt 

sbould  be  ciril. 

Besides,  you  found  fault  with  our  tictuals  one  day 

that  you  was  here :  [yejir. 

I  remember  it  was  on  a  Tuesday  of  all  days  in  the 

And  Seunders  the  man  says  you  are  always  jesting 

and  mocking : 
"  Mary,said  be,"  (one  day  as  I  was  mending  my  mas- 

ter*s  stocking) 
"  My  master  is  so  rond  of  that  minister  that  keepa 

tbe  school— 

I  tbought  my  master  a  wise  man,  but  that  man 

makes  bim  a  fbol."  [ale 

"  Saunders,"  said  I,  "  I  would  rather  than  a  qnart  of 

He  would  come  into  our  kitehen,  and  I  would  pin  a 

dish-clout  to  his  taił." 
And  now  I  must  go,  and  get  Saunders  to  direct 

this  letter ; 
For  I  write  but  asad  scrawl ;  nul  my  sister  Margot, 

she  writes  better. 
Well,  but  I  must  ran  and  make  the  bed,  before  my 

master  comes  from  prayew ; 
And  see  now,  it  strikes  ten,  and  I  bear  him  coming 

up  stairs ; 
Whereof  I  could  say  moro  to  your  teraes,  if  I  coukt' 

write  written  band : 
And  so  I  remaio,  in  a  civil  way,  your  seirant  to 
commandy 

MARY. 
F# 
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A  SEJT-YEMPS-GIFr  FOR  BEC 

1723-4, 

RETuuwnfG  Janus  now  prepares, 
For  Bec,  a  new  supply  of  cares, ' 
Sent  in  a  bag  to  doctor  Swift, 
Wbo  thus  displays  the  New-yeays-gift. 

First,  this  large  parcel  brinp  you  tidrags 
Of  our  good  dęan's  eternat  cbidings ; 
Of  Nelly's  pertńess,  RobhVs  leasingi 
And  Sheridan's  perpetual  teasings. 
iPhis  box  is  cramui'd  on  evęry  aide 
With  Stella'8  mągisterial  pride. 
Behold  a  cage  with  sparrows  flll'd, 
First  to  be  fondled,  then  be  kfU'd. 
Kow  to  this  hamper  I  Uwite  you, 
With  six  imagin'd  cares  to  fright  ynu. 
Herę  ra,  this  buodje  Janus  sends 
Concerns  by  thousands  for  your  friends; 
And  berę  's  a  pair  of  leathefn  pokes, 
To  hołd  your  cares  for  othęr  folks. 
Jłere  from  this  barrel  you  may  broaclą 
Ą  peck  of  troubłes  for  a  coach. 
This  bali  of  wa*  your  ears  wij!  darken, 
5till  to  be  ourious,  never  hearken. 
Lest  you  the  town  may.  have  less  troubie  to. 
Bring  ałl  your  Quitca's  *  cares  to  Dujbtin, 
For  which  he  sends  this  empty  sack  ; 
And  so  take  all  upon  your  back, 


DINGLEY  AND  BfiBNT  »• 

A  90* G, 

to  tme  Tmrs  of  "  yb  commons  and  r**ts.M 

Dinoley  and  Brent, 

Wbererer  they  went, 
JFer  minded  a  word  that  was  spoken ; 

Whatever  vas  said, 

They  ne'er  troubkd  their  hond, 
Bot  Iaugh'd  at  their  own  silly  jokiitg. 

Should  Solomon  wise 

In  majesty  rise/ 
Ąnd  loow  them  his  wjt  and  his  leaminą ; 

They  never  woold  hear, 

But  tyint  the  deaf  ear, 
M  a  matjter  tley  had  no  opncern  in. 

YoutełUgoo4j*t» 

*        ADdpleaseaU  the  restj 

Ommb  IMngley,  ani  ąsks  you,  "  Wbat  was  it }" 

Avd9  CBtious  to  know, 

Away  she  will  go 
IbceeJcapottiagTOtfttefrset 


W* 


T0  8TBI*LA.    3723-4. 
tnurn*  on  th*  bay  or  hm  birth,  b»t  hot  o* 

TB*  SUBJBCT,  WHSK  1  WAS  SICK  IN  BEp. 

To»M*KTtó  with  rncessant  paińs, 
Can  I  devise  noetic  strains  ? 

*  Mn.  Dtngley,  Stella-  friend  and  compackm. 

*  A  country-honse  of  Dr.  Sheńdan* 

3  Dr.  Swifta  house  keeper. 


Time  was,  when  I  cpojd  yeartypay. 

My  rerse  on  Stella'8  native  day : 

But  now,  unabje  growu  to  write, 

I  grieve  she  ever  saw  the  light. 

Ungrateful !  sińce  to  ber  I  owe 

That  1  these  pains  can  undergo. 

She  tends  me,  like  ań  humble  sUtc; 

And,  when  indecently  I  ravc, 

When  out  my  brutish  passions  break, 

With  gali  in1  every  word  I  speak, 

She  with  soft  speech,  my  anguj&h  cbeerSą 

Or  melts  my  passions  down  with  tęars : 

Although  'tis*  easy  to  desery 

She  wants  asststance  morę  than  I ; 

Yct  seems  to  feel  my  pains  aloue, 

And  is  a  Sfoic  in  ber  own.. 

When,  among  scholara,  can  we  finó^ 

So  soft,  and  yet  sp  firm  a  mind  l 

All  accidents  of  \tfe  conspirę 

To  raise  up  Ste!lafs  virtue  higber, 

Or  else  to  inlroduce  the  rest 

Which  had  been  latent  in  her  breast. 

Her  firmness  who  coukl  e'er  have  koowsy 

Had  she  not  evib  of  her  own  h 

Her  kindness  who  coald  ęrer  guęsa, 

Had  not  her  friends  been  in  distress  ?. 

Whatever  base  retu  cos  you  find 

From  me,  <Jear  Stella,  stiU  be  l^ind. 

Tn  your  own  beart  you  'U  rea)p  the  fjruit^ 

Thougrh  1  contihue  stiU  a  brute. 

But,  when  I  once  aro  out  of  pain, 

I  promise  to  be  good  again : 

Meantime,  your  other  juster  iriends. 

Shall  for  my  follies  make  amends, 

So  may  we  long  continue  thu? 

Admiring  yon,  you  pitying  us. 


ON  DREAMS. 

AN   IMITATIOM   O*  P*TfcO)ZlVf* 

Somniąąus?  mentes  ludunt  Tolitantibus  ombris, 

Taośs  dreams  that  on  the  silent  orght  introde, 
And  with  false  flitting  shades  cmr  minÓt  ddudc, 
Jove  nerer  sends  us  downward  from  the  skies ; 
Nor  can  they  from  mfernal  mansions  rise  ;' 
But  all  are  merę  prodnctkms  of  the  braim* 
And  fbols  consult  interpreters  io  nun. 

For*  when  m  bed  we  rest  our  weary  limba, 
The  mind  unburden*d  sporU  in  various  wbima  j- 
The  busy  hąad  with  mimie  art  runs  o'er 
The  scenes  and  actions  of  the  day  belóre. 

The  drowsy  tyraat,  by  bis  miniooa  led, 
To  regal  ragę  devotes  some  patńofs  hoasŁ 
Witb  equal  terrours,  not  with  equai  gwlt, 
The  murderer  dreams  of  aU  the  błood  be 


The  soldier  amiling  bears  the  widów1* 
And  stabs  the  son  before  tbe  mother*8  eyea. 
With  like  remorse  his  brother  of  the  trade, 
Tha  batcher,  fe»s  the  laj&b  baoeath  hk  bsafe 

The  statesman  rakes  tkst  town  to  isjd  a  plot» 
And  dreams  of  forfeitures  by  treasoo  got. 
Nor  less  Tom-t— d-man,  of  tnie  statesman 
CoUocU  the  city  fitth  in  search  of  gofd. 

Orphans  around  his  bed  the  lawyer  seat, 
jAnd  takes  the  plantiff  »s  and  d^ndant;^^ 
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Hm  fellow  pick-purse,  watching  for  a  job, 
Fancies  his  finger '«  in  the  cully's  fob. 

The  kind  physieian  gronts  the  husband'8  prayers, 
Or  gi  ves  relief  to  long-expecting  hetrs. 
The  sleeping  hangraan  ties  tbe  fatal  noose, 
Kor  unsUccessnil  waits  for  dead  men's  thoes. 

The  grare  divme,  with  knotty  points  perptact, 
Ab  if  he  was  awake,  nods  ołer  his  text : 
Whilethe  sfy  mountebank  attends  his  trade, 
Harangues  the  rąbble,  and  is  better  paki. 

The  hireling  senator  of  modern  days 
Bedaubs  the  guilty  pirat  with  nauseous  praise : 
And  Dick  the  soavengcr,  with  equal  grace, 
FUrta finom  his  cart  the  mud in  ***** *s foce. 


» 


irnrrsHE&s »  motto  on  his  coach. 

1724. 

Libłktas  et  naiaU  solom  : 

ftae  words  1  I  wonder  where  you  stole  'em. 

Could  nothing  but  thy  chief  reproach 

Serve  for  a  motto  on  thy  coach  ? 

Bat  lei  me  naw  the  words  translate  r 

KałaU  smktm,  my  estate ; 

My  dear  estate,  how  well  1 lo*e  it ! 

My  tenants,  if  you  doubt,  will  prove  it 

They  swear  lamio  kind  and  good, 

I  hng  them,  till  I  soueeze  their  blood. 

JLtberias  bears  a  large  import : 
First,  how  to  swagger  in  a  court ; 
And,  secondly,  to  show  my  fury 
Agaiast  an  un-complymg  jury ;  a 
And,  thirdly,  'tie  a  new  mvęntioo, 
To  tavour  Wbod,  aod  keep  my  pension $ 
And,  fborthly,  'tis  to  play  an  odd  trick, 
Get  tbe  great  seal,  and  tum  out.Broderick; 
And,  fifthly,  (you  know  who  1  mean) 
To  humble  that  *e*aaouB  dean ; 
And,  sothly,  for  my  soul,  to  barter  it 
For  fifty  times  its  worth  to  Carteret  2. 

Now,  sińce  your  motto  thus  you  coastrue, 
I  inust  confenj  you  *ve  spoken  oace  tnie. 
JJbertat  et  nttfaU  soktn  : 
Yoa  nad  good  reęson,  when  you  stole  'cm. 


i      SBMT  BT 

JDJŁ  DELANY  TO  DR.  SWIFT, 

IS   OBJKE  TO  BE  ADHITTED  TO  STKAK  TO  HIU,  WHBM 
HI  WAS  DBAF.      1724. 

]>RAm  sir,  I  think  »tii  donory  bard, 
Your  ean  and  doors  •hoaM  bom  be  ban^d. 
On  any  thing  to  morę  unkind  ? 
Mott  I  not  see,  'canta  you  are  band  r 
Methinks  a  i-iead  at  night  ahonM  cheer  yoa, 
Atriend  that  loves  to  see  and  hear  yom 

*  Tbe  chief  jnatice  who  prosecuted  the  Prapier. 
»  Lord  lieotenaat  of  Icebad. 


Why  am  I  robb'd  of  that  deligbt, 
When  you  can  be  no  loser  by  t  ? 
Nay,  when  'tis  plain  (for  what  is  plainer  ?J 
That,  if  you  beard,  you  M  be  no  gainer  ? 
For  surę  you  are  not  yet  to  learn, 
That  hearing  is  not  your  concera. 
Then  be  your  doors  no  longer  berrf; 
Your  business,  sir,  is  to  be  heard. 

.     THB   AftCWEB. 

Thb  wise  pretend  to  make  it  elear, 
Tis  no  great  loss  to  lose  an  ean 
Why  are  we  then  so  fond  of  two, 
When  by  experience  one  would  do  ? 

'Tis  tnie,  say  they,  cut  off  the  neaa, 
And  there  's  an  end ;  the  man  b  dead  ; 
Itecause,  among  all  haman  race, 
Nonę  e'er  was  known  to  have  a  braoe : 
But  confidently  they  mainrain, 
That  where  we  find  the  members  twain,  ' 

The  loss  of  one  is  no  such  trooble, 
Since  t*  other  will  in  sirangth  be  double* 
The  limb  surviving,  you  may  swear,       • 
Becomes  his  brother's  lawful  heir : 
Thus,  for  jl  trial,  let  me  beg  of 
Your  reverence  but.  to  cut  one  leg  off, 
And  you  will  find,  by  this  derice, 
1  The  other  will  be  stronger  twice ; 
For  erery  day  yoa  ahałl  be  gainmg 
New  yigour  to  the  leg  remahaag. 
So,  when  an  eye  has  kat  Ha  brether, 
You  see  the  better  with  the  other. 
Cut  off  your  hand,  and  you  may  do 
With  V  other  hand  the  work  of  two; 
Because  the  soul  ber  power  contracts, 
And  on  the  brether  limb  r*-acit. 

But  yet  the  point  is  not  so  olear  in 
Another  case,  tne  sense  of  hearing : 
For,  though  tbe  place  of  either  car 
Be  distant  as  one  head  can  bear; 
Yet  Galen  most  acutely  showa  you> 
(Consult  his  book  departmm  utu) 
That  from  each  ear,  as  ae  obsenres, 
There  creep  two  audaory  naiwes, 
Not  to  be  seen  without  a  glass, 
Which  near  the  os  petrosum  pass ; 
Thence  to  the  neck ;  and  movmg  trnjrow  there, 
Onegoes  to  this,  and  one  to  t'  other  ear;   . 
Which  madę  my  graaa-dame  always  stuff  aerean, 
Both  right  and  left,  as  feMow-sufferers. 
You  see  my  learning  ;  but,  to  shorten  it, 
When  my  left  year  was  deaf  a  fortoight» 
To  V  other  ear  I  fełt  it  comiog  on : 
And  thus  I  sorra  this  bard  fżkenomtnon* 

Tis  true,  a  glass  will  bring  sopptoes 
To  weak,  or  old,  or  cloudy  eyes  ; 
Your  arms,  though  both  your  eyes  wera  lotty 
Wouklguard  your  nose  against  a  post ; 
Without  your  łega,  twe  legi  of  wood 
Are  atronger  and  almost  as  good  ; 
And  as  for  banda,  there  aare  been  taose 
Who,  wanting  bota,  aate  nsM  taeir  toea  i. 
But  no  contrivance  yet  appean 
To  furnish  artUkaml  ean. 


i  There  hare  been  injtanceą  of  a  jna n'a  writing 
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&UIET  LIFE  AND  A  GOOD  NA  ME  BIRTB  OF  MANLT   FIRTUR. 


■rat 


TO  A  FB1IH0  WHO  MAHR1ED  A  SHBEW.    1724. 

Nbłł  scolded  in  so  lood  a  din,    ' 
That  Will  durst  hardly  ventere  in; 
He  mark'd  the  conjugal  dispute  ; 
Neli  roarM  incessaut,  Dick  sat  mute; 
But,  wben  he  saw  his  friend  appear, 
Cry;d  brawlr,  «*  Patience,  goodiny  dear !»» 
At  sight  of  will,  she  bawl'd  tio  mora, 
But  hurry'd  out,  and  clapp'd  the  door. 

"  Why  Dick !  the  devil  's  in  thy  Neli," 
(Quoth  Will)  "  thj  hoose  is  worse  tban  UeU : 
Why  what  a  peal  the  jadę  has  rang ! 
D— n  her,  why  ćWt  you  slit  her  tongue  } 
For  nothing  elae  will  make  it  cease," 
"  Dear  Will,  I  sitffer  thii  for  peace : 
I  nerer  quarrel  with  my  wife; 
I  bear  it  for  a  quiet  life. 
Scripture,  you  know,  exhorts  uf  to  it  ; 
Bids  us  to  teek  peace y  and  entue  ii." 
-  Will  went  ągain  to  visit  Dick  ; 
And  entering  in  the  Tery  nick, 
He  gaw  virago  Neli  belabour, 
With  Dick'3  own  Staff;  bis  peaceful  neighbonr : 
Poor  Will,  who  needs  must  interpose, 
ReceWd  a  brace  or  two  of  blows. 

But  now,  to  make  my  story  short, 
Will  drew  out  Dick  to  take  a  quart 
"  Why,  Dick,  thy  wife  has  devi)ish  whims ; 
Odsbuds !  why  don't  you  break  her  limba  ? 
If  she  were  minę,  and  had  soch  tricks, 
I  'd  teach  her  how  to  handle  sticks : 
Z — ds !  I  wotfld  ship  her  to  Jamaica, 
Or  truck  the  carrion  for  tobacco  i 
1  'd  send  her  far  enoagh  away— -" 
*'  Dear  Will ;  but  what  would  people  say  ? 
Lord  !  I  should  get  so  ill  a  name, 
The  neighbours  round  would  ery  out  shame." 

Dick  suffer'd  for  his  peace  and  credit; 
But  u  ho  believ'd  him,  when  be  aaid  itr 
Can  be  who  makes  himself  a  slave, 
Consnlt  his  peace,  or  credit  save  r 
Diuk  (bund  it  by  his  ill  success,  i 

His  quiet  smali,  his  credit  less. 
She  sen  'd  him  at  the  usual  ratę ; 
She  stunn'd,  and  then  she  brojte,  his  pate : 
And,  what  he  thought  the  hardest  case, 
The  parish  jcer'd  bim  to  his  face  ; 
Those  men  who  wore  the  breeches  least, 
CallM  him  a  cuokold,  fool,  and  beast 
At  home  he  was  pursued  with  noise  ; 
Abroad  was  pester'd  by  .the  boys : 
Wifhin,  his  wife  would  break  his  bones; 
Without,  they  pelted  him  with  Stones : 
The  'prentices  procur'd  a  ridiug  », 
To  act  his  patience,  and  her  cbiding. 

False  patience  and  mistaken  pride ! 
There  are  ten  thousand  Dicka  beside, 
SUwes  to  tbeir  quiet  and  good  parne, 
Are  U8'd  like  Dick,  and  bear  the  blame. 

1  A  well-known  bumourous  cavalcade,  in  ridicnle 
Of  a  acokłing  wife  and  hen-necked  husband 


INICRtSBDTOŁOtOCArrEKBT,  1724. 


Gratior  &  pulchro  teniens  in  oorpore 


Oirca  on  a  time,  a  righteous  sagę, 
Griev'd  at  the  vices  of  the  age, 
Applied  to  Jove  with  feirent  prayer  : 

"  O  Jora,  if  Virtue  be  so  mir 
As  it  was  deem*d  in  former  days 
By  Plato  and  by  Socrates, 
Whose  beauties  mortal  eyes  escape, 
Only  for  want  of  outward  shape ; 
Make  then  its  real  excel  lence, 
Por  once,  the  theme  of  human  sensc : 
So  shall  the  eye,  by  form  oonfin'd, 
Direct  and  fuc  the  wandering  mind, 
And  long-deluded  mortals  see 
With  rapture  what  they  us'd  to  flee." 

Jove  grants  the  prayer,  gtves  Virnae 
And  bids  him  bless  and  mend  the  earth. 
Behold  him  blooming  fresh  and  fair, 
Now  madę — ye  gods — a  son  and  heir : 
An  heir ;  and,  stranger  yet  to  hear, 
An  heir,  an  orphan  of  a  peer ; 
But  prodigies  are  wrought,  to  proro 
Nothing  impossible  to  Jotę. 

Virtue  was  for  this  sex  desigoM 
In  mild  reproof  to  woman-kind  ; 
In  manly  form  to  let  them  see 
The  loveliness  of  modesty, 
The  thousand  decencies  that  shooe 
With  lessenM  lustre  in  their  own ;  • 
Whrch  few  had  leanfd  eoough  to  prizey 
And  some  thaught  modish  to  despise. 

To  make- his  merit  morę  dtscernU, 
He  goes  to  sebooł — he  reads — is  learnU ; 
Rais'd  high,  abore  bis  birtb,  by  knowledge, 
He  shines  disttngn*nh'd  in  a  college  ; 
ftesolv^d  nor  honour,  nor  estate, 
Himsatf  alone  should  make  him  great 
Herę  soon  for  every  art  renownM, 
His  influence  is  di&Wd  around ; 
Th'  interior  youth,  tolearning  ted,* 
Less  to  be  fiun'd  than  to  be  fcd, 
Behold  the  glory  he  has  won, 
And  blush  to  see  themselres  outdone  ; 
And  now,  inflam'd  with  rival  ragę, 
In  scientific  strifo  engage ; 
Engago.  and,  in  the  glorious  atrife, 
The  arts  new-kindle  into  life. 

Herę  would  our  hero  erer  dweU, 
Fix'd  in  a  lonely  learned  celi ; 
Contented  to  be  truły  great, 
Ih  virtue'g  beat-belov'd  retreat; 
Contented  be—but  feto  ordainsr 
He  now  shall  shine  in  nobler  scenea 
(RaisM  high,  like  some  oetestial  fire. 
To  shine  the  morę,  still  riaing  higher)  ; 
Gompletely  fbrm'd  in  erery  part, 
To  win  the  soul,  and  glad  the  heart 
The  powerful  voice,  the  graceful  mień, 
Lovcly  alike,  or  heard  or  seen ; 
The  outward  form  and  inward  rie, 
His  foul  brigbt  beamjng  ^om  his  eya 
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Sanobling  evety  act  and  air, 

Rfith  jost,  and  generous,  and  sincere. 

AccomplUhM  thns,  his  nart  resort 
s  to  the  council  and  the  court, 
!Vnere  virtue  is  in  least  repute, 
ind  interest  the  one  pursuit ; 
Vłiere  right  and  wrong  are  bought  and  sold, 
larter'd  for  beauty,  and  for  gold  ; 
Jere  manly  virtue,  even  here, 
>leas'd  in  the  person  of  a  peer, 
l  peer;-  a  scarcely-bearded  youth, 
Vbo  talk'd  of  justice  and  of  truth, 
>f  iimocence  the  surest  guard, 
Tales  here  forgot,  or  yet  unheard ; 
!*hat  be  alone  deserv'd  estfem, 
Vho  was  the  man  be  wish'd  co  scem ; 
2all*d  it  unmanly  and  uuwise, 
To  hirk  behtnd  a  mean  disguise ; 
Give  fraudful  vice  the  roask  and  screen, 
Tis  virtuełs  interest  to  be  seen ; ) 
iilPd  want  of  shame  a  want  of  sense, 
Lud  found,  in  blusbes,  etoquence. 
"  Thus,  acting  what  he  taught  so  well, 
ie  drew  dumb  Merit  from  ner  celi, 
jed  with  amazing  art  along 
rhe  bashful  damę,  and  loos'd  het  tongue; 
knd/whilst  he  madę  her  value  known, 
fet  morę  display 'd  and  rais'd  his  own. 

Thos  young,  thus  proof  to  all  temptations, 
le  rises  to  the  hignest  gtatkms 
For  where  high  honour  is  tne  prize, 
[Yue  virtue  bas  a  rightto  rise) : 
jst  courtly  slaves  Iow  bend  the  knee 
Ib  wealth  and  vice  in  high  degree : 
2xałted  worth  disdaias  to  owe 
ts  grandeur  to  its  greatest  foe. 

Now  rais'd  on  high,  see  Virtoe  shows 
Bie  godlike  ends  for  which  he  rosę; 
?or  him,  let  proud  ambitioo  know 
rhe  hejght  of  glory  here  below, 
Grandeur,  by  goodness  madę  eompleat  I 
To  Mess,  is  trały  to  be  great ! 
le  taught  how  men  to  booour  rise, 
ike  giided  rapours  to  the  skies, 
OTiich,  howsoevertbey  display 
rheir  glory  from  the  god  of  day, 
flieir  noblest  use  is  to  abate 
Ib  dangerons  ezcess  of  beat, 
jo  thiełd  the  infant  fruits  and  flowers, 
md  biesa  the  earth  with  genial  shewers. 

Now  change  the  scenę;  a  nobler  cara 
Vn»««l«  him  in  a  higher  spbere  * : 
Kstreas  of  natiens  calls  him  hence, 
'ermitted  so  by  Providenee ; 
for  models,  madę  to  mend  onr  kind, 
"o  no  one  clime  should  be  confin'd  $ 
ind  manly  Yirtne,  like  the  Sun, 
lis  courae  of  £lorious  toils  should  run  } 
Llike  dimjsing  in  his  flight 
fcngemal  joy,  and  lite,  and  lighŁ 
*aie  Envy  sickens,  Errour  mes, 
lad  Discord  in  his  preseoce  dies; 
)ppifssion  bidet  whh  gnilty  dread, 
md  Merit  rears  ber  drooping  head  ; 
Tie  arts  revive,  the  vallies  sing, 
md  winter  softem  into  spring : 


The  wondering  world,  where'er  he  mores, 
With  new  delight  looks  up  and  Ioves ; 
One  sex  consenting  to  admire, 
Nor  less  the  other  to  desire; 
Whilst  he,  though  seated  on  a  throne, 
Conhnes  his  love  to  one  alone ; 
Thę  rest  condemn'd,  with  rival  voice 
Reptning,  do  applaud  his  choice. 

Famę  now  reports,  the  Western  IsJe 
Is  madę  his  mansion  for  a  while, 
Whose  aojcious  natives  night  and  day 
(Happy  beneath  his  righteous  sway) 
Weary  the  gods  with  ceaseless  prayer, 
To  bless  him,  and  to  keep  him  tbere  j 
And  claim  it  as  a  debt  from  fetę, 
Too  lately  found,  to  lose  him  late> 


FERSES 


OH  THB  UPBIOHT  JUDOB 
WHO  CONDBMNED  THB  DftAPIftl's  PltHTSB. 

Thi  church  I  hate,  and  have  good  reason  ; 
For  there  my  grandsire  cut  his  weazand : 
He  cut  his  weazand  at  the  altar; 
I  keep  my  gulkt  for  the  halter. 


ON  THE  SAME. 
(thi  judoe  spbaes.) 

I'm  not  the  grandson  of  tbat  ass  Quin  ł ; 

Nor  can  you  prove  it,  Mr.  Pasauin. 

My  grand-dame  had  gailants  by  twentiea, 

And  borę  my  mother  by  a  'prentice. 

This  when  my  grandsire  knew,  they  tell  ut  ba 

In  Christ-Church  cut  his  throat  for  jeatooay. 

And,  sińce  the  aJderman  was  mad  you  say, 

Then  I  must  be  so  too,  «*  traducc. 


1  Lord  Carteret  had  the  honour  of 
tace  for  Sweden  with  Deumark  and  with  the  Cłar. 


ON  THE  SAME. 


Ik  church  your  grandsire  cut  his  throat : 
To  do  the  job,  too  long  1ie  tarry'd  ; 

He  should  have  had  my  hearty  vote, 
To  cut  his  throat  before  he  marryM* 


RWDLES, 

BY  DR.  SWIFT  AND  HIS  FRIEKDS, 

Warmie  iv  oa  asout  tai  tba*  17M» 


I.    ON  A  PEN. 


In  youth  esaked  high  m  air, 
Or  bathing  in  the  waters  fair, 
Naturę  to  form  me  took  delight, 
And  clad  my  body  all  in  wbite. 

1  An  aldfrman. 


J 
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My  person  tali,  and  tlender  waist, 

On  either  side  with  fringes  gracM; 

Till  me  thal  tyrant,  man,  espyM, 

And  dragg'd  me  from  my  mother'*  side: 

Ko  wonder  now  I  lock  so  thin ; 

The  tyrant  stript  me  to  the  skin : 

My  skin  he  flay'd,  my  hair  he  cropt; 

At  head  and  foot  my  body  !opt; 

And  then,  with  heart  morę  hard  than  stone, 

He  pick'd  my  marrow  from  tbe  bonę. 

To  rex  me  morę,  he  took  a  froak 

To  slit  my  tonguc,  and  make  me  speak :  # 

But,  that  whlch  wonderful  appears, 

I  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  ears. 

He  oft  employs  me  in  disgtiise, 

And  inakes  m*  tell  a  thousand  lies : 

To  me  he  chiefly  gives  in  trust' 

To  plcase  his  ma]ice  or  his  lust : 

From  me  no  secret  he  can  hide; 

I  see  b?8  vanity  and  pride: 

And  my  delight  is  to  expose 

His  follies  to  his  greatest  foes. 

AU  laoguages  1  can  command, 
Yet  not  a  word  I  understand. 
Without  my  aid,  the  best  divine 
In  learning  wootd  not  know  a  hne : 
The  lawyer  must  forget  his  pleading ; 
The  scholar  could  not  show  hit  reading. 

.Nay,  man,  my  master,  is  my  alave; 
I  give  command  to  kill  or  save;  . 
Can  grant  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year, 
And  make  a  beggar's  brat  a  peer. 

But,  while  I  thus  mv  life  relate, 
I  only  hasten  on  my  rato. 
My  tongue  ts  black,  my  mooth  is  forr'd, 
I  hardly  now  can  foroe  a  word. 
I  die  unpitied  and  forgot, 
And  on  same  dunghill  left  to  rot. 


U.    ON  GOLD. 


Alł-iulisc  tyran*  of  the  Earth, 
To  ▼ilest,  sławi  I  owe  my  birth. 
How  is  the  giwatest  monarch  błess, 
When  ia  my  gaudy  libery  dreat! 
Ko  hanghty  nympfc  hm  power  to  run 
From  me,  or  my  embnccs  shon. 
8tabb'd  to  the  heart,  ooodemn'd  to  flame, 
My  constancy  is  still  the  same, 
The  favourite  mesaenger  of  Jere, 
And  Lemnian  god,  consulting  strore 
To  make  me  glorioos  to  the  sight 
Of  mortals,  and  tbe  godV  delight. 
Soon  wouid  their  altan1  flame  eapire, 
If  I  refus'd  to  lend  them  fire. 


III. 

Br  fate  exalłed  Mgfi  in  place, 
Lo,  here  I  stand  with  double  face  i 
Superior  nonę.  on  Earth  I  find ; 
But  see  belom  mc  all  mankind. 
Yet,  as  it  oft  attends  the  greai, 
I  almost  sink  with  my  own  weigktm 
At  every  molioa  undertook,. 
The  rulfar  all  coosult  my  look. 


I  sometimes  give  advice  ia  wriłbig, 
But  never  of  my  own  inditin§> 

'I  am  a  courtier  in  my  way; 
For  tbose  wbo  raifd  me,  I  betruy  i 
And  some  give  out,  that  I  entice 
To  lust,  and  luKury,  and  dice; 
Who  punishments  on  me  inflict, 
Because  they  find  their  pockets  pickt. 

By  ridiag  post,  I  lose  my  heałtfa  j 
And  only  to  get  otbers  wealth. 


IV.    ON  THE  POSTERIORS. 

Because  I  aro  by  naturę  blind, 

I  wisely  chuse  to  walk  bekind; 

Howeyer,  to  avoid  disgrace, 

I  let  no  creatnre  see  my  face. 

My  wordł  are  few,  but  spoke  with  tent*  ; 

And  yet  my  speaking  grres  ofience : 

Or,  \f  to  whisper  I  presume, 

The  company  will  fly  the  room. 

By  all  the  world  I  am  opprest ; 

And  my  oppression  giyes  them  resL 

Through  me,  thoogh  sore  against  my  wfll, 
Instructors  every  art  inatil. 
By  thotaands  I  am  sold  aad  bougtit, 
Who  naither  get  nor  lose  a  groat; 
For  nonę,  alas !  by  me  can  gam, 
But  tbose  who  gm  me  greatest  pain* 
Shall  man  presume  to  be  my  master, 
Who  's  but  my  ćaterer  and  toster  9 
Yet,  tbough  I  atways  ha*e  my  will, 
I  »m  but  a  merę  depender  still; 
An  humble  konger  on  at  best, 
Of  whom  alł  people  make  o  jest 

In  me  detractors  seek  to  find 
Two  Tices  of  a  dtfierent  ktnd : 
Pm  too  profus*,  aome  oeusim 
And  all  I  get,  Iktiffy: 
While  others  give  me  many  a 
Because  too  close  I  hołd  my  purse* 
But  this  I  know,  in,  either  case 
They  dare  not  charge  me  to  my  fate* 
Tls  true  indeed,  spmedmes  I  saoe> 
Sometimes  run  out  of  alt  I  łuwe  ; 
But,  when  the  year  is  at  an  eud, 
Gomputing  what  I  get  and  spena\ 
My  goings-&tttt  and  amrngł-m, 
I  cannot  find  I  lose  or  win; 
And  therefore  all  that  know  me  aej> 
I  justly  keep  the  middle  ttaa. 
I  'm  always  by  my  betters  led;' 
I  last  get  up,  and  fint  e-bed  ; 
Tbough,  if  I  rwe  before  me  time, 
The  learnM  in  sciences  sublime 
Consult  the  stars,  and  thence  mretal 
Good  łuck  to  those  with  whom  I  dwelL 


V.    ON  A  HORN. 

Thb  joy  of  man,  the  pride  of  brute% 
Domestic  subject  for  disputes, 
Of  plenty  thou  the  emblem  feir, 
Adorn'd  by  nymphs  with  all  their 
I  saw  thee  rals'd  to  high  renown, 
Supporting  Łalf  tfte  British  crown^ 
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And  dn\en  hate  I  weń  thee  grace 
The  ohaste  Diana'*  mfant  face ; 
And  whensoe'er  yoa  please  to  shine, 
Łe»  usefuł  is  her  Irght  than  tbine : 
Thy  numerous  fingers  know  tbeir  way, 
And  oft  in  Celia's  tretses  play. 

„To  płace  thee  in  another  view, 
I  Ml  show  tbe  world  strahge  things  and  trae; 
What  lords  and  dames  of  high  degree 
May  justly  claim  their  birth  from  thee* 
The  soul  of  men  wfth  spleen  yon  vex ; 
X>f  spleen  yon  cm-e  the  female  sex; 
Thee  for  a  gift  the  coortier  sends 
With  pleasure  to  his  special  friends : 
He  gives,  and,  with  a  generous  pride^ 
Contrives  all  means  the  gift  to  hide: 
Nor  oft  can  the  receiver  know, 
Whether  he  has  the  gift  dr  no. 
'On  airy  wings  you  take  your  flight* 
And  fly  onseen  both  day  and  night; 
Conceal  yonr  form  with  various  tricks; 
And  feV  know  how  or  where  you  flx: 
Yet  some,  who  ne'er  bestowM  thee,  toast 
That  they  to  others  give  thee  most. 
Mean  time,  the  wise  a  tyieition  starta 
if  thou  a  real  being  art; 
Or  bot  a  creature  of  the  bram, 
That  gfres  imaginary  pain. 
But  the  sly  giver  better  know)  thee» 
Who  feels  troe  joyi  when  he  bestows  thee* 


Vł  on  a  corkscrew; 

Thougb  t%  eias !  a  prisoner  be, 
My  trade  is  prisoners  to  set  free. 
Ko  slave  his  lord's  commands  obeys 
With  such  insinuating  ways. 
My  gennis  piercing,  skarp,  and  brighł, 
WTierein  the  men  of  wit  delight. 
The  clergy  keep  me  for  their  ease, 
And  turn  and  vńnd  me  as  they  please* 
A  new  and  wondrous  art  I  show 
Of  raising  spirits  from  below  ; 
In.  tcarlet  some,  and  some  in  tchite ; 
They  rise,  walk  round,  yet  never  fright* 
In  at  each  mouth  the  spirits  pass, 
Distinctly  seen  as  through  a  glassj 
0'er  head  and  body  make  a  rout, 
And  drive  at  last  ałt  seerett  out: 
And  still,  the  morę  I  show  my  art, 
The  morę  they  open  eoery  heart. 

A  greater  chemist  nonę.  than  I, 
Who  from  materials  kard  and  dry 
Have  taught  men  to  eztract  with  skill 
Morę  preeious  juice  than  from  a  still. 

Although  I  'm  often  out  of  east, 
I  'm  not  asham'd  to  show  my  face. 
Thoogh  at  the  tables  of  the  great 
I  near  the  sideboard  take  my  seat $ 
Yet  tbe  plam  'sooire,  when  dmner  '$  dane, 
Is  never  pleas'd  till  I  make  one : 
He  kradły  bids  me  near  him  stand. 
And  often  takes  me  by  the  haiUL 

I  twkse  a  day  a  hunting  go, 
Kor  ever  fail  to  etat  my  fot ; 
And,  when  I  have  hhn  by  the  pole, 
I  drag  him  itywards  frm  hit  tołt; 


Though  sonę  are  of  40  stubborn  kind, 
I  'm  forc'd  to  leave  a  limb  behind. 

I  honrły  wart  some  fatal  end ; 
For  I  can  break,  but  scora  to  bena\ 


VIL 
THE  GTJLPH  OF  ALL  HUMAŃ  POSSESSIONS* 

Comb  hither,  and  behold  the  frnits, 
Vain  man !  of  all  thy  vain  pursuits* 
Take  wise  advice,  and  iook  behind, 
Bring  all  pasł  aetions  to  thy  mind* 
Herę  you  may  see,  as  in  a  glass, 
How  soon  all  human  płeasures  pasa, 
How  will  it  mortify  thy  pride, 
To  tura  the  tiue  impartial  aide  l 
How  will  your  eyes  contain  their  tears» 
When  all  the  sad  retem  appears ! 

This  cave  within  its  wotnb  confine* 
The  last  result  of  all  design*  t 
Herę  lie  deposited  the  spoils 
Of  busy  mortals'  endless  toil*  1 
Herę,  with  an  eaay  search,  we  flnd 
The  foul  corruptwns  of  mankind.' 
The  wretched  purchase  here  behold 
Of  traitors  who  their  country  sold* 

Tbis  gulph  insatiable  imbibes 
The  lawyert  fees,  the  statesman^  bribea, 
Here,  in  their  proper  shape  and  mień, 
Freud,  perjury,  and  guik,  are  seen. 

Necessity,  the  tyrant'8  law, 
All  human  race  must  hither  draw  ; 
All  prompted  by  the  same  detire, 
The  vigorous  youtb,  and  aged  sire* 
Behold,  the  coward  and  the  braw, 
The  baughty  prince,  the  humble  slare, 
Physician,  lawyer,  and  diWne, 
All  make  oblations  at  this  shrine. 
Some  enter  boldly,  some  by  stealth, 
And  leave  behind  their  fruitless  wealoV 
For  while  tbe  bashful  syhran  maid, 
As  half  ashamM,  and  half  afraid, 
Approaching  finds  it  hard  to  part 
With  that  which  dwelt  so  near  het  heart  $ 
The  conrtly  damę,  unmov'd  by  fear, 
Profusely  pours  her  offeńngs  here, 

A  treasure  here  oflearning  lurks, 
Huge  heaps  of  never-dying  worki  ; 
JLabours  of  many  an  ancient  sagę. 
And  millions  of  the  present  age. 

In  at  this  gulph  all  offermgs  pass, 
And  lie  an  undistingui&hM  mass. 
Dencalion,  to  restore  mankind, 
Was  bid  to  thrbw  the  Stones  behind  j 
So  those  who  herc  their  gifts  convey 
Are  forc^d  to  Ibok  another  way  ; 
For  few,  a  chosen  few,  must  know 
The  mysteries  that  lie  below. 

Sad  charnel-house !  a  dismal  dome, 
For  which  all  mortals  leave  their  home] 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  and  brave, 
Here  bury'd  in  one  common  grave ! 
Where  each  supply  oidead  renews 
Unwholesome  damps,  offentite  dewsf 
And  lo !  the  writing  on  the  waiU 
Points  out  where  each  new  rtormmllsj 
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Thf  food  of  zeorms  and  beasU  obscene, 
Wbo  round  tbe  vault  luxuriant  reign. 

See  where  those  mangled  corpses  lie, 
Condcmn'd  by  female  hands  to  dic ! 
A  eon  t  |y  damę,  once  clad  in  wbite, 
Lira  there  consign'd  to  endless  night  ; 
By  cruel  bands  her  blood  was  spili, 
And  yet  her  wealth  was  all  ber  guilL 

And  here  six  yirgins  in  a  tomb, 
.  All-beauteous  oflspring  of  ooe  womb, 
Oft  in  the  train  of  .Vcnus  scen, 
As  fair  and  lovdy  as  their  queen  : 
In  royal  garments  caob  was  drest, 
Each  with  a  go!d  and  parple  vest : 
I  saw  them  of  their  garments  stript  j 
Their  tbroats  were  cut,  their  bellies  ript  ; 
Ttoice  were  they  bury'd,  łioice  were  bora, 
Twice  from  their  sppulcbres  were  tom ; 
But  now  dismember'd  here  are  cast, 
And  iind  a  resting-place  at  last 

Here  oft  the  curious  trareller  finds 
The  combat  of  opposing  wind*  ; 
And  seeks  to  learnt\ie  secret  cause, 
Which  alien  seems  from  nature's  laws, 
Why  at  this  cave's  tremendous  moutk 
He  feels  at  once  both  north  and  touth  ; 
Whether  the  winds,  in  caverns  pent, 
Through  cleft>  oppngnant  force  a  vent ; 
Or  whether,  openmg  all  his  itorts, 
Fietce  Afolus  in  tempest  ruars. 

Yet,  from  this  mingled  most  of  thiags, 
In  timc  a  new  creatkm  springi. 
These  crude  materials  once  shall  rise 
To  fili  the  earth,  and  air  and  skies  ; 
In  various  forma  appear  again, 
Of  vegetables,  brutes,  and  men. 
So  Jove  pronouncM  among  th*»  godi, 
Olympus  trembling  as  be  nods 


VirL      LOUISA  »  TO  STREPHON. 

Ah  !  Strephbn,  how  can  you  desptse 
Her  who  withoot  thy  pity  dies  ? 
To  Strepbon  I  hare  still  been  tnie. 
And  of  as  noble  blood  as  you ; 
Fair  issue  or  the  genial  bed, 
A  virgin  in  tby  bosom  bred  ; 
EmbracM  tiiee  closer  than  a  wife ; 
When  thee  I  leave,  I  leave  my  Life. 
Why  should  my  shepherd  take  amiss, 
That  oft  I  wake  thee  with  a  kiss  } 
Yet  you  of  every  kiss  complain ; 
Ah  !  is  not  love  a  pleasing  pain  r 
A  pain  which  every  happy  night 
You  cure  with  ease  and  with  delight; 
With  pleasure,  as  the  poet  sings, 
Too  great  for  mortaJs  less  than  kings* 

Chloe,  when  on  thy  breast  I  lie, 
Obscnres  me  with  reyengeful  eye : 
If  Chloe  o'er  thy  heart  prevails,  * 
She  'U  teat  me  with  her  desperate  nails, 
And  with  relentless  liands  destroy 
The  tender  pledges  of  our  joy. 
Nor  have  I  bred  a  spurious  race ; 
They  all  were  bora  from  thy  embrace* 

1  This  riddle  is  solred  by  ań  anagram. 


Consider,  Strepbon,  w/hat  you  oo  j 
For,  i boald  I  die  for  lorę  of  you, 
I  'II  haant  thy  dreams,  a  btoodless  ghost  f 
And  all  my  kin  (a  nuroerous  host, 
Who  down  direct  our  lineage  bring 
From  victore  o'er  tbe  Metnphiaa  king  ; 
Renown'd  in  sieges  and  campaigns, 
Who  neyer  fled  the  bloody  płains, 
Who  in  teflopestuous  seas  can  sport, 
And  scorn  the  pleasures  of  a  court, 
From  wbom  great  Sylla  found  his  doom, 
Who  scourg'd  to  death  that  scoorge  of 
Shall  on  thee  take  a  vengeanoe  dire  ; 
Thou,  like  Alcides,  shalt  expire, 
When  his  envenom'd  shirt  be  wore, 
And  skin  and  flesh  in  piece*  tore. 
Nor  less  tbat  shirt,  my  rival's  gift. 
Out  from  tne  piece  that  madę  her  shift, 
Shall  ih  thy  dearest  blood  be  dy'd. 
And  make  thee  tear  thy  tainted  hkłe. 


IX. 

DKmivłD  of  root,  and  branch,  and  rand, 

Yet  flowers  I  bear  of  every  kind  ; 

And  such  is  my  proliBc  power, 

They  bloom  in  less  than  balf  aa  hoor; 

Yet  standers-by  may  płamly  see 

They  get  no  noonshmeat  from  me. 

My  head  with  giddinesB  goes  round, 

And  yet  I  firmly  stand  my  ground  : 

Alł  over  naked  I  am  seen, 

And  painted  like  an  Indian  qu 

No  couple-beggar  in  the  land 

E'er  join'd  such  numbers  band  in  hand£ 

I.join  them  fairiy  with  a  ring; 

Nor  can  our  parson  blame  the  thing 

And,  tbough  no  marriage  words  are 

They  partnot  till  the  ring  is  brofce; 

Yet  hypocrite  fanatics  ery, 

I  'm  but  an  idol  raisM  on  high: 

And  once- a  weaver  m  our  town» 

A  damnd  Cromwellian,  knockM  me  down. 

I  lay  a  prisouer  twenty  years, 

And  tlien  the  jovial  carallers 

To  their  old  post  restofd  all  three, 

I  mean  the  church,  the  king,  and  me, 


X    ON'THEMOON. 

I  witr  borrowM  silver  shine, 
What  you  see  is  nonę  of  mroe. 
First  I  show  you  but  a  quartery  •* 

like  the  bow  that  guards  the  Tartar^ 
Tben  the  balf,  and  then  the  whole, 
Ever  dancing  round  tbe  pole. 
And  wbai  will  nfise  your  admiratioa* 
I  am  not  oae  of  God's  cteanoig 
But  sprung  (and  I  this  truth  mamtain) 
like  Pallas  from  my  fatber's  brain. 
.  And,  after  allA  I  chiefly  owe 
My  beauty  to  the  shades  below. 
Most  wondrous  forms  you  see  me  wear9 
A  man,  a  woman,  lionf  bear, 
A  fish,  a  fowl,  a  cloud;  a  field, 
All  figures  Hea^en  or  fiarth  can  yieU; 
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Łike  Dephne  iflmetimea  in  a  tree : 
Yet  «m  not  one  of  all  you  see. 


XL    ONACIBCLŁ 

Pmup  and  down,  and  round  about, 
Yet  al]  the  worid  oau't  find  me  out ; 
Though  hundreds  haVe  employ*d  their  leisure, 
They  nerer  yet  could  find  my  measure. 
I  'm  feund  ałmost  in  every  garden, 
Nay  in  the  compass  of  a  fiurtbing. 
There  >s  neither  chariot,  ooacb,  nor  mili, 
Gan  move  an  inch,  eaccept  1  will. 


XII.  ON  INK. 


I  am  jetblack,  as  you  may  see, 

The  son  of  pitch,  and  glooray  night : 

Yet  all  that  know  me  will  agree, 
I  'm  dead  exccpt  I  live  in  light 

Sometimes  in  panegyric  high, 
like  lofty  Pindar,  I  cąn  soar; 

And  raise  a  Tirgin  to  the  sky, 
Or  sink  her  to  a  pocky  whóre. 

My  blood  thit  day  is  very  sweet, 
To  morrow  of  a  bitter  juice ;      , 

like  roiła,  tis  cry'd  about  the  street, 
And  8o'apply'd  to  different  use. 

Most  wondrous  is  my  magie  power : 
For  wilh  one  colour  I  can  paint ; 

I  '11  make  the  devil  a  saint  thia  hour, 
Nart  make  a  devil  of  a  saint. 

Through  distaot  regions  I  can  fly, 
Promde  me  but  with  paper  wings; 

And  fiurly  show  a  reason,  why 
There  shouJd  be  ąuarrels  among  king*. 

And,  after  all,  you  '11  think  it  odd, 
When  learned  doetors  will  dispute, 

That  I  should  point  the  word  of  God, 
And  show  where  they  can  best  confute. 

Let  lawyers  bawi  and  strain  their  throats : 
Tis  I  ihat  must  the  lands  convey, 

And  strip  the  clients  to  their  coats, 
Nay,  gire  their  very  souls  away. 


X1IL    ON  THE  FIYE  SENSEŁ 

All  of  ns  in  one  you  'U  find, 
Bratbren  of  a  wondrous  kind  ; 
Yet  among  us  all  no  brother 
Knows  one  tittle  of  the  other. 
We  in  fremient  councils  are, 
And  oujt  marks  of  things  declare, 
Where,  to  ns  iinknown,  a  clerk 
Kts,  and  takes  them  in  the  darie 
He  's  the  register  of  all 
In  our  ken,  both  great  and  smali.; 
By  os  formi  his  laws  and  ru&es : 
He*s  onr  master,  we  his  tools ; 
Yet  we  can  with  greatest  ease 
Tam  and  wind  hun  where  we  pleaae. 


One  of  os  elone  can  sleep, 
Yet  no  watch  the  rest  will  keep, 
But  the  moment  that  he  closes, 
Every  brother  eke  reposes. 

If  wtne  '6  bought,  or  victuals  drest, 
One  enjoys  them  for  the  rest. 

Pierce  us  all  with  wounding  steel, 
One  for  all  of  us  will  feel. 

Though  ten  thousand  cannons  roar, 
Add  to  them  ten  thousand  morę, 
Yet  but  one  of  us  is  fbnnd 
Who  regards  the  dreadful  sound. 

0o  what  is  not  fit  to  tell, 
There  >s  but  one  of  us  can  smell. 


XIV.    FONTINELLA  TO  FLORTNDA. 

Whim  on  my  bosom  thy  bright  eyes, 
Florinda,  dart  their  beavealy  beams, 

I  feel  not  the-least  love-surprise, 
Yet  endless  tears  fiow  down  in  streams  ; 

There  's  nought  so  beauttful  in  thee 

But  you  may  find  the  same  in  me. 

The  lilies  of  thy  skin  compare ; 
I     In  me  you  see  them  fuli  as  wbite. 
The  roses  of  your  cheeks,  I  dare 

Affirm,  catft  glow  to  morę  delight, 
Then,  sińce  I  show  as  fine  a  mce, 
Can  you  refuje  a  soft  embracer 

Ah  I  lorely  nymph,  thou  'rt  in  thy  prime  f 
And  so  am  I  whilst  thou  art  here  j 

But  soon  will  come  the  fatal  time, 
When  all  we  see  shall  disappear. 

Tis  minę  to  make  aj  ust  reflectiou, 

And  yours  to  follow  my  direction. 

Then  catch  admiren  while  you  may  ; 

Treat  not  your  forers  with  disdain  ; 
For  time  with  beauty  flies  away, 

And  there  is  no  return  again. 
To  you  the  sad  account  I  bring, 
Life's  autumn  nas  no  second  spring. 


XV.    ON  AN  BCHa 

Netm  sleeping,  still  awake, 
Pteasing  most  when  most  I  speak  $ 
The  delight  of  old  and  yonng, 
Though  I  speak  without  a  tongue. 
Nought  bat  one  thing  can  confound  me. 
Many  Toices  joming  round  me  ; 
Then  I  fret,  and  rave,  and  gabble, 
Like  the  labourers  of  BabeL 
Ńow  lam  adog,  orcow; 
I  can  bark,  or  1  can  Iow  ; 
I  can  bleat,  or  I  can  sina; 
Łike  the  warblers  of  the  spring1. 
Let  the  kure-eich  harĄ  wnplnjp,  . 
And  I  moorn  the  crueł  pain; 
Let  the  happy  swain  rejoice, 
And  I  join  my  helping  voice  ; 
Both  are  welcome,  grief  or  joy, 
I  with  either  sport  and  toy. 
Though  a  lady,  I  am  stout, 
Drums  and  trumneti  bring  na  ont  i 
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Then  I  clasb,  and  roar,  wid  rattfe, 
Join  in  all  the  din  of  battle. 
Jove,  with  all  his  loudest  thunder, 
When  I  'm  rext,  ćan't  keep  me  undet; 
Yet  so  tender  «  my  ear, 
That  Ihe  lowest  voiće  I  fear. 
Much  I  dread  the  courtiert  fate> 
When  his  merit  's  out  of  datę  j 
For  I  bate  a  sflent  breath, 
And  a  whisper  is  my  death. 


swftTs  PdAiś. 


XVI.    ON  A  SHADOW  IN  A  GJLA& 

By  something  fbrmM,  I  nothing  am> 
Yet  every  thing  that  you  caa  name 
In  do  płace  hove  1  e*er  frsen, 
Yet  every  where  I  may  be  seen ; 
In  all  thiogs  false,  yet  always  truek 
I  >m  still  the  sanie — but  ever  new. 
Ufeless,  łife'8  perfcct  form  I  wear, 
Can  show  a  nose,  eye,  tongue,  or  ear, 
Yet  neitber  smeli;  see,  taste,  or  hean 
.All  shapes  and  featnres  I  can  boast, 
No  flesb,  no  bones,  no  MoooV.no  ghost  $ 
All  coloure>  withont  point,  pot  on, 
And  change  llke  the  cameUwn* 
Swiftly  I  come,  and  enter  there> 
Where  not  a  chink  lets  in  the  air  % 
Xike  thought,  I  'm  ra  a  moment  gaoty 
Kor  can  I  everbe  aJone ; 
All  things  on  Earth  1  imftato* 
Faster  than  Naturę  oan  create  $ 
Sometimes  imperial  robes  I  wear, 
Anon  in  beggart  rags  appsar; 
A  giant  new,  and  straight  an  elf, 
I  >m  erery  one,  but  ne^er  myself ; 
Ke'er  sad  I  mourn,  ne»er  glad  rejoice  $ 
I  marę  my  lips,  but  want  a  Voice $ 
I  ne>er  was  born,  nor  erer  can  die  $ 
Then  prytbee  tell  me  what  ub  L 


■*^i 


XV1L 

Mps*  things  by  me  do  rise  and  fell, 
And  as  I  please  tbey  *re  great  and  smali  $ 
tnvading  foes,  withont  reaistanee, 
Witfrease  I  make  to  keep  their  distanee  $ 
Agam,  as  I  »m  dispos'd,  the  (be 
Will  come,  though  not  a  foot  they  go. 
feoth  monntams,  woods*  and  hnis,  an|  roefcs, 
And  gaming  goats,  and  fleeey  Aoeks, 
And  lowing  herds,  and  piping  twams, 
Come  dancing  to  me  o'er  the  ptałn* 
The  greatest  whale  that  swhns  the  sam 
Does  instantly  my  power  obcy. 
In  vain  from  me  the  sąilor  fltes  $ 
The  quickest  ship  I  can  suTprise, 
And  turo  it  as  I  ha*e  a  mmd, 
And  move  it  against  tide  and  wind* 
Nay,  brmg  me  here  the  taltest  men, 
I  *\\  saueeze  him  to  a  little  span  $ 
Or  bring  a  tender  ckttA  and  puant, 
You  'U  see  me  stretch  him  to  a  giant; 
Kor  shall  they  in  the  lesst  Cttaplain, 
Btcaiis*  my  magla  g^j*  pni* 


ivt£L  ta-ratir 


Eria  eating,  new  cloying, 
All  devouring,  all  destroying} 
Never  finding  fuli  repast, 
TUI  I  eat  the  wnrid  at  last 

2U3Ł    ON  THE  GALLOWSt 

Thrre  is  a  gate,  we  know  foli  well, 

That  stands  'twist  Heaven,  and  Earth*  sod  Heli* 

Where  many  for  a  passage  ventdife, 

Yet  very  few  are  fohd  to  enter ; 

AIthough  *ti8  open  night  and  day, 

They  for  that  reason  shun  this  way : 

Both  dufces  and  lords  abhor  to-wood, 

They  can't  come  near  it  for  their  Wood. 

What  other  way  they  take  to  go, 

Anothertime  I  'U  łet  you  know. 

Yet  commoners  with  greatest  ease 

Can  find  an  entrance  when  they  please* 

The  poorest  hither  ntarćh  in  state 

(Or  they  can  never  pass  the  gate), 

Uke  Roman  generale  trińmphant, 

And  then  they  take  a  tura  and  jomp  on  t* 

If  grarest  parsons  here  advanoe, 

They  cannot  pass  before  the^  danoe  ; 

There  's  not  a  aoul  that  does  resort  hef% 

But  strips  himself  to  pay  the  porter. 


XX;    ON  THB  YOWEL& 

Wa  ara  little  airy  ćreatures, 
All  of  dhTereut  voioe  and  feaJturet : 
One  of  us  in  glasfe  is  set, 
One  of  oj  you  'U  find  m  jet* 
T  otker  you  may  see  m  ttó, 
And  the  fburth  a  boa  withm  \ 
If  the  flfth  yod  shonld  pursue* 
It  can  never  fly  firom  you. 


XXI.    ON  SNOl^i 

Fkoat  Heavwi  I  ml!,  though  from  Eait&  l  begms 

No  lady  alfre  can  show  sush  a  skim 

I  'm  bright  as  aa  angel,  ani  light  as  a  feather;. 

But  heary  and  dark,  when*  you  aątteese  me  together* 

Though  ćandour  and  truth  in  my  aapect  I  bear, 

Yet  many  poor  crtlttures  I  help  to  ensnare* 

Though  so  much  of  Heaven  appears  hi  nit  make, 

The  foulest  hiipressions  I  easily  take. 

My  parent  and  I  pioduce  one  another, 

The  mother  the  daughter,  the  daughtorthe  motłn* 


fcai.    ON  A  CANNON. 

BaooTrsH,  and  boro»  and  dying  witb  noise, 
The  terrour  of  wotnen,  and  pleasnre  of  boya, 
Uke  the  fiction  óf  poets  concerning  the  wind, 
t  'm  chiefly  unrnly  when  strongest  confin^d. 
For  silver  and  gold  1  dont  trouble  my  head. 
But  all  I  delight  in  is  pieces  of  tead ; 
Escept  when  I  trade  with  a  ship  or  a  towu, 
Why  then  I  make  pieoes  of  iron  go  down. 


KtDDLES* 
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Óae  property  morę  I  woald  have  yuu  rentarfc, 
No  lady  tu  ever  morę  fond  of  a  spark ; 
The  moment  1  get  one,  my  sou]  's  all  a-fire 
And  I  roar  oni  my  joy,  and  in  transport  espir* 


XXIII.    ON  A  PAIR  OF  DKJE. 

Wb  are  little  brethren  twain, 
Arbitere  of  los*  and  gain ; 
Many  to  our  counters  run, 
Some  are  madę,  and  some  undone : 
But  men  find  it  to  their  cost, 
Few  ans  madę,  but  numbers  lost, 
Though  we  play  tbem  tricks  for  ever, 
Yat  they  alway9  bope  our  m?our. 


XXIV.    ON  A  CANDLŁ 

TO  LADY  CABTBBET, 

Ot  all  inhabitants  on  Earth, 

To  man  alone  I  owe  my  birth ; 

And  yet  the  cow,  the  sheep,  the  bee* 

Are  aU  my  parents  morę  tban  be. 

I,  a  rirtue  strange  and  rare, 

Make  the  fairest  look  morę  fair  ; 

And  myself,  which  yet  is  rarer, 

Orowing  old,  grow  still  the  fairer. 

Łflce  sots,  alone  I  'm  duli  enough, 

When  dosd  with  smoke,  and  smearM  with  snufF; 

But,  in  the  midst  of  mirth  and  wiue, 

I  with  double  lustre  słane. 

Emblem,  of  the  fair  am  I, 

Polish'd  neck,  and  radiant  eye ; 

In  my  eye  my  greatest  grace,  '  ' 

Emblem  of  the  Cyclojta'  race ; 

Metals  I  like  them  sobdiie, 

£Uve  like  them  to  Vulcan  too. 

Bmblem  of  a  monarch  oM, 

Wiae,  and  gloriom  to  behold ; 

Wasted  be  appears,  and  pale, 

Watching  for  the  public  weal  i 

£aabletn  of  the  bashnil  damę, 

That  in  aecret  feeds  her  flamej 

Often  aiding  to  impart 

All  the  secrets  of  her  heart 

Yarious  is  my  bulk  and  bue ; 

Big  like  Bess,  and  smali  like  Sue ; 

New  brown  and  burnish'd  as  a  nut, 

At  pther  times  a  Tery  slut ; 

Often  fair,  and  soft,  and  tender, 

Taper,  tali,  and  smooth,  and  slender; 

like  Flora  deck'd  with  Yarious  flowers  $ 

like  Pheebus,  guardian  of  the  hours  a 

But,  whatercr  be  my  dres*, 

Greater  be  my  size  or  less, 

SweHmg  be  my  sbspe  or  smak*, 

Like  thyself  I  sbioe  in  all. 

Cłouded  if  my  face  is  seen, 

My  compleation  wan  and  green, 

Languid  like  a  lore-sick  maid, 

Steel  affords  me  present  aid. 

Soon  or  late,  my  datę  is  done. 

Ab  my  thread  of  Ihfe  is  spun  j 

Yet  to  cut  the  fatal  thread 

Oft  revires  my  drooping  haad : 


Yet  I  perisb  in  my  ptfo*i 
Seldom  by  the  deatb  of  ttme$ 
Die  like  lovers  as  they  gazę, 
Die  for  those  I  ltve  to  please ; 
Pine  unpitied  to  my  urn, 
Nor  warni  the  fair  for  whoin  I  burn  j 
Unpitied,  unlamented  too, 
Die  like  all  that  look  on  you. 


XXV. 

'   TO   ŁADY  CAkTBRBT.      BY  DB.  DELAJfY. 

I  itE ach  all  things  near  me,  and  far  offto  boot*. 
Without  stretching  a  finger,  or  sturring  a  fbot; 
I  take  them  all  in  too,  to  add  to  your  wonder, 
Though  many  and  various,  and  large  and  asunden 
Without  jo9tling  or  crowding  they  pass  aide  by  side* 
Through  a  wonderful  wicket,  not  half  an  inch  wide  t 
Then  I  lodge  them  at  ease  in  a  very  large  storę, 
Of  no  breadth  or  lengtb,  with  a  thousand  things  morę* 
All  this  I  can  do  without  witchcraft  or  charm; 
Though  sometimes,  they  say,  I  bewitch  and  do  haim. 
Though  cold,  i  inflame ;  and  though  ąuiet,  invade; 
And  nothing  can  shield  from  my  spell  but  a  shade* 
A  thief  that  has  robbtt  you,  or  done  you  disgrace, 
In  magical  mirror  I  '11  show  you  his  face : 
Nay,  if  you  'U  believe  what  the  poets  have  said, 
They  'U  tell  you  I  kill,  and  can  cali  back  the  dead* 
like  cońjurers  safe  in  my  circle  I  dwell ; 
I  We  to  look  black  too,  it  heightens  my  spell* 
Though  my  magie  is  mighty  in  every  hue, 
Who  sea  all  my  power  mu&t  see  it  in  You* 

ANSWERED  BY  DR.  SWIFT* 

Wrra  half  an  eye  your  riddle  I  spy* 

I  obsenre  your  wicket  hemm'd  in  by  a  thicket, 

And  whatever  passes  is  strained  through  glasseit 

You  say  it  is  quiet :  I  flatly  deny  it. 

It  wanders  about,  without  stirring  out ; 

No  passiou  so  weak  but  gives  it  a  tweak; 

Love,  joy,  and  derotion,  set  it  always  in  motiom 

And  as  for  the  tragic  effects  of  its  magie, 

Which  you  say  it  can  kill  or  revive  at  its  will, 

The  dead  are  all  sound,  and  revive  abore  grouncL  • 

After  all  you  bave  writ,  it  cannot  be  wit ; 

Which  plainly  does  follow,  sińce  it  flies  from  Apollo* 

Its  cowardiccf  such,  it  cries  at  a  fouch : 

}Tis  aperfect  milkśop,  grows  drunk  with  a  drop. 

Anotber  great  fault,  it  cannot  bear  salt : 

And  a  halr  can  disarm  it  of  every  charm* 


i 


A  BECEIPT 

TO  B1ST0BB  stbłła's  youth.     1724-5* 

Tbb  Scottish  hlnds,  too  poor  to  house 
In  frosty  nights  their  starving  cows, 
While  not  a  blade  of  grass  or  hay 
Appears  from  Michaelmas  to  May, 
Most  let  their  cattle  rangę  in  vain 
For  fbod  ałong  the  barren  plain. 
Meagre  and  tank  with  fasting  grown, 
And  nothing  left  but  skin  and  bonę; 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Expos'd  to  want,  ind  wind,  and  weather, 
They  just  keep  life  and  soul  together% 
Till  summer-showers  and  evening's  dew 
Again  the  verdant  glebę  renew ; 
And,  as  the  vegetables  rise, 
The  famishM  oow  her  want  supplies : 
Without  an  ounce  of  last  yeart  flesh, 
Whate'er  i he  gains  is  young  and  fresh  $ 
Grows  plump  and  round,  and  fuli  of  mett!e» 
As,rising  from  Medea's  kettle, 
With  youth  and  beauty  to  enchant 
Europa*s  counterfeit  gallant, 

Why.  Stella,  should  you  knit  your  brow, 
If  I  compare  you  to  the  cow  ? 
'lis  just  the  case ;  for  you  have  fiuted 
So  long,  till  all  your  flesh  is  wasted, 
And  must  against  the  warmer  days 
Be  sent  to  Quilca  down  to  graze ; 
Wierę  mirth,  and  ekercise,  and  air, 
Will  soou  your  appetite  repair : 
The  outriment  wifl  from  within, 
Round  all  your  body,  plump  your  skin  ; 
Will  agitate  tbe  lazy  flood, 
And  fili  your  velns  with  sprightly  blood  1 0 
Kor  flesh  nor  blood  will  be  the  same, 
Kor  aught  of  Stella  but  the  name  $ 
for  wha^  was  ever  understood, 
By  human  kind,  but  flesh  and  blood  r 
And  if  your  flesh  and  blood  be  new, 
You  Ml  be  no  morę  tbe  former  you  ; 
But  for  a  blooming  nymph  will  pass, 
Just  fifteen,  coming  summert  grass, 
Your  jetty  locks  with  garlands  crown'd : 
While  all  the  'squires  for  nine  miles  round, 
Attended  by  a  brace  of  curs,  ' 

With  jocky  boots  and  silver  spurs, 
Ko  less  than  justices  o'quorum, 
Their  cow-boys  bearing  cloaks  before  'em, 
Shall  leave  decidmg  broken  pates, 
To  Idss  your  steps  at  Quilca  gates. 
But,  lest  you  should  my  skill  disgrace, 
Come  back  before  your  're  out  of  case:     < . 
For  if  to  Michaelmas  you'  stay, 
The  new-born  flesh  will  meltaway ; 
The  'smiire  in  scorn  will  fly  the  house 
For  better  gamę,  and  look  for  grouse  \ 
But  berę,  before  the  frost  can  mar  it, 
We  'U  make  h  firm  with  beef  and  elaret 


STELLA*S  BIRTH-DAY.    1724-5. 

As,  when  a  beauteous  nymph  decays, 
We  say,  shtfs  past  her  dancitig-days  ; 
80  poets  lose  their  feet  by  time, 
And  can  no  longer  dance  in  rhyme. 
Your  annual  bani  had  rather  cbose 
To  celebrate  your  birth  m  prose : 
Yet  meny  folks,  who  want  by  chance 
A  pair  to  make  a  country -dance, 
Cali  the  old  house-keeper,  and  get  her 
To  fili  a  place,  for  want  of  better : 
Whlle  Sheridan  is  orT  the  hooks, 
And  friend  Delany  at  bis  books, 
That  Stella  may  avoid  disgrace, 
Once  morę  the  dean  supplies  their  place. 

Beauty  and  wit,  too  sad  a  truth ! 
]Uve  always  been  coofin'd  to  youth ; 


The  god  of  wit,  and  beataty^  qaeen; 

He  twenty-one,  and  ahe  fifteen. 

No  poet  ever  sweetly  sung, 

Unless  he  were,  like  Phosbus,  young  J 

Nor  ever  nymph  inspir'd  to  rbyme, 

Unless,  like  Venus  in  her  prime. 

At  fifty-six,  if  tbis  be  tnie, 

Am  I  a  poet  fit  for  you  ? 

Or,  at  the  age  of  forty-three, 

Are  you  a  subject  fit  for  me  ? 

Adieu  !  bright  wit,  and  radiant  eyes  f 

You  must  be  grave,  and  I  be  wtse. 

Our  fate  in  ▼ain  we  would  oppose : 

But  I  '11  be  still  your  friend  in  prose  t 

Esteem  and  friendsbip  to  erpress, 

Will  not  reouife  poetic  dress 5 

And,  if  the  Muse  deny  her  aid 

To  have  them  tung,  they  may  be  said. 

But,  Stella,  say,  wfcat  evil  tongue 
Reports  you  are  no  longer  young ; 
That  Time  sits,  with  his  scythe,  to  mow 
Where  erst  sat  Cupid  with  his  bow  ; 
That  half  your  locks  are  turn'd  to  grey  I 
I  Ml  ne'er  believe  a  word  they  say. 
Tis  true,  but  let  it  not  be  known, 
My  eyes  are  somewhat  dimmish  grown : 
For  Naturę,  always  in  the  right, 
To  your  decays  adapts  my  sight ; 
And  wrinkles  undistinguish'd  pass, 
For  I  'm  asham'd  to  use  a  glass ; 
And  till  I  seethem  with  tbesc  eyes, 
Whoever  says  you  have  them,  lies. 

No  length  of  time  can  make  you  quśt 
Honour  and  virtuć,  sense  and  wit : 
Thus  you  may  still  be  young  to  me, 
Winie  I  can  better  hear  than  sec 
Oh  ne'er  may  Fortune  show  her  tpight, 
To  make  me  deąf,  and  mend  my  tigki  ! 


AN  EPIGRAM 

OK  WOOlft  MASS  MONET. 

Ca*thibt  was  welcom'd  to  the  shore 

First  with  the  braaen  caimon's  romr  ; 

To  meet  hhn  nettt  the  soldier  comes, 

With  brazen  trumps  and  brazen  drams; 

Approaching  near  the  town  he  hears 

The  brazen  bells  salute  his  ears : 

But,  when  Wood's  braas  begaa  to  sound, 

Ouns,  trumpets,  drums,  asd  bells,  were  drownM. 


A  SIMILE, 


ON  OTJE  WANT  OF  SILYER: 

to 

AND  TM  ONLY  WAY  TO  RBMSDT  IT.      1785. 

i 

As  when  of  old  some  sorceress  threw 
0>er  the  Moon*s  face  a  sable  hue, 
To  drive  nnseen  her  magie  chan*, 
At  midnigfat,  through  the  darken'd  airj 
Wise  people,  who  belier^d  with  reaaom 
That  tbis  eclipse  was  out  of  sefcson, 
Affirm'd  the  Moon  was  sick,  and  ftll 
To  cure  her  by  a  counter-spaiL 


ON  WOOD  THE  IRONMONGER. 
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Ten  łhousand  cymbals  now  begin 
To  rend  the  skies  with  brazen  din ; 
Tl*e  cymbals*  rattling  soundł  dispel 
The  cloud,  and  drive  the  hag  to  Heli. 
The  Moon,  deliver'd  from  ber  pain, 
Displays  her  sihsr  ftice  again 
(Notę  here,  that  in  the  chemie  style, 
The  Moon  is  tiher  all  this  while). 

So  (if  my  simile  you  minded, 
Which  I  confess  is  too  long-wioded) 
Whea  late  a  feminine  magician  1f 
Join'd  with  a  brazen  politician, 
Expee'd,  to  blind  the  nation's  eyes, 
A  parchment *  of  prodigious  size ; 
ConceaTd  behind  that  ample  screen, 
There  was  no  sitaer  to  be  seen. 
Aut  to  tbis  parchment  let  tbe  Drapier 
Oppoie  his  counter-charm  of  paper, 
And  ring  Wood's  oopper  in  our  ears 
So  lood  tili  all  the  nation  hears ; 
That  sound  will  make  the  parchment  shrWel, 
And  dróe  tbe  conjorers  to  the  devil : 
And,  when  the  sky  is  grown  serene, 
Our  sihrer  will  appear  again. 


WOOD  AN  INSECT.     1725. 

Br  long  obserratkm  I  have  understood, 
That  two  little  vermin  are  kin  to  Will  Wood. 
The  first  is  an  tnsect  they  cali  a  woocMouse, 
Tfeat  folds  up  Hself  in  itself  for  a  house, 
As  rotmd  as  a  bali,  withoulhead,  without  taił, 
ILnclos^d  cap-a-pe  in  a  strong  coat  of  mail. 
And  thus  William  Wood  to  my  wincy  appears 
In  fillets  of  brass  roll'd  up  to  his  ears : 
And  over  these  fillets  be  wisely  has  thrown, 
To  keep  out  of  danger,  a  doublet  of  stone  8, 
The  louse  of  the  wood  for  a  med'oine  is  us'd, 
Or  swallow'd  alive,  or  skilfaliy  bruisM. 
And,  let  but  our  mother  Hiberaia  oontrive 
To  swallow  Will  Wood  either  bntis'd  or  alive, 
She  need  be  no  morę  with  the  jaundlce  postest, 
Or  sick  of  obstructions,  and  pains  in  ker  chest. 
The  next  is  an  insect  we  cali  a  woorf-worm, 
That  lies  m  old  woód  like  a  hare  in  ber  form ! 
With  teeth  or  with  claws  it  will  bite  or  will  scratch ; 
And  tjhambermaids  christen  tbis  worm  a  dead  watch, 
Because  like  a  watch  it  always  eries  click : 
Then  woe  be  to  those  in  the  house  who  are  sick  ; 
For,  as  surę  as  a  gun,  they  will  give  up  the  ghost, 
If  the  maggot  ories  click  when  it  scratches  the  post 
But  a  kettle  of  scalding  hot  water  injected 
In&llibly  curesthe  timber  aflfected: 
The  omen  is  broken,  the  danger  is  orer ; 
The  maggot  wUl  die,  and  the  sick  will  recorer. 
Soch  a  worm  was  Will  Wood,  when  he  scratcbM  at 

thedoor 
Of  a  governmg  statesman  or  favourke  whore : 
The  death  of  our  nation  he  seem'd  to  foretell, 
And  tbe  sound  of  his  brass  we  took  for  our  knelL 
Bot  now,  sińce  the  Drapier  hath  heartily  maul'd  nim, 
I  thtnk  the  best  thing  we  can  do  is  to  scald  him. 

1  A  great  lady  was  said  to  haTebeen  bribed  by 
Wood. 

*  Tbe  patent  for  coratng  half-penoe*. 

*  He  was  in  gaol  for  debt 


For  which  operation  there  łs  nothunrmore  proper 
Than  the  liquor  be  deals  in,  his  own  meited  copper ; 
Uńless,  like  tbe  Dutcb,  you  rather  would  boil 
This  coiner  of  rapt  *  in  a  cauldron  of  oil.      [niggot, 
Then  chuse  which  you  please,  and  let  each  bring  a 
Forourfeartat  anendwith  the  death  of  the  maggot. 


ON  WOOD  THE  1R0N-M0NGER.    1725. 

Sałmokbus,  as  the  Grecian  tale  is,  ' 
Was  a  mad  copper-smith  of  Elis  ; 
Up  at  his  fbrge  by  morning-peep, 
No  creature  in  the  lane  could  sleep  ; 
Among  a  crew  of  roystering  fellows 
Would  sit  wbole  erenings  at  the  aleboose : 
His  wife  and  children  wanted  bread, 
While  he  went  always  drunk  to  bed. 
This  ▼apooring  scab  must  needs  derise 
To  ape  the  thunder  of  the  akies : 
With  bram  two  fiery  steeds  be  shod, 
To  inake  a  clattering  as  they  trod. 
Of  polish*d  brass  his  flaming  car 
Like  ligbtning  dazzled  from  afar; 
And  up  he  monnts  into  the  box, 
And  he  must  thunder*  with  a  po^ 
Then  furious  he  begins  his  march, 
Drives  rattling  o'er  a  brazen  arch  ; 
With  squibs  and  crackers  arm'd,  to  throw 
Among  the  trembling  crowd  below. 
All  ran  to  prayers,  both  priests  and  lahy, 
To  pacify  tbis  angry  deity  : 
When  Jove,  in  pity  to  the  town, 
With  real  thunder  knockM  him  down. 
Then  wbat  a  huge  delight  were  all  in, 
To  see  the  wicked  varlet  sprawling; 
They  search'd  his  pockats  on  the  place, 
And  fbund  his  copper  all  vm  base ; 
They  laugh'd  at-such  an  Irish  blunder, 
To  take  the  noise  of  brass  for  thunder. 

The  mora!  of  this  tale  is  proper, 
Apply'd  to  Wood's  adulter*d  copper; 
Which,  as  he  scatter'd,  we  like  dolts, 
Mistook  at  6rst  for  thunder-bolts  ; 
Before  the  Drapier  shot  a  letter, 
(Nor  Jove  himself  could  do  it  better) 
Which,  lightrag  on  th'  impostort  crown, 
like  real  thunder  knock'd  him  down. 


WILL  W0OD>S  PETITION 
TO  THE  FEOPLE  OF  IRELAND; 

BBINO   AK    E2CBLLBNT  KIW  IOWO,    SUFPOSBJD    TO  S* 
MADĘ,  AND  6UNC   IN  TBE  STaiBTS  OF  DUBLIN,   BY 
WILLIAM    WOOD,    IBON-MpNOBB  AJB  flALrrENMY- 
MONGBB.      1725. 

Mt  dear  Irish  folks, 
Cpme  leave  off  your  jokes, 
And  buy  up  my  half-penoe  so  fine/ 
So  fair  and  so  bright, 
They  yU  give  you  delight; 
Observe  how  they  glisten  aod  shine! 

■> 
<  Coonterfeit  half-penoe* 
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SWIFTSPOEWS. 


They  'II  sell,  to  my  grief, 

As  cheap  as  neck  bee£ 
For  countere  at  cards  to  yoar  wifej 

And'  every  day 

Your  children  may  play 
Span-farthing,  or  toss  on  the  knifc. 

Come  hither,  and  try ; 

I  'U  teach  you  to  buy 
A  pot  of  good  ale  for  a  fartbing : 

Come ;  three-pence  a  score, 
-     I  ask  you  no  morę, 
And  a  fig  for  tlie  Drapier  and  Hardinge  l* 

Wben  tradesmen  have  gold, 

The  thief  will  be  bold, 
By  night  and  by  day  for  to  rob  him: 

My  copper  is  such, 

No  robber  will  touch, 
And  bo  you  may  daintily  bob  him. 

The  little  blacksruard, 

Who  gett  very  bard 
His  half-pence  for  cleanmg  yoar  shoes; 

When  bis  pockets  are  cramniU 

With  minę  *nd  be  d— 'd, 
He  may  swear  he  bas  ńothing  to  los*. 

4 

Herę  's  half-pence  in  plenty, 
For  one  you  '11  nave  twenty, 

Though  thousands  are  not  wortb  a  pudden: 
Your  neighbours  will  think, 
When  your  pocket  cries  eh  ink, 

You  are  grown  plaguy  rich  on  a  sudden. 

You  wifl  be  my  thankers, 

I  'U  make  you  my  bankers, 
Af  good  as  Ben  Burton  or  Fade*: 

For  nothing  shall  pass 

But  my  pretty  brass, 
And  then  you  11  be  all  of  a  trade* 

I  *m  a, son  of  a  whore 

If  I  have  a  word  morę 
fo  say  m  tfeis  wretched  condtóon, 

If  my  coin  will  not  pass, 

I  most  die  like  an  ass ; 
And  «o  1  conclude  my  petition. 


A  NEW  SONG 

ÓN   WOOD*Ś   HALF-rENCE. 

Y*  people  of  Ireland,  both  conńtry  and  city, 
Come  listen  witb  patience,  and  hear  out  my  ditty : 
At  this  time  I  '11  chose  to  be  wiser  tban  witty. 

tfhick  nobodg  cen  denyu 

Tbe  half-pence  are  Corning,  the  nation's  undoing. 
There  's  an  end  of  your  plottghmg,  and  bakmg,  and 

brewing: 
Bi  short,  you  must  all  go  to  rack  and  to  ram. 

Which,  &c 

Both  high  men  and  Iow  men,  and  thickmen  and  tali 

men,  [men, 

And  rich  menowi  poortaen,  and  frae  meaanclthraU 

\flll  sufler;  and  this  man,  andłhaf  man,  and  allinen, 

3  The  Drapier*!  printer, 
*Two  fiunous  bankeraj 


The  soldier  is  Tum'd,  paor  man  !•  by  his  psy; 
His  five-pence  will  prove  but  a  farthing  a  day, 
For  meat,  or  for  drink;  or  he  most  ran  away. 

Which, 

When  hepulls  out  his  two-peace,  the  tapster  aayasart, 
That  ten  times  as  much  he  must  pay  lor  his  afaot; 
And  thus  the  poor  soldier  must  soon  go  to  pot. 

Whtck,  &c 

If  he  goes  to  the  haker,  the  baker  will  buff, 
And  twenty-pence  have  for  a  two-penny  loaf, 
Then,  dog,  rogue,  and  rascal,  and  so  kick  and  cant 

Again,  to  the  market  wbenever  be  goes, 

The  butcher  and  soldier  must  be  mortal  fbes  ; 

One  cuts  off  an  ear,  and  the  other  a  nose. 

Which,  fco 

The  buteber  is  stout,  and  he  ralues  no  swaaya; 

A  cleaver  >s  a  match  any  time  for  a  dagger, 

And  a  blue  sleeve  may  give  such  a  euff  as  may  stagget. 


The  beggars  tbematWes  will  be  brofce  m  a  trice, 
When  tbus  theirpoorfarthmgi  are  sonkintheirpiiee; 
When  nothing  is  left,  they  must  lis*  oartheir  Kee. 

Whick,  euv 

The  ecnire  possessM  of  tweto  fhousaad  a  year, 
O  lord  !  what  a  mountain  his  rent*  wonkł  appear ! 
Shoułd  he  take  them,  he  would  not  baronowe  room,  I 
fear.  ŁT/fadL, 


Though  at  present  he  hves  in  a  Tery  large  hoose, 
Thete  would  then  not  be  room  mitleft  for  amonatj 
But  tbe  sqnire  's  too  wise,  he  will  not  take  asoose. 

W  kich,  fcc 

The  farmer,  who  oomes  with  his  rent  in  this 
For  taking  these  counters,  and  betng  so  raab, 
WUl  be  kickU  out  of  doors,  both  himslf  and  hs  \ 

Whick,**. 

For,  in  all  the  leases  that  erer  we  hołd, 

We  must  pay  onr  rent  in  good  siWcr  and  gotd. 

And  not  in  brass  tokens  of  suoh  a  basa  monU. 

Which,  h^ 

The  wisest  of  lawyers  all  swear,  they  will  wairant 
No  mbney  butsilver  and  gold  can  be  carrent :  [on1!. 
And,  smee  they  will  swear  it,  we  all  may  be  san? 

fFaidk,  fcc* 

And  I  thiak,  after  all,  it  would  be  Tery  stranga 
To  give  current  money  for  basa  in  eachanga, 
Like  a  fine  lady  swappingher  moles  for  tbe  mauga, 

Hksck,  fcc. 

Bot  nad  the  kiitfs  patent,  and  there  you  will  fina; 
That  no  man  aeed  take  them  bot  who  bas  a  miad, 
For  which  we  mnst  say  that  his  majesty  'skind. 

fVkick,kc. 

£Jow  God  bleas  the  Drapier  who  open'd  oar  eyes ! 
I  *m  surę,  by  his  book,  that  the  writecis  wjse ; 
He  shows  us  the  cheat  from  the  end  to  tbe  risa, 

Wkkhtk% 

Nąy,  farther  ha  shows  it  a  very  hard  oaae, 
That  this  fellow  Woód,  of  a  Tery  badraot?, 
Should  of  all  the  fina  fl^ntry  of  Ireland  take  nbca, 

frłica,  otc* 

That  heandhk  haJf^jenoe shonM  oome  ao  weigk 
Our  subjects  so  loyal  and  trae  to  the  crown ;  (daatt 
But,  l  hope,  atar  aii,  that  th*y  irffl  ha  hia  owa. 


TO  PB,  SHERIDAN, 
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lik  fook,  I  do  feU  you*  is  writ  for  your  goods, 
rod  a  tery  good  book  against  Mr,  Wood'* ; 
f  yiro  stand  true  togetber,  he  'i  left  in.  the  soda, 

Te  sbopmen  and  tradesmen,  and  farmera  go  read  it, 
'or  1  think  m  my  soul  ąt  this  ti  me  tbat  you  need  it ; 
Ir  egad,  if  you  dftnt,Jtherc  >•  an  end  ai  your  credit, 

Which  nobpdy  eąn  deny. 


ma 


A  SERWUS  POEIi 

m 

Vpom  wiłłiam  woon, 

Brasier,  Twker,  Hardwareman,  Coiner,  Founder, 

and  Esąuire. 

jVaBN  foes  ara  cfercome  we  preserre  them  from 

sjaughter. 
To  be  he«ers  of  woód  and  drąwert  of  water. 
tfow,  ąlthough  to  rfraw  tta/fr  is  not  very  good  ; 
fet  we  ali  should  rejojce  to  be  kewers  of  H  W. 
i  own,  it  bas  uften  provok'd  me  to  mutter, 
Tbat  a  rogue  sq  obscure  sbould  make  auch  a  ciutter ; 
But  ancient  ppilosophers  wisely  remark, 
Chat  old  rotten  Wood  will  shioe  in  tbe  dark. 
rhe  Heathent  we  read,  had  godt  madę  of  Wood, 
iVbo  could  do  Łbem  no  hąrm,  if  tbęy  did  them  no 
But  tbis  idol  Wood  may  do  u*  gceat  evil ;     [good : 
Their  gods  were  of  Wood  $   but  our  Wood  is  tbe 

DcviL 
fo  cut  down  fine  Wood,  is  a  very  bad  thing ; 
Ind  yet  we  all  know  much  gold  it  will  bring. 
Hien,  if  cutpingdown  Jf  oodbrings  money  goud  storę, 
>ur  money  to  keep,  let  us  cut  down  one  morę. 

Kow  hear  ąn  old  tale.    Tbere  anciently  stood 
I  fibrget  in  what  cburcb)  an  image  of  Wood. 
3onceming  this  image  there  went  a  predictioo. 
t  wsquld  buru  a  whoie  for  es  t ;  nor  was  it  a  fiction. 
Twas  cut  into  faggots  and  put  to  tbe  flame. 
[*o  buro  ąn  old  friar,  one  Forest  by  name. 
tfy  tale  is  a  wise  one,  if  well  understood : 
'ind  you  but  tbe  Friar  j  and  I  '11  Gnd  tbe  Wood. 

I  hear,  among  scbolars  there  is  a  great  doubt 
from  wbat  kind  of  tree  tbis  Wood  was  hewn  out. 
Teague  madę  a  good  pun  by  a  brogue  in  his  speech ; 
ind  said,  By  my  shoul,  he  *i  the  ton  of  a  Beecb. 
tomę  cali  him  a  Thorn,  the  cursc  uf  the  natioa, 
U  Thorns  were  design'd  to  be  from  the  creation. 
Sonie  think  him  cut  out  from  tbe  poisonous  Yetc, 
teoeath  whose  Ul  shade  no  plant  ever  grew. 
Jome  say  be  's  a  Bircń,  a  tbought  very  odd ; 
?or  nonę  but  a  duncę  would  come  under  bis  rod. 
Jut  I  '11  tell  you  tbe  secret ;  but  pray  do  not  blab  ; 
ie  is  an  old  stump  cut  out  of  a  Crab  ; 
tod  England  bas  put  this  Crab  to  a  hard  use, 
Po  cudgel  our  bones,  and  for  drink  give  us  verjuice  ; 
tad  therefore  bia  unlnesus  justly  may  boast, 
rhat  nonę  are  morę  properly  knights  of  the  Post, 

I  ne*er  could  endure  my  talent  to  smother ; 
!  told  you  one  tale,  and  1  'U  tell  you  anothęr. 
i  joiaer,  to  fasten  a  saint  in  a  nitch, 
Jorłd  a  large  auger-hole  in  tbe  image'8  breecn; 
lat,  finding  tbe  statuę  to  make  no  cobiplaint, 
Ie  would  ne'er  be  convinc'd  it  was  a  true  saint. 
Yhen  the  true  Wood  arrives,  as*  he  soon  will,  no 

doobt, 
Tor  tbat  *s  bat  a  sham  Wood  they  carry  about J) 
What  ttuffti&  is  madę  of  you  quickly  may  find, 
bf  you  make  tbe  same  trial,  and  borę  hka  bchind* 

^Hewasirasjae&Uybwntmoa^y, 


I  Ml  hołd  you  a  groat,  when  you  nimbie  his  bum. 
Me  'H  heliów  as  łoud  as  the  Devil  in  a  drunu 
From  mc,  I  declare,  you  shall-hare  no  denial ; 
And  there  can  be  no  harm  in  making  a  trial  : 
And,  when  to  the  joy  of  youy  hearts  he  has  roar'd, 
You  may  show  him  about  fbir  a  new  groaning  board* 

Hear  one  story  morę,  and  then  I  wili  stop.     ' 
I  dreamt  Wood  was  told  he  should  die  by  a  drop  ; 
So  m.ethougbt  he  ręsolved  no  liquor  to  taste, 
For  fear  thejirst  drop  might  as  well  be  bis  latt. 
But  drcuMS9M  Hke  oracie*  ;  'ti$  hard  to  explain  rem  j 
For  it  prov'd  tbat  be  died  of  a  dtrop  at  Kilmainbam  K 
I  wak'd  with  deligbt ;  and  not  without  hope, 
Very  soon  to  see  Wood  drop  down  from  a  rofje. 
How  he  !  and  how  we,  at  each  other  should  grin ! 
łTis  kmdness  to  hołd  a  friend  up  by  tae  chin. 
Jim  soft  !  says  the  herald  j  I  cannot  agree ; 
For  metal  on  metal  is  faise  heraldry. 
Why  that  may  be  true ;  yet  Wood  upon  Wood, 
I  'U  maintain  with  my  life,  is  heraldry  good. 


70  DR,  SHERIDAN. 

Ifeo.  14,  1719  *,  9  at  oight. 
Sit, 

It  is  impossible  to  know  by  your  letter  wbether  the 
winę  is  to  be  bottled  to  morrow',  of  no. 

If  it  be,  or  be  not,  why  did  not  you,  in  plain  English, 
tell  us  so  ? 

For  my  part,  itwas  by  merę  chance  I  carne  to  sit  with 
the  ladies  Ą  this  night : 

And  if  they  had  not  told  me  there  was  a  letter  from 
you ;  and  your  nas  Aiexaader  bad  not  gone, 
and  come  back  from  the,d£aury;  and  the  boy 
berę  had  not  been  tent  to  let  Alexander  know  X 
was  here  ;  I  should  ha?e  missed  the  letter  oot- 
right 

Truły  I  don't  know  who  ys  bound  to  be  sending  for 
corks  ło  «top  your  botttes,  with  a  yengeance. 

Make  a  page  of  your  own  age,  and  send  your  maa 
Alexander  to  buy  córka ;  for  Saunders  already 
has  gone  above  ten  jaunts. 

Mn.  Dingley  and  Mrs.  Johnson  say,  truły  they  dont 
care  for  your  wif&s  company,  tbough  they  like 
your  winę  j  but  they  had  ratber  have  it  at  their 
own  house  to  drink  in  quiet. 

However,  they  own  it  is  very  cml  in  Mr.  £herkłan  to- 
make  the  ofier :  and  they  cannot  deny  it. 

I  wish  Alexander  safe  at  St.  Catharine^  to  night, 
with  all  my  heart  and  soul,  upon  my  word  and 
honour : 

Bot  I  think  it  base  in  you  to  sond  a  poor  fełlow  out 
so  late  at  this  time  of  year,  when  ono  would  not 
turn  out  a  dog  tbat  one  ralued  ;  I  appeal  to  your 
friend  Mr.  Connor.  i 

I  would  preser*  my  bumWe  aerrice  to  my  lady 
Mountcasbel ;  but  truły  I  thought  she  would  bave 
madę  advances  to  have  been  acquainted  with  me, 
as  she  pretended. 

But  now  I  can  write  no  morę,  for  you  see  plainly  my" 
paper  w  ended. 

1P.S. 

I  wish,  when  you  prated,  your  letter  you  M  datedt 
Much  płague  it  created.    I  seolded  and  rated  ; 

*  Theh*  place  ofexecntion. 

9  Thb  is  probably  dated  too  early. 

4  Krs.  Dingley  .and  Mrs.  Jobnsou* 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


My  soul is  much  grated ;  for  yourman  l  loog  waited. 
I  think  you  are  Iated,  like  a  bear  to  be  baited : 
Your  man  is  belated ;  the  case  I  have  stated ; 
Aod  me  you  have  cheated.    My  stahle  >s  unslated.' 
Come  back  t'  us  well  freighted. 
J  remember  my  late  hcad  j  aod  wish  you  translated, 
For  teasing  me. 

2  P.  S. 

Mrs«-Ding1ey  desires  me  singly  [you ; 

Her  serrice  to  present  you ;  hopes  that  will  content 
But  Johnson  'madam  is  grown  a  sad  damę, 
For  want  of  converse,  and  cannot  send  one  verse. 

%.      3  P.  S. 

You  keep  such  a  twattling  witb  you  and  your  bot- 

tling; 
But  I  see  tbe  tum  total,  we  sball  neVr  have  a  bottle ; 
The  long  and  the  sbort,  we  shall  not  have  a  qoart. 
I  wish  you  would  sign  't,  that  we  bave  a  pinŁ 
For  all  your  colloguing,  I  'd  be  glad  of  a  knoggin  : 
But  I  doubt  'tis  a  sbam ;  you  wont  gfre  us  a  dram. 
Tis  of  shine  a  month  moon-full,  yon  won'tpart  with 

.aspoonfuł;  v 

And  I  must  be  nimbie,  if  I  can  fili  my  thtmbłe. 
You  see  I  wont  stop,  till  I  come  to  a  drop  ? 
But  f  doubt  the  oraculum  is  a  poor  sopernaculum ; 
Though  perhaps  you  tell  it,  for*  a  grace  if  we  smeU 

it, 

Stella. 


TO  &UILCA, 


A   C©tJ*T*Y-HOUSI  OF  DR.   SHSRJDAH, 
lit   KO   YKKT  GOOD  B.EFAIK.    1795. 

Let  me  thy  properties  explain : 
A  rotten  cabbin  dropping  rain ; 
Chimnies  with  scorn.  rejecting  smoke ; 
Stoołs,  tables,  chairs,  and  beadsteads  broke, 
Berę  elemeats  have  lost  their  uses, 
Air  ripens  not,  nor  earth  produces ; 
In  vain  we  make  poor  Sheelah  l  toil, 
Jlre  will  not  roast  nor  water  boil. 
Through  all  the  valleys,  hills,  and  plains, 
The  goddess  Want  in  triumph  reigns; 
And  her  chief  officers  of  state, 
Sloth,  Dirt,  and  Theft,  around  her  wait, 


THI  BŁSMTWGI  OF  A  COUKT1T  LIFE.    17S5. 

FAR  from  our  debtors  j  no  Dublin  letters; 
Not  seen  by  our  betters.       ' 


THI  FŁACUES  OF  A  COUKT1T  LIFE. 

A  companion  with  news ;  agreat  want  of  shoes ; 
Eat  lean  meat,  or  chuse :  a  church  without  news. 
Out  horses  astray ;  no  straw,  oats  or  hay  ;[at  play. 
Pecember  in  May ;  our  boya  run  away  j  all  senrants 


DR.  SHERJDAN  TO  DR.  SWIFT. 

I  *n  have  you  to  know,  as  surę  as  you  *re  dean, 
On  Thursday  my  cask  of  Obrien  I  'D  drain : 

*  The  name  of  an  Imh  teriant» 


If  my  wife  is  not  wilfing  I  say  she  *s  a  <raean  ; 

And  my  right  to  the  ceJJar,  egad,  Pil  maintain 

As  bravely  as  any  thatfought  at  Dunblara: 

Go  tell  it  her  over  and  ower  again. 

I  hope,  as  I  ride  to  tbe  town,  it  wont  rain  ; 

For*  should  it,  I  fear  it  will  cool  my  łjpt  brało, 

Entirely  extinguish  my  poetic  vein  ; 

And  then  I  should  be  as  stupid  as  Kain,  [but 

Who  preach'd  on  three  heada,  though  be  mentioaM 

Now  Wardel  *s  in  hastę,  and  begins  to  complam; 

Your  most  humble  senrant,  Dear  Sir,  I  remain, 

T. 
Get  Helsham,  Walmsley,  Delany, 
And  some  Orattans,  if  there  be  any  * : 
Take  care  you  do  not  bid  too  many. 


DR.  SfriFT'8  ANSMSR* 

Th*  rerses  you  sęnt  oln  the  bottling  your  win* 

Werę,  in  erery  on^s  jodgment,  exceedingly  fipe; 

And  I  must  confess,  as  a  dean  and  dhrine, 

I  think  you  inspirM  by  the  Muses  all  nine. 

I  nkely  examin'd  them  erery  linę, 

And  tbe  worst  of  them  all  like  a  barn-door  did  shme. 

Oh ,  that  Jove  would  gire  me  such  a  talent  as  toinę  ! 

With  Delany  or  Dan  1  would  scorn  to  combine. 

I  know  they  hare  niany  a  wicked  design ; 

And,  give  Satan  bis  due,  Dan  begins  to  refine. 

Howerer,  I  wish,  honest  comrade  of  minę, 

You  would  really  on  Thursday  leare  St  Catharine  \ 

Wbere  I  hear  you  are  crammM  erery  day  like  a  swine; 

With  me  you  '11  no  morę  harc  a  stoamch  to  dme, 

Nor  after  your  Tictuals  He  sleeping  supine : 

So  I  wish  you  were  tootbless,  like  lord  Masserine. 

But,  were  you  as  wicked  as  lewd  Aretine, 

I  wish  you  would  tell  me  which  way  you  mcKne. 

If,  wben  you  return,  your  road  you  don*t  Une, 

On  Thursday  I  Ml  pay  my  respects  at  your  sbrine, 

Wherever  you  bend,  wherever  you  twine, 

In  square,  or  in  opposite  circle,  or  trine. 

Your  beef  will  on  Thursday  be  salter  than  brine : 

I  hope  you  have  swiird,  wim  new  milk  from  the  kme, 

As  much  as  the  Iiffee  's  outdone  by  the  Rhine  ; 

And  Dan  shall  be  with  us,  with  nose  aąuiłine. 

If  you  do  not  come  back,  we  shall  weep  out  our  eyne  t 

Or  may  your  gown  nerer  be  good  Lutberine, 

Tbe  beef  you  ha*e  got,  I  hear,  is  a  chine : 

But,  if  too  many  come,  your  madam  will  whine; 

And  then  you  may  kiss  the  Iow  eod  of  her  spmeu 

But  enoogh  of  tbis  poetry  Alejcandrme : 

1  hope  you  will  not  think  this  a  pascume* 


A  P0RTRA1T 


FftOM  THE  ŁIFK. 


Comb  sit  by  my  side,  while  this  pictore  I  drawt 
In  chattering  a  magpie,  in  pride  a  jackdaw; 
A  temper  the  devil  himself  could  not  bridle  ; 
Impertinent  misture  of  busy  and  idle  j 
As  rude  as  a  bear,  no  mule  balf  so  crabbed  ; 
She  swills  like  a  sow,  and  she  breeds  Uke  a,  rabbit: 
A  house  wife  in  bed,  at  table  a  sJattern ; 
For  all  an  esampłe,  for  no  one  a  pattera. 

1 1. 1.  in  Dublin,  for  they  were  country  clergy. 
»  The  seat  of  lady  MOwStcashel,  near  X>ahla, 


THE  STORM. 
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ffow  tell  me,  fHenH  Thomas ',  Ford  2,  Grattan  3, 

and  meny  Dan  4, 
Has  tbis  any  likeness  to  good  madam  Sheridan } 


UPON  STEALING  A  CROWN 

whin  tMi  ©ban  was  aslkzp. 


> 


DR,  t BMIDAH. 


Dbab  Dean,  noce  you  in  sleepy  wise 

iave  op»d  your  mouth,  and  ciosM  yaur  eyes  \ 

Uke  ghost,  I  gtide  along  your  floor, 

lad  softly  sbut  the  parlour-door :    - 

Por,  ahould  I  break  yoar  sweet  repose, 

KT»  knowB  what  money  you  might  lose ; 

5nce  oftentimes  it  bas  been  found, 

1  dream  bas  given  ten  tbonsand  pound  ? 

Bieo  aleep,  my  friend ;  dear  dean,  sleep  on, 

Lad  all  you  get  shall  be  yoar  own  j 

*rorided  you  to  tbis  agree, 

rbrnt  ail  you  lose  belongs  to  me. 


THE  DEAN>S  ANSfFER. 

to,  about  twelve  at  night,*  the  punk 
fcesds  from  the  coily  wben  be  '§  drunk ; 
Star  ie  contented  with  a  treat, 
Witnont  ber  pririlege  to  cheat 
for  can  I  the  least  difference  find, 
3nt  that  you  left  no  clap  behiacL 
lot,  jest  apart,  restore,  you  capon  ye, 
tfy  twelre  thirteens  5  and  sbc-pence  na'penny. 
To  eat  my  meat,  and  drink  my  medlicot, 
kod  tben  to  give  me  such  a  deadly  cut— 
mt  tis  observ'd,  that  men  in  gowns       % 
im  most  inclin'd  to  plimder  crowns. 
2ouId  yon  but  ehange  a  crown  as  easy 
i»  you  can  ęteał  one,  how  'twoujd  please  ye ! 
thought  the  lady  at  St  Catharine^  6 
(new  bow  to  set  you  better  patterns ; 
ror  tbis  I  will  not  dine  with  Agmondisham  7, 
Ind  for  bis  YictuaJs  let  a  sagman  dish  'em. 


THE  STORM: 


mikerva's  petition. 


Pallas,  a  goddess  chaste  and  wise, 
fescending  lately  from  the  skies,    . 
To  Neptune  went,  and  begg'd  ih  form 
Ie  *d  give  his  orders  for  a  storm ; 
i  storm,,  to  drown  that  rascal  Horte, v 
md  abe  would  kindJy  tbank  him  for  ft : 

1  Dr.  Thomas  Sheridan. 

»  Charles  Ford  of  Woodpark,  Esa. 

9Beverend  John  Grattan, 

*  Rererend  Daniel  Jackson. 

5  A  shiUing  passeth  for  thkteen-pence  in  jMand. 

•  Łady  Mountcasbel. 

n  Agmondisham  Vesey,  etą.  a  very  wortby  gen- 
laman,  for  wbonj  tb*4Jfat  bad  a  great  efteem* 
VQU  XL 


A  wretcb !  whom  EugUsb  rogues,  to  spite  her+   „ 
Had  lately  bonour'd  with  a  mitrę. 

The  god,  who  favourM  ber  reąuest^ 
AssurM  ber  be  woald  do  his  best : 
But  Venus  had  been  there  before, 
Pleaded  the  bishop  lovM  a  whore, 
And  had  enlarg'd  ber  empire  wide  ; 
>  He  own'd  no  deity  beside. 
At  sea  or  land,  if  e*er  you  found  him 
Without  a  mistress,  hang  or  drown  him* 
Since  Burnefs  death,  the  bishops'  bench, 
TiH  Horte  arrrrM,  ne'er  kept  a  wench : 
If  Horte  must  sink,  she  grieres  to  tell  it, 
She  *11  not  bave  left  one  single  prelate  , 
For,  to  say  truth,  she  did  intend  him, 
Elect  of  Cypru*  in  commendam. 
And,  sińce  ner  birtb  the  ocean  gave  ber, 
She  could  not  doubt  ber  uncle's  fayour. 

Tben  Proteus  urgM  the  same  request» 
But  half  in  earnest,  balf  in  jest ; 
Said  be—"  Great  sorereign  of  the  main, 
To  drown  him  all  a#empts  are  vain ; 
Horte  can  assume  morę  forms  tban  I» 
A  rake,  a  bully,  pimp,  or  spy ; 
Can  creep  or  run,  or  fly  or  swim  ; 
All  motions  are  alike  to  him : 
Tura  him  adrift,  and  you  shall  find    ' 
He  knows  to  sail  with  «vdry  wind  ; 
Or,  tarów  him  overboard,  be  '11  rida 
As  well  against,  as  with  the  tide. 
But,  Pallas,  you  *ve  apply'd  too  late; 
For  tis  decreed,  by  JioVe  and  fate, 
That  Ireland  must  be  soon  destroy'd. 
And  who  but  Horte  can  be  empIoyM  ?    . 
You  need  not  tben  have  been  so  pert,         , 
In  sending  Boi  ton1  Jo  Clonfert. 
I  found  you  did  it,  by  your  grinning  ; 
Your.  business  is,  to  mind  your  spinningi. 
But  how  you  came  to  interpose 
In  making  bishops,  no  one  knows : 
Or  who  regarded  your  report ; 
For  nerer  were  you  seen  at  court 
And  if  you  must  bave  your  petition, 
There  's  Berkeley  a  in  the  same  condilion  i 
Look,  there  he-stands,  and  'tis  b,ut  just, 
If  one  must  drown,  the  other  must ; 
But,  if  you  '11  leave  ua  bishop  Judas, 
We  'U  give  you  Berkeley  for  Bermudai, 
Now,  if  'twill  gratify  your  spite, 
To  put  him  in  a  plaguy  fright, 
Although  'tis  hardly  worth  the  cost, 
You  soon  shall  see  him  soundly  tost. 
You  MI  find  him  swear,  blaspheme,  and  dama/. 
(And  every  moment  take  a  dram) 
His  gbastly  visage  with  an  air 
Of  reprobation  and  despair : 
Or  else  some  biding-hole  he  seeks, 
For  fear  the  rest  should  say  he  sąueaks  p 
Or,  as  Fitzpatrick ł  did  before, 
Resolve  to  perish  with  his  whore ;         v 
Or  else  he  raves,  and  roars,  and  awears, 
And,  but  for  shaine,  would  say  his  prayers. 

1  Afterwardfl  archbisbop  of  Casbell. 

9  Dr.  George  Berkeley,  dean  of  Derry,  and  after- 
wards  bishop  of  Cloyne. 

3  Brigadier  Fitzpatrick  was  drowned  in  one  of  tbt 
packet-boats  in  tbe  bay  of  Dublin,  in  a  great  storm 
Ga 


4*6 


swirrs  totim 


Or,  would  you  see  his  spirite  stnfc, 
Relaxing  dnwnwards  in  a  stink  ? 
If  such  a  sight  as  this  can  plcase  ye, 
Good  madam  Pallas,  pray  be  easy, 
To  Neptune  speak,  and  he  '11  eonsent ; 
But  he  Ml  come  back  the  knave  he  went" 

The  goddess  who  conceivM  an  hope 
That  Horte  was  destin'd  to  a  ropę,  ' 

Bejiev'd  it  best  to  condescend 
To  spasę  a  foe,  to  save  a  fricnd  : 
But,  fearing  Berkeley  to  ght  bft  scarM, 
She  left  him  virtue  for  a  gnard. 


■SB 


ODE  ON  SCIENCE. 

On,  heavenly  boni I  in  deepest  delii 
If  fairest  Science  erer  dwelU 

Beneath  the  mossy  cave ; 
Indulge  the  verdure  of  the  woods  ; 
With  azure  beauty  gild  the  ftoods, 

And  flowery  carpcts  lave ; 

For  melancholy  ever  reigns 
Delighted  in  the  syKan  scenę* 

Withscientificlight; 
While  Dian,  huntress  of  the  ralcs, 
Seeks  lulling  sounds  and  fannhig  gale*, 

Though  wrapt  from  mortal  sight. 

Yet,  goddess  yet  the  way  explor* 
With  magie  rites  and  heathen  lor* 

Obstructed  and  depressM ; 
Till  wisdom  give  the  sacred  nme, 
Untaught,  not  mimspired,  to  shine. 

By  reason'8  power  redre8Słd. 
When  Solon  and  Lycurgus-tanght 
To  moralize  the  human  thought 

Of  mad  opinkm'8  maże, 
To  erring  zeal  they  gave  new  laws. 
Thy  charms,  O  Libera,  the  causa 

That  blenda  corigenial  rays. 

Bid  bright  Astnea  gild  the  moro, 
Or  bid  a  hundrad  suns  be  bom, 

To  hecatomb  the  year ; 
Without  thy  aid,  in  vain  the  pole% 
In  vain  the  zodtac  system  roUs,       ( 

In  vain  the  lunar  sphere. 
Come,  fairest  princess  of  the  thronf  , 
Bring  swift  philosophy  aiong 

In  metaphj  sic  dreams j 
While  raptu^d  bards  no  morę  bettold 
A  vernal  age  of  purer  gold 

In  Heticonian  strearas, 

Drive  thraldom  with  malignaht  han4, 
To  curse  some  other  destinłd  land 

By  folly  led  astmy.: 
lenie  bear  on  azure  wing  ; 
Energie  let  her  soar,  and  sing 

Thy  universal  sway. 
8o,  wben  Amphion  bade  the  lyr* 
To  morę  majestic  soond  aspire, 

Behold  the  madding  throng, 
fn  wonder  and  oblivion  drownMj 
To  sculpture  turn*d  by  magie  tocni 

ABdpetorifyingipn*> 
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Tms  day,  whate*er  the  Fates  decree, 
Shall  still  be  kept  with  joy  by  me : 
This  day  tben  let  as  not  be  told, 
That  you  are  sick,  and  I  grown  ołd  J 
Nor  think  on  yow  appiaaebiag  ills, 
And  talk  of  spectacles  and  pdls : 
Tomorrow  will  be  tlme  enongb 
To  hcar  such  mortifyiug  stufŁ 
Yet,  sińce  from  reasoń  may  be  brougbt 
A  betief  aod  morę  pleastng  thought, 
Which  caln,  in  spite  of  all  decays, 
Support  a  few  remaining  days ; 
From  not  the  gravest  of  divine<f 
Acceptfor  once  some  serioos  linss. 

Although  we  now  can  form  no  ńiorT 
Long  sebemes  of  life,  asberetofore  } 
Yet  you,  while  time  is  running  fast, 
Can  look  with  joy  on  what  is  past. 
Werę  futurę  happtness  and  pain 
A  merę  contrirance  of  the  brain; 
As  atbeists  arglie,  to  entice 
And  flt  their  proselytes  for  vice 
(The  only  comfbrt  they  propose* 
To  have  companions  in  their  woes) : 
Grant  this  the  caie ;  yet  surę  tk  hard 
That  virtue,  styl'd  its  own  reward, 
And  by  all  sages  understood 
To  be  tbe  chief  of  human  good, 
Shmild  acting  die ;  nor  leasre  bebin4 
Some  lasting  pleasure  in  the  mmd, 
Which  by  remembrance  wifl  assuaga 
Grief,  sickness,  poTerty,  and  age, 
And  strongly  alioot  a  radiant.dart 
To  shine  through  lhV§  declining  part 

Say,  Stella,  fcel  you  no  content, 
R? flecting  on  a  life  well  spent ; 
Your  skilful  hand  employM  to  ea*B 
Despairing  wrefhes  from  tbe  gnwe  ; 
And  then  supportiwr  with  your  storę 
Those  whom  you  dragg^d  from  death 
So  Providcnoe  on  mortali  waits, 
Presen*ing  what  it  first  createa, 
Your  generons  boldness  to  defend 
An  innocent  and  absent  friend ; 
That  courage  which  can  make  you  joa> 
To  merit  humbled  inthe  dust; 
The  detestation  yon  express 
For  vice  in  all  its  glittering  dren  ; 
That  patience  under  tottering  pahłf 
Where  stubbom  stoics  would  complain  j 
Must  these  like  empty  shadows  pass, 
Or  forms  reflected  from  a  glass  ? 
Or  merę  chimeras  in  the  miód, 
That  fly,  and  leave  no  mark  behmd  \ 
Does  not  the  body  tKrfre  and  grow 
By  food  of  twenty  years  ago  ? 
And,  had  it  not  been  still  sopply'd, 
It  must  a  thousand  times  ha*e  dieoy 
Tben  who  with  reason  oan  inaintaha 
That  no  e0ects  of  food  rettam  ? 
And  is  not  vi$ue  in  mankiod 
The  nutriment  that  ieeds  tbe  ninda 
UpheM  by  each  good  action  past, 
And  still  coBtimjed  by  the  la*  ł 
Then,  who  wjth  icason  caa  p 
That,  all  efitcH  ^  iwtw  W  ł 
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HfeKete  me,  Stella,  wben  you  show 
Turt  true  contempt  for  thmgs  bełow> 
Tor  prise  your  Bfe  for  other  ends 
*ha\D  merely  to  oblige  your  friends  ; 
pour  former  actions  cłaim  their  parli 
ind.  join  to  fottify  your  heart. 
br  virtue,  m  ber  daiły  race, 
•ike  Janos,  bears  a  double  face ; 
eoks  back  with  joy  where  she  bas  gone, 
nut  tberefbre  goes  wfth  conrage  on : 
be  sft  your  siekły  coucb  will  wait, 
jid  guide  yoa  to  a  better  state. 

O  then,  whaterer  Hea*en  ratends, 
*akc  pity  on  your  pttying  friends  1 
Tor  tet  your  Mis  affect  your  mrad, 
*o  lancy  they  can  be  uakmd. 
§e,  surely  me,  yoa  ought  to  spere, 
ITho  giadły  would  yonr  sofierfag  sbare  ; 
h-  give  my  scrap  dr  life  to  you, 
Ind  thmk  it  (ar  beneath  yonr  duej 
Foli,  to  whose  care  so  oft  I  owa 
lifct  I  'm  alhre  to  tell  you  so. 
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Poor  floating  isle,  tost  on  ilł-fortune^s  waves, 
OrdainM  by  Jatę  to  be  the  land  of  slayes ; 
Sball  moving  Delos  now  deep-rooted  stand  ; 
Thou,  fixM  of  old,  be  now  the  moving  land  f 
AIthoagh  tbe  metaphor  be  worn  and  stale, 
Betsrixt  a  state,  and  vesset  ttnder  sail ; 
Let  me  suppose  tbee  for  a  ship  a-while, 
And  thus  address  tbee  in  the  saitort  style ; 

Jubappt  ship,  tbou  art  return' d  in  vara : 
lew  wares  sball  drive  tbee  to  the  deep  agam. 
4ok  to  thysełf,  and  be  no  morę  the  sport 
)f  giddy  witids,  but  make  some  friendry  port. 
Att  are  thy  oars,  that  u*'d  thy  course  to  guide, 
ike  fmHhful  counsellors,  od  either  side. 
"by  mast,  whieb  like  some  aged  patriot  stood 
fhe  single  pillar  for  bis  country's  good, 
fb  lead  tbee,  as  a  staff  directs  the  blind, 
tehold  it  cracks  by  you  rough  etutern  wind. 
Four  cable  's  bunt,  and  you  must  quickly  foet 
rbe  waves  impetuous  enter  at  your  keeL 
lius  commonwealtbs  receive  a  foreign  yoke, 
KTben  the  strong  cords  of  union  once  are  broke. 
Ibrn  by  a  sndden  tempest  is  thy  sail, 
kpanded  to  invite  a  milder  gale. 

As  wben  some  writer  in  the  pnblie  catise 
lis  pen,  to  save  a  sinking  nation,  draws, 
^hśle  all  is  cabn,  his  arguraents  prevai! ; 
tbe  people'8  voice  eicpands  his  paper-sail ; 
POI  power,  disctuufjng  aH  ber  stormy  bags, 
fattert  the  feeble  pamphtet  into  raga* 
tbe taatkm  scard,  tbe  ąutbor  doom'd  to  death, 
OTho  foodly  put  his  trust  in  popular  breath. 

A  brger  sarrifice  in  vain  you  vow  ; 
fhere  '•  not  a  power  abore  will  belp  yoa  now : 
fcaatioa  tbas,  wbo  oft  HeaYen'*  cali  neglects, 
a  vam  from  injurU  Heayen  relief  expects. 

Twill  not  avail,  when  thy  strong  sides  ara  broka, 
A*  thy  tooent  is  from  the  pritieh  «*j 


Or,  when  yonr  name  and  tanity  you  boast, 
From  fieets  trinmphant  o'er  the  Oallic  coasfc 
Such  was  lerae>s  claim,  as  just  as  thine, 
Her  sons  descended  from  the  British  łine  $ 
Her  matchtess  sons,  whose  ▼aloor  still  remaiut 
On  French  rocords  for  twenty  long  eampaigast 
Yet,  from  an  empress  now  a  captire  grown, 
She  sav'd  BrKaunia's  rigbta,  and  lost  ber  own. 

In  ships  decay'd  no  mariner  confides, 
Łur*d  by  the  gilded  stern  and  painted  sides  | 
Yet  at  a  bał!  nnthinking  fbob  delight 
In  the  gay  trappings  of  a  birth-day  nigbt : 
They  on  the  cold  brocades  and  sattins.  ra*'d, 
And  quite  fbrgot  their  country  was  enslarVL 
Dear  vessel,  still  be  to  thy  steerage  Jost, 
Nor  change  thy  course  with  every  sudden  gust  | 
Like  supple  patrtots  bf  the  modern  sort, 
Wbo  tura  with  every  gale  that  blows  from  court« 
'    Weary  and  sea-sick  when  in  thee.conmrtl, 
Now  for  thy  saiety  cares  distract  my  mind  ; 
As  tbose  wbo  long  have  stood  the  storros  of  stato 
Retirp,  yet  still  bemoan  tbeir  coantry's  fate. 
Beware ;  and  wben  you  hear  tbe  surges  roar, 
Aroid  tbe  rocka  on  Britain's  angry  shore. 
They  lie,  alas  !  too  easy  to  be  found ; 
For  tbee  ąlone  they  lie  the  island  rouiMk 
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By  holy  ztal  inspir'd,  and  led  by  famę, 

To  thee,  once  mvoarite  isle,  with  joy  I  canw; 

Wbat  time  tbe  Gotb,  the  Vandal,  and  tbe  Has, 

Had  lny  own  natrze  Italy  :  0'er-nia, 

Ierae,  to  the  wor1d's  remotest  narta, 

Renown'd  for  mlont,  policy,  and  arta, 

Hither  from  Colchos  9,  with  the  fleecy  o»9 
Jason  arrłyyd  two thonsand  years  before* 
Thee,  happy  island,  Pallas  callM  ber  own, 
When  hanghty  Britain  was  a  land  unknown  )  t 
From  thee,  with  pride,  the  OsJedomana  tracę  ' 
The  glorions  (bander  of  their  kingly  race  i 
Thy  martiał  sons,  whom  now  they  dare  despłse^ 
Did  once  their  land  snbdue  and  ctrilize  t 
Their  dress,  their  language,  and  tbe  Scottish  *<m± 
Confess  tbe  soil  from  wbence  tb»Tittorscame  4. 

1  Italy  was  not  properly  tbe  natfoe  place  of  SL 
Patrick,  but  the  place  of  his  educatkm,  and  where 
he  received  bis  mission  ;  and  becanse  he  had  bis 
new  birtb  there,  hew^e,  by  poetical  licence,  and  bf 
scripture  figurę,  our  author  calls  that  country  bjf 
native  Italy.    Isisb  En. 

«  Orpbeus,  or  the  ancient  author  of  the  Oreefc 
poem  on  the  Argonantic  espedition,  whoever  he  be, 
says,  that  Jason,  who  manned  tbe  ahip  Argos  at 
Tbessaly,  smiled  to  Ireland.    Irisb  En. 

9  Tacitns,  in  the  lifis  of  Jolios  Agricola,  says,  that 
tbe  barbonrs  of  Ireland,  on  aocoont  of  their  córo- 
merce,  were  better  knowa  to  the  wortó  than  tboaa 
of  Britam.    Ihish  En. 

*  Tbe  argument  here  tnrns  on,  wbat  tbe  autbof 
of  course  took  for  granted,  tbe  present  Scots  betnf 
tbe  desceodants  of  Iriłh  emigranta.  This  fect, 
bowem  true,  waa  im*  m  U|.  SwnYf  tlme 
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Weil  may  they  boast  that  ancient  Mood  which  rani 
Withiu  their  veins,  who  are  thy  younger  sons  *, 
A  conouest  and  a  colony  fronAhee. 
The  mother-kingdom  left  ner  cbiklren  free; 
Prom  thee  no  mark  of  s)avery  they  felt : 
Kot  ao  with  thee  thy  base  inraders  dealt ; 
Invited  here  to  rengeful  Morrough's  aid  6, 
Those  whom  they  could  not  conouer  tbey  betrayM 
Britain,  by  thee  we  fell,  ungrateful  islel 
Not  by  thy  valour,  but  superior  guile : 
Britain,  with  shame,  oonfess  this  land  of  minę 
First  taught  thee  haman  knowledge  and  divioe  ^j 
My  prelates  and  my  students,  sent  from  hence, 
Madę  your  sons  converts  both  to  God  and  sense : 
Nat  like  tbe  pastora  of  thy  rarenous  breed, 
Who  come  to  fleece  the  flocks,  and  not  to  feed. 


tained  with  any  degree  of  precision.  Ireland,  even 
to  this  day,  "  remains  superstitiously  devoted  to  ber 
ancient  history,"  and  "  wraps  herself  in  the  gloom 
of  her  own  legendary  annals."  Mr.  Whitaker  bas 
displayed  an  uncommon  fund  of  knowledge  ou  this 
Tery  curious  subject,  both  in  his  History  of  Man- 
chester, and  in  The  Genuine  History  of  the  Britons 
asaerted.    N. 

*  "  The  Scots"  (says  Dr.  Robertson)  "carry  their 
nretenstons  to  antigujty  as  high  as  any  of  their 
neighbours.  Relying  upon  uncertain  legends,  and 
the  traditions  of  their  bards,  still  morę  uncertain, 
they  reckon  up  a  series  of  kings  several  ages  before 
the  bhth  of  Christ,  and  gńre  a  particular  detail  of 
occurrences  which  happened  in  their  reigns.  Tn 
the  beginning  of  the  sixteenth  century,  John  Major 
and  Hector  Boethius  published  their  historie*  of 
Scotland ;  the  former  a  succinct  and  dry  writer,  the 
1at|er  a  oopious  and  florid  one ;  and  both  eonally 
credulous.  Not  many  years  after,  Buchanan  un- 
dertook  the  same  work ;"  «nd  if  his  acrumcy  and 
impartiality  had  been  in  any  d«gre«  equal  to  the 
elegance  of  his  taste,  and  to  the  purity  nnd  vipour 
of  his  style,  bis  history  might  be  plao^d  on  a  lcvel 
with  the  most  admired  compositione  of  the  ancient*. 
But*  fostead  of  rejecting  the  improbable  ftiles  of 
chronicle-writers,  he  was  at  the  utmost  paiu*  to 
adom  them,  nnd  hnth  clothed  with  all  the  beautics 
and-graces  of  tiction  tbose  legend*  which  formerly 
had  only  its*  wildness  and  extravagan<*e."— On  the 
authority  of  Buchanan  and  his  predecessors  tbe 

,  niłftprical  part  of.  tbis  poem  seems  founded,  as  well 
as  the  notes  signed  Irish  Ed.  sonie  of  which,  I  be* 
liere,  were  written  by  the  (Jean  biinself.    Ar. 

6  Id  the  reign  of  king  IJenry  II.  Dermot  MłMor- 
rougb,  king  of  Leinster,  being  depriral  of  bis  king- 
dom  by  Roderic  0'Connor,  king  of  Connaught,  be 
invitcd  the  Englifah  over  as  auxiliaries,  and  promised 

,  Kichani  Strangbow,  carl  of  Pembroke,  bis  daugiiter 
and  aJl  his  dominions,  as  a  portion.  By  this  assist- 
ance,  M'Morrough  recovered  his  crown,  and  Strang- 
bow became  possessed  of  all  Leinster.     Irish  Ed. 

*  St.  Patrick  arrived  in  Irejand  in  the  year  431, 
and  completed  the  conversion  of  the  natives,  which 
had  been  begun  by  Palladius  and  others.  And,  as 
bishop  Nicholson  observes,  Ireland  soon  became  tbe 
fountain  of  learning,  to  which  all  tbe  Western  Chris- 
tiana, as  weli  as  the  English,  had  recourse,  not  only 
/or  instructions  in  the  principles  of  religion,  but  in 
nil  sorts  of  literaturę,  vii.  Legendi  et  tćhdastica 
'crMdUionts  gratiL     Irjsh  Ed. 


Wretched  leme!  with  what  grief  I 
Tbe  fetal  changes  time  bath  madę  od  thee  i 
The  Christian  rites  I  introducM  in  Tam : 
Lo !  infidelity  returnM  again ! 
Freedom  and  virtue  tn  thy  sons  I  found, 
Who  now  in  vice  and  slarery  are  drown'd« 

By  faith  and  prayer,  this  crosier  in  my 
I  drove  the  venom'd  serpent  from  thy  land  ; 
The  shepherd  in  his  bower  might  sleep  or  sing, 
Nor  dread  the  adder'*  tooth,  nor  scorpicirt    ' 

With  oroeuc  oft  I  strove  to  warn  thy  sw/ains, 
Omens,  the  types  of  thy  impending  chains. 
I  sent  the  magpie  from  the  British  soil, 
With  restless  beak  thy  blooming  firuit  to  spoO, 
To  din  thine  ears  with  unhanponioos  dack, 
And  haunt  thy  holy  walls  in  wbite  and  blaek. 
What  else  are  thoae  thou  seest  in  bisbops'  geer* 
Who  crop  the  nurseiies  of  learning  here  ; 
Aspiring,  greedy,  fuli  of  seoseleas  prate, 
Devoor  the  charch,  and  chatter  to  the  atate  | 

As  you  grew  morę  degenerate  and  base, 
I  sent  you  millions  of  the  croeking  race ; 
Emblems  of  insects  vile,  who  spread  their  spawm 
Through  all  thy  lanjl,  in  armour,  fur,  and  lawn  ; 
A  nauseous  brood,  that  fills  your  senate  walls, 
And  in  the  chambers  of  your  viceroy  crawds ! 

See,  wbere  that  new  derouring  vennin  rana, 
Sent  in  my  aager  from  the  land  of  Huna ! 
With  harpy-claws  ft  undermines  the  ground, 
And  sudden  spreads  a  numerous  offspring  rońad. 
TW  amphibious  tyrant,  with  his  ra\aenons  band, 
Drains  atl  thy  lakes  of  fish,  of  fgiitsthy  land. 

Where  is  the  holy  well  that  borę  myname? 
Flcd  to  the  fountain  back,  from  wbenoe  it  camć ! 
Fair  Froedom's  emblem  one.*,  which  smoothły  flowi. 
And  bie&sings  eqnally  on  all  bestows. 
Here,  from  tlje  neighbouring  nursery  *  nf  arts, 
Tł»e  studenta,  drinking,  raisM  their  wit  and  narts; 
Here,  for  an  age  and  morę,  improv*d  their  ▼cm, 
Tlieir  Pha'bns  I,  my  spring  their  Hippocrene. 
niscotuau^J  youths !  now  all  their  hopes  mnat  feJ^ 
CondcmnJd  to  country  cottages  and  ale; 
To  forcigu  prelates  make  a  slavish  court, 
And  by  their  sweat  procure  a  mean  support ; 
Or,  for  the  elas!»ics,  read  Th'  Attorney^s  Guide; 
Colfect  cxcise,  or  wait  upon  the  tide. 

Oh !  that  {  had  been  apostle  to  the  Swiss, 
Or  hardy  Scot,  or  any  land  but  this  ; 
Combin'd  in  arms,  they  had  their  fbes  defied, 
And  kept  their  liberty,  or  brarely  died. 
Thoii  still  with  tyrants  in  successton  curst, 
The  Ust  invaders  trampling  on  the  first : 
Now  fondly  hope  for  some  rererse  of  ratę, 
Virtue  herself  would  now  return  too  late, 
Not  half  thy  course  of  misery  is  run,  , 

Thy  greatest  erils  yet  are  scarce  begun. 
Soon  sball  thy  sons  (tbe  time  is  just  at  band) 
Be  all  madę  oaptives  in  their  native  land; 
When,  for  the  use  of  no  Hibernian  boni, 
Shall  rise  one  Wadę  of  grass,  one  ear  of  córo; 

«  TTiere  are  no  snakes,  rrpers,  ortoads,  in  Ireland  ; 
and  even  frogs  were  not  known  here  until  abouttht 
year  1700.  The  magpies  came  a  ahort  time  befeia| 
and  the  Nonray  rats  sińce.    Iiish  Ed, 

9  The  unhrersity  of  Dublin,  called  Trimty  Oo^ 
legę,  was  founded  by  aueea  TOw>wtfe  m  1^4 
Inna  £*•  ^ 
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When  shells  and  leather  shall  for  mooey  pass, 
Nor  tfay  oppresstng  lords-  afibrd  thee  brass 10. 
hit  all  tura  leasera  to  that  mongrel  breed  n% 
Vho  from  thee  sprung,  yet  on  thy  vita1s  feed ; 
Vho  to  yon  ravenous  isle  thy  treasores  bear, 
Lnd  waste  in  razury  thy  hanrests  there ; 
tor  pride  and  ignorance  a  proverb  grown, 
"be  jest  of  wite,  and  to  the  court  unknown. 
I  scorn  thy  spurious  and  degenerate  linę, 
Ind  fitom  this  hour  my  patnmage  resign. 
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f  there  be  trath  in  what  you  sing. 
Juch  god-like  virtnes  in  the  king  j 
li  minister  i  so  fill'd  with  zeal 
lad  wiadom  for  the  commotf>weal : 
f  he  *  who  in  the  chair  presides 
So  steadiły  the  senate  gaides : 
I  others,  whom  you  make  yoor  theme, 
kie  seconds  in  the  glorious  scheme  : 
f  erery  peer  whom  you  commend, 
To  worth  and  leanring  be  a  friend : 
tf  this  be  trath,  as  you  attest, 
What  land  was  ever  half  so  blest  ? 
9o  falsehood  now  among  the  great, 
Ind  tradesmen  now  jk>  longer  cheat ; 
ffow  on  the  bench  fair  justice  shines, 
Her  scalę  to  neither  side  inclines ; 
iow  pride  and  cruelty  are  flown, 
Ind  mercy  here  ezalts  her  throne : 
for  such  is  good  example's  powcr, 
tdoes  Hs  office  every  hour, 
There  governors  are  good  and  wjse ; 
>r  else  the  traest  niaxim  lies  ; 
'or  so  we  find  all  ancłent  seges 
lecree,  that,  ad  exemplum  regh, 
rhrough  all  the  sealm  bis  virtucs  run, 
Upening  and  kindling  like  the  Sun. 
f  this  be  true,  then  how  much  morę 
Vhen  you  have  nam'd  at  least  a  scort 
H  courtiers,  each  in  their  degree, 
f  possjble,  as  good  as  he  ? 
Or  take  it  in  a  difterent  view. 
ask  (if  what  you  say  be  troe) 
f  you  affirm  the  present  age 
teserres  your  satire's  keeuest  ragę  t 
P  that  same  unitenal  paątion 
Vhh  erery  vice  hath  fill'd  the  nation : 
f  ▼ntne  dares  not  venture  down 
i  single  step  beneatb  the  crown  : 
f  clergymeo,  to  show  their  wit, 
*raise  danie*  morę  than  holy  writ: 

w  WootPs  ruinous  project  in  1724.   '  Irish  Ed. 

11  The  absenteeś,  who  spent  the  income  of  their 
rish  estates,  places,  and  pensions,  in  England. 
iish  En. 

1  Sir  Robert  Walpołe,  afterwards  earl  of  Orfbrd. 

*  Sir  Spencer  Compton,  then  speaker,  afterwards 
ni  of  WtliDJpgton, 


If  bankrnpts,  when  they  are  undone, 
Into  the  senate-bouse  can  run, 
And  sell  their  votes  at  such°a  ratę 
As  will  retrieve  a  lost  estate  : 
If  law  be  such  a  partia!  whore, 
To  spare  the  rich,  and  plague  the  poor: 
If  these  be  of  all  crimes  the  worst, 
What  land  was  ever  halfso  curstr 


THE  DOG  AND  THIEF.    1726. 

Quoth  the  thief  to  the  dog,  "  let  me  into  yourdoor, 
And  I  Ml  give  you  these  delicate  bits."    [you  fre, 

Queth  the  dog,  "  I  shall  then  be  morę  villain  than 
And  besides  must  be  out  of  my  wits. 

"  Your  delicate  bits  will  not  serve  me  a  meal, 
But  my  master  each  day  gnres  me  bread  ; 

You  Ml  fly,  when  you  get  what  you  came  here  to 
And  I  must  be  hang"d  in  your  stead."       [steal, 

The  stock-jobberthus  from  'Change-alley  goes  down, 

And  tips  you  the  freeman  a  wink ; 
u  Let  me  have  but  your  yote  to  serre  for  the  town, 

And  here  is  a  guinea  to  drink." 

Says  the  freeman,  "  your  guinea  to  night  would  be 
Your  offers  of  bribery  cease :  [spent  l 

I  Ml  rotę  for  my  landlord,  to  whom  I  pay  rent, 
Or  else  I  may  forfeit  my  lease." 

From  London  they  come,  sifly  people  to  choase; 

Their  lands  and  their  face*  unknown : 
Who  M  vote  a  rogue  into  the  parliament^bouse, 

That  would  turn  a  man  out  of  bis  own  r 
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TO  THE  GRUB-STREET  VERSE-WRITERS. 

1726.  , 

Ys  poets  ragged  and  forlorn, 

Down  from  your  garrets  hastę  ; 
Ye  rhymera  dead  as  soon  as  born, 

Not  yet  cotfsignM  to  pastę; 

I  know  a  trick  to  make  you  thrire; 

O,  'tis  a  quaint  derice :  t 

Your  still-born  poems  shall  reviVe, 

And  scom  to  wrap  up  spice. 

Get  all  your  verses  printed  fair, 

Then  let  them  well  be  dried ; 
And  Curll  must  have  a  special  care 

To  leave  the  margin  wide. 

Lcnd  these  to  paper-sparing  l  Pope; 

And  when  he  sits  to  write. 
No  letter  with  an  envelope  - 

Could  givc  him  morę  delighr, 

When  Pope  bas  filPd  the  margins  round, 

Why  then  rccall  your  loan  ; 
Sell  them  to  Curll  for  fifty  pound, 

And  swear  they  are  your  own. 

1  The  original  copy  of  Mr.  Pope*s  eelebrated 
translation  of  Homer  (presenred  in  the  British  Mu- 
seum)  is  aunost  entirely  written  on  the  oorers  of 
letters,  and  sornetimes  hetween  the  linej  «f  the  let. 
ters  themseWes.    N. 
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8WIFTS  POEM5. 


To  a  Łady, 


irao  9StmBD  thb  autror  to  write  somb*  teissb 

l>PON  HER  IM  TUB  MBROIC  STYLE. 
WRITTEN  AT  ŁOHOOK  IV  1726* 

Atter  venting  alł  my  spite, 
'tell  me,  what  have  I  to  wrtte  ? 
Every  crrour  I  eould  find 
Through  the  mazes  of  your  mukl, 
Have  my  busy  Masę  emp!oy'd 
Till  the  company  was  cloyM. 
Are  ypu  positire  and  fretful, 
Heedless,  ignorant,  forgetful  ? 
Those,  and  twenty  follies  morę, 
1  have  often  told  befbre. 

Hearken  what  my  lady  says  t 
Have  I  nething  then  to  psaise  ? 
lllitfltsyoutobewitty, 
Wkere  a  fenk  shoald  morę  yonr  pity* 
If  you  think  me  too  conceited, 
Cr  to  paseion  qaickly  heated  ; 
If  my  wandering  head  be  less 
Set  on  neading  than  on  dress; 
If  1  always  seem  too  duli  t>  ye  j 
1  can  sołve  the  diffl— culty. 

You  would  teach  me  to  be  wise  j 
Triith  and  honottr  bow  to  prtze ; 
rlow  to  shine  in  conversation, 
And  with  credit  fili  my  station  j 
How  to  reiish  notions  high ; 
Ifew  to  lirę,  and  how  to  die. 

But  it  was  deereęd  by  fate— * 
Mr.  Dean,  you  come  too  late. 
Weil  I  know,  you  can  discern, 
I  am  now  too  old  to  learn : 
Follies,  from  my  youth  instilPd, 
Have  my  soul  entireły  fill'd ; 
fci  my  bead  and  beart  they  centrę, 
Kor  will  let  jpur  lenons  enter. 

Bred  a  fondling  and  an  heiress, 
t)rest  like  any  lady  mayoreas, 
Cocker'd  by  the  seryants  rotmd, 
Was  too  good  to  tnuctf  the  groand  $ 
Thought  the  life  of  etery  lady 
Should  be  one  continua!  płay-day-* 
Balls,  and  masąueradea,  and  show*, 
Visits,  plays,  and  powder'd  beaiuc. 

Thus  you  ^ave  my  case  at  large, 
And  may  now  pertbrm  your  charge. 
Those  materials  I  have  furnish'd 
,When  by  you  re6n'd  and  bumishd, 
Must,  that  ałl  the  worki  may  knotw  łemł 
Be  reducM  hito  a  poem. 

But,  I  beg,  suspend  a  whita 
That  same  paltry,  bnrlesque  style  {  * 
Drop  for  oncc  your  constant  nile, 
Turning  ajl  to  ridicule ; 
Teaching  otbers  how  to  ape  you ; 
Court  nor  parliament  can  'scape  you  | 
Treat  the  public  and*your  rriends 
Both  alike,  while  neither  menda.' 

Sing  my  praise  in  strain  subltme  i 
Treat  me  not  with  doggrel  rhyme. 
TSs  but  just  you  shouM  produce, 
With  each  fault,  each  raułt's  ezcuM| 
Kot  to  publish  every  trine, 
And  my  far  perfectiom  stale, 


With  some  gśfis  at  least  endWio% 

Which  my  Tery  mes  allow  me. 

Am  I  spitefbJ,  proud,  unjust? 

Did  I  e*er  break  my  trust  ? 

Which  of  all  our  modern  dames 

Censures  less,  or  lessdenunes  ? 

In  good  manners  am  I  faulty  ? 

Can  you  cali  me  rude  or  hanghty  t 

Did  I  e'er  my  itiite  wjthbołd. 

From  tlie  impotent  and  old  ? 

Wlien  did  ever  I  omit 

Due  regard  for  men  of  wit  ? 

Wbeu  hare  I  esteem  express*d 

Por  a  coxcoo»b  gaiły  dreas'd  ? 

Do  t,  like  the  female  tribe, 

Think  it  wit  to  fleer  and  gsber1 

Who  with  less  desigoing  ends 

Kindlier  entertains  their  fnends  £ 

With  good  words,  and  countenaace  sprigHtry, 

Striycs  to  treat  them  morę  politely  ? 

Think  not  cards  my  chief  di versiou  j 
Tis  a  wrong,  unjust  asperskm : 
Kever  knew  I  any  good  in  'em, 
But  to  dose  my  head  like  Laudanum, 
We  by  plav,  as  men  by  drinking, 
Pass  our  nights,  to  drive  out  thinking. 
From  my  ailments  give  me  leisure, 
I  shall  read  and  think  with  pleasure; 
Cooversation  learn  to  reiish, 
And  with  books  my  mind  embelltsh* 

Now,  metbinks,  I  hear  you  ery, 
Mr.  Dean,  you  must  reply. 

Madara,  I  allow  'tis  true : 
All  tbese  praises  are  your  due. 
You,  like  some  acute  philosopher, 
Every  fault  have  drawn  a  gloss  óre> 
Placing  in  the  strongest  light 
All  your  virtucs  to  my  sight. 

Though  you  lead  a  blameless  life* 
Are  an  humble  prudent  wife, 
Answer  all  domestic  ends  ; 
What  w  this  to  us  your  friends  } 
Though  your  children  by  a  nod 
Stand  in  awe  witbout  a  rod  > 
Though,  by  your  obliging  sway, 
Seirants  love  you,  and  obey ; 
Though  you  treat  us  with  a  simie ; 
Clear  your  looks,  and  smooth  your  style  $ 
Load  our  plates  from  every  dish; 
This  is  not  the  thmg  we  wish. 

Coloneł may  be  your  debtor  ; 

We  expect  employment  better. 

You  must  learn,  if  you  would  gain  us, 

With  good  sense  to  entertain  us. 

Scholara,  when  good  sense  describinsj^ 
Cali  it  tatting  and  imbiłńng  : 
Metaphoric  meat  and  drink 
Is  to  nnderstand  and  think : 
We  may  canre  for  others  thus  i 
And  let  others.  carre  for  os : 
To  discourse  and  to  attend, 
Is  to  help  yourself  and  frieńd. 
Conveiaation  is  but  carińng  ; 
Carve  for  all,  jrourself  is  starriog*; 
Give  no  morę  to  every  guest, 
Than  he  's  able  to  digest; 
Give  nim  always  ef  the  prime^ 
And  but  litttę  a^  a  timoi 


TO  A  UDY. 


•  ^tw 


forte  to  aJl  butjust  M)0Ug|> ; 
j&l  them  neither  stanę  nor  etnff : 
lod,  tbat  you  may  bave  your  jue, 
L«t  your  neighbours  carve  for  you, 
rhis  comparnoD  will  hołd* 
2onld  it  well  in  rhyme  be  told 
3ow  conrersing,  listeuuig,  tkiuking, 
Fiutly  may  resemble  dr  Luki  n# ; 
?br  a  friend  a  glass  you  fil!, 
(Vhat  is  tbig  but  to  iustill  ? 

To  concludc  this  long  essay  j 
Pardon,  if  I  disobey ; 
*or,  against  my  natural  Tein, 
[Veat  you  in  heroic  straiu. 
I,  aa  all  the  parish  knows, 
dardly  can  be  grave  in  prose : 
»lill  to  lash,  and  loshing  siBile, 
[II  befits  a  lody  style. 
Prom  the  planet  oł  my  birth 
!  encounter  vice  with  mirta* 
fócked  minister*  of  state 
[  can  easter  scorn  than  bata  i 
ind  I  find  it  answera  rigbt : 
fcorn  torments  them  mora  than  spite. 
Ml  the  vices  of  a  court 
Do  bot  sesve  to  make  me  sport. 
j¥ere  I  in  same  foreign  realm, 
RThich  all  vices  orerwhełm  ^ 
Sbould  a  monkey  wear  a  crown, 
If  ust  I  tremble  at  his  irrown  ? 
3oukl  I  not,  througb  all  his  ermioe, 
Ipy  the  strutting,  chattering  Termin  h 
fefely  write  a  smart  lampoon. 
To  expose  the  brisk  baboon  ł? 

When  my  Muse  omcioms  ventorea 
>n  the  nation'8  represeoters : 
reachmg  by  what  goiden  rales 
(nto  kmwes  they  tura  their  fbols ; 
flow  the  hełm  is  raPd  by  Walpole, 
U  whose  oars,  like  slares,  they  *U  puli  i 
Let  the  resseł  split  on  ahelves ; 
Rfith  the  frejgbt  eorieh  themsekes: 
Sale  within  my  ltttle  wberry, 
Ul  their  madness  makes  me  meny  e 
Like  the  waterroen  of  Thasnes, 
!  row  by,  and,caU  them  names  $ 
like  the  e*er-laughing  sagę, 
n  a  jest  I  apend  my  ragę 
Though  it  must  be  undeistood, 
'  would  hang  them,  if  1  could): 
f  I  can  but  till  my  nitch, 
;  attempt  no  bigher  pitcn ; 
>are  to  l^Awers  and  his  matę 
tfaxirns  wise  to  rule  tbe  state. 
hilteneydeep,  accomplisb'd  St  Johnsa 
fcourge  tbe  villaina  with  a  ▼engeance : 
>t'me,  though  the  smell  be  notsome, 
łtrip  their  bums ;  let  Caleb  *  hoise  'em  4 
Phen  apply  Alecto's  whip, 
dli  they  wnggte,  howl,  and  akjp, 

Dence-i*  in  you,  Jn>.  Dean : 
frhat  can  all  this  peaaion  meen  ł 

łThis  poem,  foran  obvioos  reason,  nas  been 
nutilated  in  many  editkma.  JVL 

*  Caleb  iyAnrers  was  the  name  aasenied  by 
bnharst,  the  ostenałWe  writer  of  the  Grafoman, 
nbia  imfortonate  man  was  neglected  by  his  noble 


Mention  courts !  yoi  '11  nejer  -be  aplet 
On  corraptioiw  ninnlng  riot. 
And  as  it  befits  your  station ; 
Come  to  use  ao4  application: 
Nor  with  senates  keep  a  fasa, 
I  submit ,  and  answer  thus : 

If  the  machinations  brewing, 
To  complete  the  pubjic  ruin, 
Never  once  coukł  hare  the  power 
To  affect  me  lialf  aii  hour ; 
Sooner  would  I  write  in  buskins, 
Moumful  elegie*  on  BLueskios  \ 
If  I  laugh  at  Whig  and  Tory, 
I  concludc,  afortiori, 
All  your  eloquence  will  stcaree 
Drive  me  from  my  favourite  farce* 
This  I  must  insist  on :  for,  as 
It  is  well  observ'd  by  Horace  4, 
Ridicule  hath  greatcr  power 
To.  reform  the  world,  thau  sour. 
Horses  thus,  let  jóckies  judge  else, 
Switches  better  guide  thau  cudgelsj 
Bastings  beary,  dry,  obtuse, 
Ouly  dulness  can  pro^uce; 
While  a  little  gentle  jerking 
Sets  the  spirits  all  a-working. 

Thus,  I  find  it  by  experimept», 
Scoldmg  moves  you  less  than  merrimeosv 
I  may  storm  and  ragę  in  vain  ^ 
It  but  stupifies  your  brain. 
But  with  raillery  to  nettle, 
Sets  your  thoughte  upon  their  mettle  ; 
Oives  imagination  scope ; 
Never  lets  the  mind  elope; 
I>rives  out  brangUng  and  contention, 
Beings  in  reason  and  invention. 
For  your  sake,  as  well  as  minę, 
I  tbe  lofty  style  decline. 
I  should  make  a  figurę  scurry, 
And  your  hcad  turn  topsy-turvy. 

I,  who  lorę  to  have  a  fling 
Both  at  senate-bouse  and  king ; 
That  they  migbt  some  better  way  tread, 
To  avoid  the  public  hatied  ; 
Thought  no  method  morę  commodious, 
Than  to  show  their  rices  odious^ 
Which  1  chose  to  make  appear, 
Not  by  anger,  but  a  sneer. 
As  my  method  of  reform  big 
Is  by  laugbing,  not  by  storming 
(For  my  friends  have  always  thou^bt 
TendernesB  my  greatest  fault)  ; 
Wopld  you  have  me  change  my  style  ? 
On  your  nults  no  longer  sraile; 
But,  to  patch  up  all  aur  quarrels, 
Ouote  you  texts  from  Plutarch's  Morals  j 
Or  from  Solomon  produce 
Maxims  teaching  wisdom'8  use  ? 

If  I  treat  von  like  a  crown'd-bead, 
You  have  cheap  enough  compounded  j 
Can  you  put-in  higher  claims, 
Than  the  owners  of  St-  James  ? 
You  are  not  so  greai  a  grleTaoce^ 
As  the  hirelings  of  St  Stephen'*, 
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*Thefamous  thief,  who,  whilston  histrial  at 
the  Old  Bailey ,  rtabbed  Joaatkfta  WiR    K 
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You  ave  of  a  lower  class 

Than  my  friend  sir  Robert  Brass. 

Nonę  of  these  have  mercy  found  ; 

I  have  laagh'd,  and  lash'd  them  round. 

Have  you  seen  a  rocket  fly  ? 
You  would  ąwear  it  pierc'd  tbe  sky : 
lt  but  reacb'd  the  middle  air, 
Bursting  ioto  pieces  there : 
Thousand  sparkłes  fallingtlown 
Łight  on  many  a  coxcomb's  crown : 
See  what  mirth  the  sport  createt  j 
JSinges  hair,  bat  break*  no  pates. 
Thus,  sbould  I  attempt  to  otimba 
Treat  you  in  a  style  sublim* 
Such  a  rocket  is  my  Muse : 
Sbould  I  lofty  numbers  cfcoose, 
32re  I  reach'd  Parnassus'  top, 
3  should  burst,  and  burating  drop  j 
Ali  my  fire  would  fali  in  scraps ; 
<3ive  your  head  some  gentle  rapt; 
Only  make  it  smart  awhile  : 
Then  could  I  frrbear  to  smile, 
When  I  found  tbe  tingling  pam 
Catering  warm  your  frigid  brain  ; 
Itfake  you  able  upon  sight 
To  decide  of  wrong  and  right ; 
Talk  with  sense  wbate'er  you  płeaje  on; 
Leara  to  relish  tnith  and  reason  ? 

Tbus  we  both  sball  gain  our  prize : 
1  to  laugh,  and  you  grow  wise. 
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*TBM   8TAT  OF  THE  DEAN  IH  BKCLAND.   1726. 

Błow,  ye  Zepbyrs,  gentle  gales  ; 
Gently  fili  the  swelling  sails. 
Keptune,  with  thy  tndent  tong, 
Trident  three-fork'd,  tndent  strong  j 
And  ye  Nereids  fair  and  gay, 
Pairer  than  the  rosę  in  May,    _ 
Kereids  livi«g  in  deep  cares, 
Gently  wash'd  with  gentle  waves : 
Kereids,  Neptune,  luli  asleep 
Ruffling  8torms,  and  ruffled  deep ! 
AU  around  in  pompous  state, 
On  this  richer  Argo  wait : ' 
Argo,  bring  my  Golden  Fleece  ; 
Argo,  bring  bim  to  his  Greece. 
Will  Cadenus  longer  stay  ł 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  away ; 
Come  with  all  the  hastę  of  love, 
Come  unto  thy  turtIe-dove.  \ 

Tbe  i  ipen'd  cherry  on  the  tree 
Hangs,  and  only  hangs  for  thee ; 
Xusciou8  peaches,  mellow  pears, 
Ceres  with  ber  yetlow  ears, 
And  the  grapę,  both  red  and  white, 
Grapę  inspiring  just  delight; 
All  are  ripe,  and  courting  sue 
To  be  pluck'd  and  press'd  by  you.  v  ' 

Pioks  have  losł.  their  blooming  red, 
•  Mourning  hang  their  drooping  head ; 
£very  ftower  languid  seems; . 
"Wanta  the  colour  of  thy  beam*. 


Beams  of  wondroui  farce  aad.power, 
Beams  rermng  etery  flowcr. 
Come,  Cadenus,  Mess  onoe  morę, 
Bless  again  thy  native  shore; 
Bless  again  this  drooping  ule, 
Make  its  weeping  beauties  smile,  ' 
Beauties  tbat  tbioe  absence  monni, 
Beauties  wishing  thy- return. 
Come,  Cadenus,  come  with  hastę, 
Come  before  the  winter's  blast; 
Swifter  than  the  lightnmg  fly ; 
Or  I,  Uke  Yanessa,  diet. 


A  LETTER  TO  THE  DR4N, 

WBSM  IX  SMOLAKU.      1726. 

You  will  ezcuse  me,  I  luppose, 
For  sending  rhyme  instead  of  prose, ' 
Because  hot  weather  makes  me  lary  $ 
To  write  in  metre  is  morę  easy. 

While  you  are  trudging  London  town* 
I  'm  stroliing  Dublin  up  and  down ; 
While  you  convene  with  lords  and  dukety 
I  have  their  betters  here,  my  oooks : 
Fix'd  in  an  elbow-chair  at  ease, 
I  choose  companions  as.  I  płease. 
I  'd  rather  have  one  single  shelf 
Than  all  my  friend*,  exoept  younełf ; 
For  after  all  that  can  be  saki, 
Our  best  acauaintance  are  the  dead. 
While  you  'rc  in  raptures  with  Faustina f  j 
I  'm  charm'd  at  borne  with  our  Sheełina. 
While  you  are  starving  there  in  state, 
I  'hi  cramming  here  with  butchers.meat. 
You  say,  wben  with  those  lords  you,  dine, 
They  treat  you  with  the  best  of  winę, 
Burgundy,  Cypru*,  and  Tokay ; 
Why  so  can  we,  as  weH  as  tbey  . 
No  reason  then,  my  dear  good  dean, 
But  you  sbould  travel  borne  agam. 
What  thougb  you  may  n't  in  Ireiand  hop© 
To  And  such  folk  as  Gay  and  Pope; 
If  you  with  rhymers  here  woułd  share 
But  half  the  wit  that  you  can  spare, 
I M  lay  twelve  eggs,  that  in  twelve  daym, 
You  'd  make  a  dozen  of  Popea  and  Gays* 

Our  weather  's  good,  our  sky  is  elear; 
We  >ve  erery  joy,  if  you  were  herej 
So  lofty  and  so  brigbt  a  sky 
Was  never  seen  by  IrelamTs  eye  ! 
I  think  it  fit  to  let  you  know, 
This  week  I  sball  to  Quilca  go ; 
To  see  M*Fayden's  borny  brothers 
First  suck,  and  after  buli  tbeir  mothers; 
To  see,  alaa  !  my  wither'd  trees  ! ' 
To  see  what  all  the  country  sees ! 
My  stunted  quicks,  my  famishM  beevea, 
My  senrants  such  a  pack  of  tbieves  ; 
My  shattertł-firs,  my  blasted  oaks, 
My  house  in  common  to  all  folka  ; 
No  eabbage  for  a  single  snail, 
My  turnips,  carrota,  parsnipa,  fail ; 
My  no  green  peas,  my  few  green  sprouts  ; 
My  mother  always  in  the  pouts  ; 

1  Sifnora  Faustina,  a  ftmoot  Italia*  amger. 
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SfyJjon»itt,irgOueastray;  v 

My  fish  all  stol'n,  ot  ran  away  ; 
My  mutton  lem,  my  pullets  old, 
My  poultry  stair'd,  the  corn  mil  sold. 

A  man,  oome  now  from  Quitea,  says, 
"They  »ve  *  stoPn  the  locks  from  all  yoor  keyi  :» 
But,,  what  not  fret  and  vex  me  morę, 
He  nys,  "  Thty  stole  the  keys  before. 
They  »ve  stoPn  the  knifes  from  all  the  forks; 
And  half  the  cows  from  half  the  sturks." 
Nay  morę,  the  follow  swears  and  vows, 
M  They  *re  stolon  the  sturks  from  half  the  cows:  » 
With  many  morę  accounts  of  woe. 
Yet,  though  the  deril  be  there,  PU  go: 
•Twhrt  you  and  me  the  reason  's  elear, 
Because  I  >ve  morę  vexation  herc 


PALINODIA. 

■OftACl,   BOOK  I.  ODB  XVI. 

GasAT  sir,  than  Phtisbus  morę  dńrine, 
Whose  ▼crses  far  his  rays  out-shjne, 

lock  down  upon  yoor  quondam  foe ; 
Oh  !  tet  me  never  write  again, 
If  I  e*er  disoblige  you,  dean, 

Shoald  you  compassion  show. 

Take  those-  Iambics  which  1  wrote, 
When  anger  madę  me  piping  hot, 

And  give  them  to  your  cook, 
To  singe  your  fowl,  or  save  your  pastę, 
The  nezt  time  when  you  have  a  feast ; 

They  >ll  save  yon  many  a  book. 

To  bum  them,  you  are  not  cootent ; 
I  give  yob  then  my  free  consent, 

To  sink  them  in  the  harbour ; 
If  not  they  'U  seire  to  set  off  blocks, 
To  roli  on  pipes,  and  twist  in  locks; 

So  ghre  them  to  yoor  barber. 

Or,  when  you  nezt  your  physic.take, 
I  must  entreat  you  then  to  make 

A  proper  application ; 
JTis  what  I  've  done  myself  before, 
With  Dan's  fine  thoughts,  and  many  morę, 

Who  gave  me  prorocation. 

What  cannot  mighty  anger  do  ? 

It  makes  the  weak  the  stron?  pursue, 

A  goose  attack  a  swan ; 
It  makes  a  woman,  tooth  and  nail, 
Her  husband's  hands  and  face  assail, 

While  he  's  no  longer  man. 

TTiough  some,  we.find,  are  morę  discreet, 
Before  the  world  are  wondrous  sweet. 

And  let  their  husbands  hector : 
But,  when  the  world  >s  asleep  they  wake, 
That  is  the  time  they  choose  to  speak; 

Witness  the  curtain-lecturd 

Soch  was  the  case  with  you,  I  find  : 
All  day  you  could  conceal  your  mind  ; 

Bot  when  9L  Patrick's  chimes 
AwakM  your  Muse  (my  midnight  curse, 
When  I  enga*'d  for  better  for  worse), 

You  soolded  with  your  rhymes. 

*  They  is  the  grand  thief  of  the  county  of  Cavan; 
lor  wbaterer  is  stolen,  if  you  inquire  pł  a  serrant 
aboot  it,  ta*  answer  is,  «  Tkty  have  stolen  H." 

WAUULMŁ*. 


Hayedone!  ha ve  done!  IquitQiefield$ 
To  you,  as  to  my  wife,  I  yield : 

As  she  must  weair  the  breeche*  ; 
So  shall  you  wearthe  laurel-crown, 
Win  it,  and  wear  it,  tis  your  own  ; 

The  poet's  only  riches. 


BEOS  BIRTH-DAY. 

worsKBEa  8,  1726. 

_  • 

This  day,  dear  Bec,  is  thy  natmty  *f 
Had  Fate  a  lupkier  one,  she  'd  give  it  ye  3 
She  chose  a  thread  of  greatest  length, 
And  doubly  twisted  it  for  strength  ; 
Nor  will  be  able  with  her  shears 
To  cut  it  off  these  forty  years. 
Then  who  says  care  will  kill  a  cat  ? 
Rebecca  shows  they  'se  out  in  that. 
For  she,  though  over-run  with  care, 
Continues  healthy,  fot,  and  fair. 

As,  if  the  gout  should  seize  the  head, 
Doctors  pronounce  the  patient  dead  i 
But,  if  they  can,  by  all  their  arts, 
Eject  it  to  th'  esetremest  parts, 
They  gńre  the  sick  man  joy,  and  praisa 
^The  gout,  that  will  prolong  his  days  ; 
Rebecca  thus  I  gladly  greet, 
Who  drives  her  cares  to  hands  and  feet: 
For,  though  phi1o«ophers  maintain 
The  limbs  are  guided  by  the  brain, 
Quite  contrary  Rebecca  'a  led, 
Her  hands  and  feet  condnet  her  head, 
By  arbitrary  power  convey  her  j 
She  ne'er  considers  why,  or  where : 
Her  hands  may  meddle,  feet  may  wander, 
Her  head  is  but  a  merę  by-ctander; 
And  all  her  bustliog  but  supplies 
The^Mirt  of  wholsome  eaercise. 
Thus  natare  hath  reso!v'd  to  pay  her 
The  cat's  nine  lives,  and  eke  tłie  care. 

Lang  may  she  live,  and  help  her  friends 
Whene'er  it  suita  her  próate  ends  ; 
Domestic  business  nerer  miód 
Tili  coffee  has  her  stomach  linM; 
But,  when  her  breakfast  ghre*  her  courags, 
Then  think  on  Stel  I  as  chickeu-porridge  ; 
I  mean  when  Tiger  l  has  been  serv'd, 
Or  else  poor  Stella  may  be  starrM. 

May  Bec  have  many  an  evening  nap, 
With  Tiger  slabbering  in  ber  lap  ; 
But  always  take  a  special  care 
She  does  not  orerset  the  chair  ( 
Still  be  she  curious,  never  hearken 
To  any  speech  but  Tiger»s  barking ! 

And  when  she  's  in  s  not  her  scenę, 
Stella  long  dead,  but  first  the  dean, 
May  'fortunę  and  her  coffee  get  her 
Gompanions  that  may  please  her  better ! 
Whole  afternoons  will  sit  beside  her, 
Nor  for  negleots  or  blunders  chide  her, 
A  goodly  set  as  can  be  found 
Of  hearty  gossips  pratiog  round ; 
Fresh  from  a  wedding  or  a  christening, 
To  teacb  ber  ears  the  art  of  listening. 
And  please  her  morę  to  hear  them  tattle, 
Than  the  dean  storm,  or  Stella  rattte, 

ł     ^Mrs.  Dingley's  forourite  lap-dog. 
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Łatę  be  bar  death,  one  gofr  nrit 
When  Hermes,  waiting  wjta  hj»  wd, 
Shąll  to  Elysian  field*  uwite  ner ! 
Wbere  there  shatt  be  no  cares  to  frjgbt  hcrł 


*WlfTSpOEM*. 


OH  TBI 


XX)LLAR  OF  TIGER, 

MBS.    DINGL£Y's    LAP-DCC. 


F*ay  steal  me  not ;  1  'm  Mrs.  Du)gley's, 
Whote  heart  ia  thii  four-footed  thkig  liee» 


EPIGRAMS  ON  WINDOWS. 

MOST  Of  THEM  WRJTT*N   IN   172$. 
Ł  ON  A  WINDOW  AT  AN   IND* 

Wi  fly  from  hntury  and  weałth. 
To  hardships,'  in  pursuit  of  bealth  ; 
From  generbus  wines  and  coatly  fans. 
And  doang  m  in  ea*y  char ; 
Pursue  tbe  goddess  Health  in  vain, 
To  find  ber  jn  a  country  see*?. 
And  erery  wheje  ber  footsteps  traCfe* 
And  see  her  marks  in  every  face  j 
And  still  her  iarouritas  we  meet, 
Crowding  tbe  roads  witb  naked  ieefc 
But,  oh !  bo  faintly  we  pur*ue, 
We  ne'er  can  have  her  in  fuli  viesfc 


XL    AT  AK  INK  1K  ENGŁAKa 

T hi  glass,  by  lorers  nnmrner  fahunrM, 

Dims  and  obscunee  our  sigat  e 
fco  when  our  pasaiom  kwe  bata.  stiort^ 

It  darkens  reason's  light. 


IIL    ANOTHEIL 

Thk  cburcb  and  clergy  berę,  no  doot*^ 

Are  very  near  a-kin  ; 
Both  weather-beaten  are  without, 

And  empty  both  within. 


|V.    AT<^&>T» 


My  landlord  is  cml, 
But  dear  as  the  d— I : 
Your  pockets  grow  emptyy 
With  nothing  to  temnt  ye* 
The  winę  is  so  sour, 
Twitl  ghre  you  a  scour £ 
Tbe  beer  and  tbe  ale, 
Are  mingled  with  stale  | 
The  ?eal  is  such  carrion, 
A  dog  would  be  weary  o£ 
AU  this  1  have  felt, 
for  1  Ure  on  a  smejt. 


■p* 


V.  ANOTHi^^.(^JnP9^ 


Tai  walls  of  trostow* 
ArefuUof  renow^ 


And  strangers  ddighi  to  w*Ą  «P*>  *m* 

But  as  for  the  dweliera, 

Both  buyero  and  aeUers. 
For  me  you  may  hang  'em,  or 


f   VL    AKOrH&ft,  AT  BOjLYHftAD  K 

O  Neftonb  '  Neptune!  mast  {stul 
Be  here  detain'd  agaioat  my  will  ? 
Is  this  your  justice,  when  1  'm  come 
Above  two  hundied  miles  from  borne  ? 
Ołer  mountains  steep,  ołer  dusty  płains, 
Half  chok'd  with  dust,  half  drowutt  wita 
Only  your  godship  to  impiore. 
To  let  mc  kiss  your  other  shone  ? 
A  boon  so  smali !  btit  l  may  weep, 
Wbite  you  »re,  iue  Baal,  fiut  aaleep. 


VII.    ANOTasa  waiTTBn  o  w> w  a  vupxnr 

THUB  WAS  HO  WRITING  BBFOUU 

« 

Thanks  to  my  stan,  I  once  can  see 
A  window  here  from  ficribbUng  free : 
Here  no  conćeited  coacoinbs  pasa. 
To  scratch  their  paltry  draba  on  głosej 
Nor  party-fbol  is  caUing  names, 
Or  dealing  crowns  to  George  and  Jamęs. 


VIII.      ON  SEBIHC  YBB8BS  WEnTON  CPON 

AT  INN8. 


IX.    ANOTHER. 

By  Satan  taught,  all  conjiimn  knoar 
Your  mistress  in  a  glass  to  show, 

Aad  you  can  do  as  much : 
In  this  the  devil  and  you  agree: 
Nonę  e'er  madę  verses  worse  tban  be. 

And  tbine  I  swear  are  such. 


The  sagę  wbo  said  ba  sbould  be  proud 

Of  windowa  in  his  hreaat, 
Because  he  ne*er  a  thought  aWow*d ' 

That  migbt  not  be  conleat ; 

His  window  scrawPd  by  every  raka, 
His  breast  agatn  would  corer; 

And  fairly  bid  the  devil  take 
The  diamond  aad  the  letwr, 


X    ANOTHER, 

That  love  is  tbe  devfl,  I  tl  prore  when  leyar^ 

Those  rhymers  abundantly  show  it : 
Tbey  swear.  that  they  all  by  love  ara  mapir^d, 

And  the  devil  's  a  damnabłe  poet. 

TO  JANUS,  ON  NEfr-YEAnS-BAY* 

Two-facM  Janus,  gpd  of  time  1 
Be  my  Pbosbus  wbjle  I  rbyme  ; 
To  oblige  your  crony  Swift, 
Mag  our  dama  a  new-year*«-flsft : 

1  Tbffie  veraes  are  akaed  J-^K— x  boi  ■rrittan#J§k 
ią.is  preeumed,  in  Dr.  Swift'8  band. 
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8be  ha*  gdt  bat  half  a  face : 
Janus,  srace  tbou  hast  a  brace, 
To  my  lady  once  be  .kind  ; 
Gire  ber  half  tby  face  behind* 

God  of  time,  HF  you  be  wiec, 
Look  not  with  your  futurę  eyes  ; 
What  imports  thy  fbrward  sight? 
Weil,  if  you  could  lose  it  ąuite. 
Can  you  take  detigbt  Ib  viewing 
This  poor  isle'8  l  appcoaćhing  ruin, 
"When  thy  retrospection  vast 
Sees  the  glorious  ages  past  ? 
Happy  natiou,  were  we  blind, 
Or  had  only  eyes  behind  ! 

"  Drown  your  morals,"  madam  cties, 
*'  I  '11  bave  nonę  but  fbrward  eyes  ; 
Prodes  decay'd  about  may  tack, 
Strain  their  neeks  with  looking  back* 
Give  me  time  when  coming  on : 
Who  regards  bim  when  he  's  gone  ? 
By  tbe  dean  tbough  grave!y  told^ 
New  years  help  to  make  me  old  j 
Yet  I  find  a  new  year*s  lace 
Burnishes  an  old  yeart  face : 
Give  me  vdvet  and  quadrttle. 
1  'U  have  youth  and  beauty  s$in.* 


A  PASTORAŁ  DIALOGUB, 

WBITTBJł  APTBB  TBE  HBWS  OF  TU*  KlKO^  DKATB  *. 

RicHifOND-ŁODGB  is  a  house  with  a  smali  park  be- 
longing  to  tbe  •crown,  It  was  usually  granted 
by  tbe  crown  for  a  lease  of  years.  The  duke  of 
Ormond  was  the  last  who  had  it  After  bis  ezile, 
H  was  gron  to  the  prince  of  Wales  by  tbe  king. 
The  prince  and  princess  usually  passed  their 
sununer  there.   It  is  within  a  mile  of  Richmond. 

Marblb-hiu.  ib  a  house  built  by  Mr*.  Howard, 
then  of  the  bed-chamber,  now  countóss  of  Sufibłk, 
and  groom  of  the  stole  to  the  queen.  It  is  on 
the  Mjddlesez  aide,  nearTwiekenham,  where  Mr. 
Pope  lived,  and  about  two  miles  from  Richmood- 
lodge.  Mr.  Pope  was  the  contriver  of  the  gar- 
dens,  lord  Herbert  the  architect,  the  dean  of 
St  Patrick's  chief  butler  and  keeper  of  the  ice- 
house.  Upon  king  George'*  death,  these  two 
houses  met,  and  had  the  following  dialogue* 

Ik  spite  of  Pope,  in  spite  of  Gay, 
And  all  that  he  or  tbey  can  say, 
8ing  on  I  must,  and  sing  I  will 
Of  Richmond-lodge  and  Marble-hiU, 

Last  Friday  night,  as  neighbours  use» 
This  eouple  met  to  talk  of  news : 
For  by  old  prorerbs  it  appears, 
That  walk  have  tongues,  and  hedges  eara, 

harbłb-jiiłł. 

Quoth  Marble-hill,  right  well  I  ween, 
Your  mistress  uow  is  grown  a  queen; 

1  Ireland. 

*  George  I.  wno  4»ed  after  a  ahort  sSckness  by 
eating  a  melon,  at  Osnaburg,  in  nis  way  to  Han- 
over,  June  11,  1727. — The  poem  was  carried  to 
eourt,  and  rad  to  lanc  George  ||»  ąad  aueen  Ca- 


You  'U  fin£  it  soon  by  woeful  proof ; 
6he  Ml  come  no  morę  beneath  your  root 


RfCBMOND-LODCB. 

The  kingly  prophet  well  evinces, 
That  we  shoułd  put  no  trust  iu  pnncesi 
My  royal  master  promis'd  me 
To  raise  me  to  a  high  degree ;      » 
But  be  'a  now  grown  a  king,  God  wot* 
I  fear  I  shall  be  soon  forgot 
You  see,  when  folks  hav»  got  their  ends* 
How  ąuickly  they  neglect  their  friends  j 
Yet  I  may  say,  'twurt  me  and  you, 
Pray  God,  they  now  may  find  as  tnie  1 

MARBLB-UILL. 

My  house  was  built  but  for  a  show, 
My  ladyłs  empty  pockets  know ; 
And  now  she  will  not  have  a  shilljng, 
To  raise  the  stairs,  or  build  the  cielingj 
Por  all  the  courtly  madams  round 
Now  pay  four  shiflings  in  the  pound  s 
Tis  come  to  what  I  always  thought : 
My  damę  is  hardly  wortli  a  groaŁ 
Had  you  and  I  been  courtiers  bom, 
We  should  not  thus  have  lain  fbrlorat 
For  those  we  deztrous  courtiers  cali, 
Can  rise  upon  their  mastera' /a//; 
But  we,  unlucky  and  unwise, 
Must /a//  because  our  mastera  ńse* 

>     BlCHMOHD-ŁODOBr 

My  master,  scarce  a  fortnight  srace* 
Was  grown  as  wealthy  as  a  prince; 
But  now  it  will  be  no  such  thing, 
For  he  'U  be  poor  as*  any  king  ; 
Ąnd  by  his  crown  will  nothing  get, 
But  like  a  king  to  run  in  debt. 

MAftBLB-HILŁ. 

No  morę  the  dean,  that  grave  dmnej, 
Shall  keep  the  key  of  my  no— winę; 
My  ice-house  rob,  as  heretofore, 
And  steal  my  artichokes  no  morę  ; 
Poor  Patty  Blount  no  morę  be  seea 
Bedraggled  in  my  walks  so  grecn : 
Plump  Johnny  Gay  will  now  elope ; 
And  here  no  morę  will  dangle  Pope* 

ftlCHMOND-LODGB* 

Here  wont  the  dean,  when  he  '8  to  seełu 
To  spunge  a  break&st  once  a  week  j 
To  ery  the  bread  was  stale,  and  mutter 
Complainte  against  the  royal  butter. 
But  now  1  fear  it  wili  be  said, 
No  butter  sticks  upon  his  bread. 
We  soon  shall  find  him  fali  of  spleen* 
For  want  of  tattliug  to  the  qu<  en  ; 
Stunning  her  royal  ears  with  talking  ; 
His  reveren.ee  and  her  highness  walking  $ 
Whilst  lady  Charloite  3,  like  a  stroller, 
Sits-mouńted  on  the  garden-roller. 
A  goodiy  sight  to  sec  i, er  ride 
With  ancient  Mirmont 4  at  her  side. 
In  velvet  cap  his  bead  lies  warm ; 
His  hat  for  show  beneath  his  arm. 

a  Lady  Charlotte  de  Roussy,  a  French  lady. 

4  Marquia  de  fttrmoot,  a  Frenca  man  of  qoality.> 


460 


SWIFTS  POEMSL 


MAlBLB-Hltl* 


Sonie  South-sea  broker  finom  tbe  city 
'  Will  purchase  me,  ihe  morę  'i  tbe  pity; 
Lay  all  my  fine  plantations  waste, 
To  fit  them  to  his  vulgar  taate : 
ChangM  for  the  worse  in  erery  part, 
My  master  Pope  will  break  hu  hearl 

KICHlfOWD-ŁODGS. 

In  my  own  Thames  may  I  be  drowndej, 
If  e*er  I  stoop  beneath  a  crown'd-head : 
Escept  her  mąjesty  prevails 
To  place  me  with  the  prince  of  Wales  $ 
And  then  shall  [  be  free  from  fears, 
For  he  'U  be  prince  theae  fifty  years* 
I  then  will  tara  a  conrtier  too, 
And  serre  the  times,  as  otbers  da. 
Plain  loyalty,  not  built  on  hope, 
I  leare  to  your  contriver,  Pope: 
Kone  loves  his  king  and  country  bettef* 
Yet  nona  was  erer  less  their  debter. 

MAKBLI-HILL. 

Hien  let  him  come  and  take  a  nap 
In  snmmer  on  my  verdant  łap  ? 
Prefer  our  villas,  were  the  Thames  S*t 
To  Remington,  or  hot  St  James's : 
Kor  shall  I  duli  in  wieńce  sit; 
Tor  tis  to  me  he  owes  his  wit ; 
My  groVes,  my  ecboes,  and  my  btrd*) 
Have  taught  him  his  poetic  words. 
We  gardens,  and  you  wildernessas* 
Assist  all  poets  in  distresses. 
Him  twice  a  week  I  berę  expect, 
To  rattle  Moody  5  for  neglect ; 
An  idle  rogne,  who  spends  his  quartridgt> 
In  tippling  at  the  Dog  and  parłńdge  ; 
And  I  can  hardly  get  him  aown 
Three  times  a  week  to  brush  my  gown» 

aiCHMOND-LODCŁ. 

1  pity  you,  dear  Marble-hill ; 
But  hope  to  see  you  flourish  still* 
All  hsppiness~-and  so  adieu. 

MARBLS-HILL. 

Kind  Bichmond-todge,  the  same  to  yon. 


s 


DESIRE  AND  POSSESSION. 

1727. 

*Ti8  strange,  what  different  thoughts  inspira 
In  men,  Possession  and  Desire ! 
Think  what  they  wish  so  great  a  blessing  ; 
So  disappoiuted  wben  possessing  1 

A  moralist  profoundly  sagę 
(l  know  not  in  what  book  or  page, 
Or  whether  o'er  a  pot  of  ale) 
Belated  thus  the  following  tale. 

Possession,  and  Desire  his  brotber, 
Bat  still  at  ▼ariance  with.each  otber, 
Were  seen  contending  in  a  race  j 
And  kept  at  first  an  equal  pace : 
Tis  said  their  coursecontinued  long; 
Por  this  was  aotive,  that  was  strong :  * 

*  The  gaidentr. 


TiU  Envy,  Slander,  Sloth,  and  DouM, 
Misled  them  many  a  league  afcout. 
iteductt  by  some  deceiring  light, 
They  take  the  wrong  way  for  the  right ; 
Throogh  slippery  by-roads  dark  and  dećft 
They  often  climb,  and  often  creep. 

Etesire,  the  swifter  of  the  two, 
Along  the  plain  like  lightning  flew  ; 
Till,  entering  on  a  hroad  high-way, 
Where  power  and  tiłUs  scatterM  liyf 
He  8trove  to  pick  np  all  he  fbund, 
And  by  ezcarsions  lost  his  groand  t 
No  sooner  got,  than  with  disdain 
He  threw  them  on  the  gronnd  again; 
And  hasted  forward  to  pursue 
Fresh  objects  fairer  to  his  Tiew, 
In  hope,to  spring  some  nobler  gamę; 
Bat  all  be  took  was  just  the  same : 
Too  scornral  new  to  stop  his  pace, 
He  spurn'd  them  in  his  riTaPs  face. 

Possession  kept  the  beaten  road, 
And  gather*d  all  his  brother  strow'd  j 
Bot  OYerchars/d,  and  out  of  wind 
Though  strong  in  limbs,  he  lagg>d  behimL 

Desire  had  now  the  goal  in  stght : 
It  was  a^tower  of  monstrous  height, 
Where  on  the  summit  Fortone  stands, 
A  crown  and  sceptre  in  her  hands  ; 
Beneath,  a  chasm  as  deep  as  Heli, 
Where  many  a  bold  adrenturer  felL 
Desire  m  rapture  gaz'd  awhile, 
And  saw  the  treacherous  goddess  smile  ; 
But,  as  be  climb*d  to  grasp  the  crown, 
She  knock'd  him  with  the  sceptre  down. 
He  tumbled  in.the  gulph  profound, 
There  doom'd  to  wbirl  an  endless  round. 

Possession's  load  was  grown  so  great, 
He  sunk  beneath  the  cumberdus  weight  z 
And,  as  he  now  expiring  lay, 
Flocks  erery  ominohs  btrd  ołprey ; 
The  raren,  rultnre,  owi,  and  kitę, 
At  once  upon  his  carcase  light, 
And  strip  his  hide,  and  pick  his  bones, 
Regardless  of  his  dying  groans. 


ON  CENSURE*    1727. 

Ys  wise,lnstruct  me  to  endure 

An  eril  whieb  admtts  no  cure ; 

Or  how  this  evil  can  he  borne, 

Which  breeds  at  once  botb  hate  and  scom. 

Barę  innocence  is  no  sapport, 

When  you  afe  try'd  in  ScandaTs  court, 

Stand  high  in  honour,  wealth,  or  wit : 

All  others  who  inferior  sit, 

ConceWe  tbemselves  in  consciencehoand 

To  join,  and  drag  you  to  the  ground. 

Your  altitude  offends  tbe  eyes 

Of  those  who  want  the  power  to  rise, 

The  world,  a  willing  stander-by, 

Inclines  to  aid  a  specions  lye  ; 

Alas !  they  would  not  do  you  wrong  ; 

But  all  appearauces  are  strong ! 

Yet  whence  proceeds  this  weight  we  lay 
On  what  detracting  people  say  ? 
For  let  mankind  discharge  their  tongnes 
In  venom,  Uli  they  burst  thfir  lungt, 


THE  FURNTTURE  OF  A  WOMAKS  MTtfD. 


*?• 


flłclr  ntmost  malice  casmot  make 
Your  head,  or  tooth,  or  finger  ake ; 
Kor  spoil  your  shape,  distort  your  faoej 
Or  pat  one  featare  out  of  place  ; 
Kor  will  you  find  yoor  fortunę  srak , 
By  what  they  speak  or  what  they  think ; 
Kor  can  ten  hundred  thousand  lyes        v 
Make  you  less  vjrtuous,  learn'd,  or  wiaes 

The  most  efibctual  way  to  banlk 
Their  malice,  ta— to  let  them  talk. 


THE  FURN1TURE 
OF  A  WOMAN»S  MIND.    1727. 

A  sst  of  phrases  learnt  by  rotę; 
A  pajskm  for  a  scarlet-coat; 
Wnen  at  a  play,  to  laugh,  or  ery, 
Yet  cannot  tell  the  reason  why  ; 
Nerer  to  hołd  ber  tongue  a  minutę, 
While  all  she  prates  has  nothing  in  it ; 
Whole  hours  can  with  a  coKComb  sit, 
And  take  his  nonsense  all  for  wit ; 
Her  learning  mounts  to  read  a  song. 
Bat  half  the  words  pronouncing  wrong "; 
fclath  erery  repartee  in  storę 
Sbe  spoke  ten  thousand  times  before) 
Can  ready  complimenta  supply 
On  all  occasions,  cut  aud  dry  ; 
Such  hatred  to  a  parson's  gown, 
The  sight  will  put  her  in  a  swooa  $ 
For  couYenation  well  endued, 
She  calls  tt  witty  to  be  rude  ; 
And,  placing  raillery  in  railing, 
"Wij!  tell  aloud  your greatest  failrag ; 
Nor  make  a  scruple  to  expose 
Your  bandy  leg,  or  crooked  nose 5 
Can  at  her  monńng  tea  run  o'cr 
The  scandal  of  the  day  before; 
Improring  hourly  in  her  skill 
To  cheat  and  wrangle  at  quadrill*. 

In  choosing  lace,  a  critic  nrce, 
Knows  to  a  groat  the  lowcst  prico ; 
Can  in  her  female  clubs  dispute, 
What  linen  best  tlie  silk  will  suit, 
What  colours  each  complexjon  metali, 
And  wbere  with  art  to  place  a  pitch. 

lf  chance  a  mouse  creeps  i  u  her  sight, 
Can  finely  counterfcit  a  fright ; 
So  sweetly  screams,  if  it  cotnes  near  her, 
She  rarahes  all  bearts  to  hear  her. 
Can  dextrously  her  husband  tease, 
By  taking  fits  whene^er  she  plcase ; 
By  łreouent  practice  learns  the  trick 
At  jproper  seasons  to  be  sick; 
Thtnks  nothing  gires  one  airs  so  pretty, 
At  odce  ercating  love  and  pity. 
If  Molly  happens  to  be  careless, 
And  but  ńeglects  to  warm  her  hair-lace, 
She  gets  a  cold  as  surę  as  death, 
And  vows  she  scarce  can  fetch  her  breath; 
Admires  how  modest  women  can 
Be  so  robustiouty  like  a  man. 
.   In  party,  mrious  to  her  power  ; 
A  bitter  Whig,  or  Tory  sour  j 
Her  arguments  directly  tend 
Against  th«  side  file  would  defend  ; 


Will  prore  herself  a  Tory  plain, ' 
From  principles  the  Whigs  maintain; 
And,  to  defend  the  Whiggish  cause, 
Her  topics  from  the  Tories  draws. 

6  yes  1  if  any  man  can  find 
Morę  virtues  in  a  woman's  mind, 
Let  them  be  sent  to  Mrs.  Harding  ' ; 
She  '11  pay  the  charges  to  a  farthmg; 
Take  notice,  she  has  my  commission 
To  add  them  in  the  nart  edition ; 
They  may  out-sell  a  better  thing  r 
So,  haUoo,  boys  ;  God  sare  the  king ! 


CLEFER  TOM  CLINCH 

•OINC  TO  SB  U  ANGED.  1727. 

As  ekwer  Tom  Clinch,  while  the  rabble  was  bawling, 
Rode  stately  through  Holbourn  to  die  in  his  calling, 
He  stopt  at  The  George  for  a  bottle  of  sack, 
And  promis'd  to  pay  for  it  when  he  came  back. 
His  waistcoat,  and  stockings,  and  breeches,  were 
His  cap  had  a  new  cherry  ribband  to  tye  t[white  j 
The  maids  to  the  doors  and  the  baloonies  ran. 
And  said,  "  Lack-a-day  1   ho  'a  a  proper  youmr; 


man 


l» 


But,  as  from  the  windóws  the  ladies  he  spy'd 
like  a  beau  in  the  box,  he  bow»d  Iow  on  each  side  ; 
And,  when  his  last  speech  the  loud  hawkers  did  ery, 
He  swore  from  his  cart,  "  It  was  all  a  damn'd  lye  !"• 
The  hangman  for  pardon  fell  down  on  his  knee  ; 
Tom  gave  him  a  kjek  in  the  guts  for  bis  fee  :• 
Then  said,  "  I  must  speak  to  the  people  a  little  ; 
But  1  'U  see  you  all  damn'd  before  I  will  uohittU  *• 
My  honest  friend  Wild  3  may  he  long  hołd  his  place, 
He  lengthen'd  my  lite  with  a  whole  year  of  grace. 
Take  courage,  dear  comrades,  and  be  not  afraid, 
Nor  slip  this  occasion  to  follow  your  trade  ; 
My  conscience  is  elear,  and  my  spirits  are  calm. 
And  thus  I  go  off  without  prayer-book  or  psalm  ; 
Then  follow  the  practice  of  clever  Tom  Clinch, 
Who  hung  like  a  bero,  and  never  would  flinchl" 


DR.  SWIFT  TO  MR.  POPE, 

wuir,«  aa  was  wwtiko  thi  suhciao. 

Pops  has  the  talent  well  to  speak, 

But  not  to  reach  the  ear ; 
His  loudest  voicc  is  Iow  and  weak, 

The  dean  too  deaf  to  hear. 

Awbile  they  on  each  otber  lock, 

Then  different  studies  chuae : 
The  dean  sits  plodding  on  a  book ; 

Pope  walka,  and  courts  the  Muse. 

Now  backs  of  letters  *,  though  design'd 

For  those  who  morę  will  need  'em, 
Are  filPd  with  hints,  and  raterlinM, 

Himself  can  hardiy  read  'em. 

1  Widów  of  John  Harding,  the  Drapier's  prin- 
ter.    N. 
8  A  cant  word  for  apnfossing  at  the  gallowa,         ' 

3  The  noted  thief-catcher,  under-keeper  of  New- 
gate,  who  was  hanged  for  recciving  stolen  gooda, 

4  An  allusion  to  tha  singularity  mentionad  p." 
453.    2V; 


JSach  atom  by  somc  other  struci? 

AU  turns  and  motions  tries  i 
Till,  in  a  lamp  together  stack 

Behold  a  poem  rise ! 

Vet  to  the  dean  his  sbare  allot } 
.  He  claims  it  by  a  canon ; 
Thal  without  which  a  thing  u  noty 
ls,  causa  sine  qua  non. 

Thus,  Pope,  in  yain  you  toast  yoiłr  wit  } 

For,  had  our  deaf  dhine 
Been  for  yoor  conversation  fit, 

You  had  not  writ  a  linę, 

<W  Sberlock  5  thus,  for  preaching  fam'd» 

The  sexton  rea*on'd  well ; 
ĄnA  justly  half  the  nierit  claim'd, 

Because  be  rang  the  bel/. 


8WIFTS  POEMS. 


A  LOVE  POEM 

ftOM  A   PHYSICIAN  TO   HIS   MlSTfttSS. 

wuittkn  at  london  in  the  yiaa  1727* 

By  poeta  we  are  well  assnrM   . 

That  k>ve,  alas !  can  nełer  be  cur>d: 

A  ooroplicated  heap  of  HU, 

Despising  bołutes  and  piUs. 

Ah !  Chloe,  this  I  And  »  true, 

Since  fint  I  ga*e  my  beart  to  yuu» 

Now,  by  your  craelty  hard-bound, 

I  stram  my  guts,  my  colon  wound. 

Now  jeakmsy  my  grumbling  tr;pe$ 

Assaults  with  grating,  grinding  gripes* 

When  pity  in  those  eyei  I  view, 

My  boweb  wambling  make  me  spew* 

When  I  an  amorom  kiss  desigrfd, 

I  Mck'd  a  hurricane  of  wind. 

Once  you  a  gentle  sigh  let  fali ; 

Hemember  bow  I  tuck'd  H  ałl : 

Wbat  colie  pangs  frora  thence  I  felt, 

ftad  you  but  known,  your  heart  would  melt, 

tike  ruffling  winda  in  carerns  pent, 

Till  naturę  pointed  out  a  vent» 

Bow  hate  yoa  tom  my  heart  to  pieces 

With  maggots,  humotiro,  and  caprices  1 

By  which  I  got  the  hamorrhoids  ; 

And  loathtome  ttormt  my  cnut  roids. 

Wben^er  I  bear  a  rivaj  nam'd, 

I  feel  my  body  all  iunam'd  ; 

Which,  breaking  out  in  boiU  and  Maneta 

With  yellotoflth  my  linen  stains ; 

Or,  parch'd  with  unextniguish,d  thirst, 

Small-beer  I  guzzie  till  1  bunt  : 

And  then  I  drag  a  błoated  corput, 

Swell'd  with  a  dropsy,  like  a  porpossflj 

When,  if  I  cannot  purge  or  stale, 

I  must  be  tayptt  to  nil  *pail. 


His  manners  wcura  not  fet  nhn  warty 
Lest  we  should  think  oursehres  neglecteił  % 

And  so  we  saw  him  at  out  gate 
Three  days  befbre  he  was  eatpecteiL 

Aftcr  a  week,  a  montb,  a  ąuarter, 

And  day  succeeding  aftcr  day, 
Says  not  a  word  of  bis  departure, 

Tbough  not  a  sóul  would  have  him  stay* 

I  Ve  said  enough  to  make  him  hlush, 
Methinks,  or  else  the  devil  *s  in  't ; 

But  he  cares  not  for  it  a  ruch, 
Nor  for  my  life  will  take  tbe  hint. 

But  you,  my  dear,  may  let  him  know, 

In  civil  language,  if  be  stays, 
i  How  deep  and  fouł  the  roads  may  grow, 
And  that  he  may  command  tbe  chaise* 

Or  you  may  say — "  My  wife  intends, 
Though  I  should  be  esceeding  proud* 

This  winter  to  invite  some  friends'; 
And,  sir,  I  know,  you  hate  a  crowd.* 

Or,  "  Mn  dean— I  should  with  joy 

Beg  you  would  here  ooatmue  atiU  j 
But  we  must  go  to  Aghoacloy  \ 
.    Or  Mr.  Moore  will  take  it  OL* 

Tbe  house  aocounts  are  daiły  rismg ; 

So  much  his  stąy  doth  swell  the  biMt  | 
My  dearest  Ufo,  it  is  surprismg 

How  much  be  eats,  bow  much  he  twiDs* 

His  brace  pf  puppies  bow  they  stnff ! 

And  they  must  bave  three  męals  a  day* 
Yet  never  think  they  get  enough  j 

His  horsea  too  eat  all  our  hay. 

Oh !  if  I  could,  how  1  would  maul 
His  tallow-face,  and  wain8Cot-paw% 

His  beetle-brows,  and  eyes  of  wali, 
And  make  him  soon  give  up  the  cause  ! 

Must  1  be  erery  moment  chid 

With  Skinny  bonia,  Snipe,  and  Leaa  » I 
Oh  1  that  I  could  but  once  be  r«i  . 

Of  this  insulting  tyrant  dean  i 


DEAN  S9TJPT 

AT  SIR  ARTHUR  ACHG80N*\ 

»  TUI  aOBTH  OP  UEŁAMB. 

Th»  dean  would  visH  Market-hul  \ 

Our  irndtatiou  was  but  slight : 
I  said—"  Why  let  him,  if  he  will  j» 

Aad  so  I  bade  sir  Arthur  write. 

ITbedeaarfa^INułl^nUherWlbebiibop.  N. 


OS  A  FERY  OLD  GIAS8 

AT  MASK1T-HILŁ. 

F*ail  glass !  thou  bea^st  that  name  as  well  as  t£ 
Though  nonę  can  tell,  which  of  us  fint  shall  dje» 

AKswaaBD  EiTKMroai  ar  mu  rwirr. 

Mb  only  ehance  can  kill ;  thou,  fraile*  creature, 
May'st  die,  like  me,  by  ehance ;  but  must  by 


ON  CUTTING  DOWN  THE  OLD  TBOBM 
AT  MARKET-HfLL*. 

At  Market-hill,  as  well  appears, 

fiy  chronicie  of  ancient  datę, 
There  stood  for  many  hundred  yeara 

A  spacious  thorU  before  the  gate* 

1  The  seat  of  Acheson  Moore,  eao> 

»  The  dean  used  to  cali  lady  Aoheaoa  by 


3  a  village  near  the 
where  the  dean  semetiałes 
tree,  which  wsj  a 


of  sir  Arthur  Acheadb* 
madę  a  long  ńśL    Thw 
omi,wsajnACha4\ 


«ANTAfJfc> 


46* 


KiffieY  caffle  &9erf  tfflage«maid, 

And  ort  the  boughs  her  garland  hung  > 

Jtaid  berę,  beneath  the  spreachfjg  sftade, 
Secare  from  satyn  sate  and  song. 

Sir  Archibald  *,  that  va1orous  knight* 

The  lord  of  all  the  fruitfal  plain, 
Would  come  and  listen  with  delrght  j 

For  he  was  fond  of  ruraf  strain. 

(Sir  Archibald,  whoae  fenrourite  nam*  x 

Shall  stand  for  aget  on  recotd, 
By  Soottiih  barda  of  hi  grhest  fenie, 

Wiae  Hawthorodsn  and  Stkttng'8  lord  &.) 

łhit  Time  with  iron  teeth,  I  ween, 
Has  canker*d  all  Hs  brancbes  round ; 

No-fruit  or  błossom  to  be  seen, 

Its  head  reclining  towards  tte  groumi 

This  aged,  siekły,  sapless  thorn, 

Which  most,  alas  !  no  longer  stand, 

Behold  the  cruel  dean  in  soorn 
Cnts  down  with  6acrilegious  hand. 

Damę  Natura,  when  sbe  nw  the  Mow, 

Aatonłtb'd,  gave  a  dreadfnl  shriek  i 
An/i  mother  Telhts  trembled  so, 

She  scarce  recorerM  in  a  week. 

The  tytan  powers,  with  fear  perpTe*'d, 

In  prudence  and  compassion,  serrt 
(For  nonę  eould  HI  whoae  turn  was  flfety 

Sad  omens  of  the  dire  evenL 

The  magpie,  lighting  ou  the  stock, 
Stood  chattering  with  mcessant  din; 

And  with  her  beak  gave  many  a  knock. 
To  ronse  and  warn  the  nymph  withht 

The  owi  foresaw,  in  pentive  mood, 

The  ruin  of  her  ancient  seat ; 
And  fled  in  hastę,  with  all  her  brood, 

To  saek  a  morę  sacnre  retreat 

taat  trolted  forth  the  gentle  swma, 

To  ease  her  itch  against  the  stnop, 
And  dismalry  was  heard  to  whine, 

AU  as  she  scrubb'd  her  measry  rama. 

TT»e  nymph  who  dwells  in  every  tree, 

(If  all  be  tnie  that  poeta  ćhatrt) 
CondemnM  by  fate  s  snpreme  decree, 

Must  die  with  her  expiring  plant 

Thiis,  when  the  gentle  Spina  (bund 

The  thorn  committed  to  her  cant 
Rec«iv'd  its  last  and  deadly  wound, 

She  fled,  and  vanish'd4nto  air. 
But  frcoa  the  root  a  diamal  groan 

First  issoing  strack  the  muiderer's  eaia  j 
And,  m  a  shrill  re*eugfu1  tonę, 

This  prophecy  ha  trambbag  hearfct 

tnired  by  the  knight  Yet  the  dean,  in  one  of  his 
tttaaccountable  hutnoure,  gare  directions  fot  ciiftfug 
ii  down  in  thć  absence  of  sir  Arthur,  whó  Wflś  of 
eourse  highty  tncehsed,  nor  would  see  Swift  fbr 
sbme  time  aftet .  By  way  of  rdaking  his  pedće,  tfie 
dean  wrota  this  póiin:    wftića  had  the  deśffed 

*$it  AirchlbaJd  Acbeaon,  seoreftry  of  ttate  f» 
Mdand. 

*  Bniihfhond  of  rtawfhornden,  rfinó*  alf  tWftiaTo 
Ahttoder  e*rl  of  Stirlrog,  wito  #efe  bóth  friebap 
*  Hr  AJNtoaJd,  $t4  fes***  JorS^ffefrf. 


"  Thott  chief  oontrlffjr  dmf%L% 
Retentless  dean,  ter  ttatSMef  bstfftf     . 

My  kindred  oft  thine  hid*  stall  gaU, 
Thy  gown  and  cassoc  oft  be  tom. 

•'  And  tby  confederate  damę,  who  brag* 
That  she  condemn'd  me  to  the  Hre, 

Shall  rend  her  petticoats  to  raga, 
And  wonnd  her  legs  with  every  biter* 

n  Kor  thou,  lord  Arthur  6,  snalt  escapei 
To  thee  I  often  callM  in  vaift» 

Against  that  assassin  in  crape  : 
Yet  thou  couhTst  tatneły  aft  me  siara  t 

u  Nor,  when  \  felt  the  dreadful  Mow, 
Or  chid  the  dean,  or  pinch'd  thy  spóosft; 

Since  you  cauld  see  me  treated  so 
(An  old  retainer  to  yoor  honaa) : 

"  May  that  fell  dean,  by  wbote  fiunisHMat 
Was  forra'd  this  Machiarilian  plot, 

Kot  )eave  a  thistle  on  thy  land^ 
Then  who  will  own  thee  for  a  Soot  ► 

"  Pigs  and  fenatics,  cows  and  teagas% 
Through  all  thy  empire  1  Jbfttase, 

To  tear  thy  hedges,  join  in  leagues, 
Sworn  to  rewenge  my  thorn  and  flie. 

"  And  thou,  the  wretch  ordainM  by  fate^ 
Neal  Gahagan,  Hibemian  clown, 

WHh  hatchet  blnnter  than  thy  pate, 
To  hack  my  hallow'd  timber  down  | 

"  When  thou,  snspended  high  m  aJr, 

Dy'st  on  a  morę  ignobłe  tree 
(For  thou  shalt  steal  thy  landlord'8  mare^ 

Tbei^bloodycalttff  thnktfisae." 


a* 


CANTATAK 

In  harmony  would  you  ezeel, 
Suit  your  words  to  your  musie  wali} 
For  Fegasus  runs  every  race 
By  galloping  high,  or  level  pac^ 
Or  ambling,  or  sweet  Canterbury9 
Or  with  a  down,  a  high  down  darryi 
No  rictory  he  ever  gofe 
By  joggUng,  joggliog,  jogglmg  trot; 
No  muse  harmonioua  entertains 
Rough,  roistermg,  rustio,  roaring  straiaa. 
Nor  shall  you  twine  the  ćracklmg  baya  * 
By  sneaking,  soiveh'ng  ronndelays* 

Now  slowly  move  your  fiddle^atick  |        ' 
Now,  tantaą,  tantantivi,  ^ujeki 

*  Str  Arthur  Acheson* 

i  ThiseanUta  is  prinaed  with  the  iftaskinasl 
the  London  editkms  of  Swift,  .  Dr.  Baattia,  aftaft 
censnring  the  practiae  of  what  he  oalls  '*  iliieit 
imitation,"  ohserves|  that  '<  this  abtneof  a  aobti 
art  did  not  escape  the  satire  of  Swift}  who  tbcwsjai 
dea/tothe  charms  of  sjroaio,  was  not  Wind  totss* 
absurdicy  of  mnsieians.  He  rseaawneoded  h  t» 
Dr,  £ohUn,aQ  mgeakm  gantlcOMm  of  Iretaad,  ta 
compose  m  oantata,  m  ridkala  of  thb  paatila 
mimiery.  Hera  wa  hvn  motions  imitated,  whJoU 
aretha  mcat  iahannonious,  aad  tommdi  thasaafą 
untousical,— In  a  word,  Swifta  csntata  aaay  «m» 
tfnee  any  person,  that  musie,  if  onlr  isattattfiuy 
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Now  trembling;  shformg,  qxuvenngt  ąuaking, 
Set  hoping-  hearts  of  loren  aching. 
Fly,  fly,  above  the  sky,    % 
^tamblrog,  gambling,  trolloping,  lolloping,  galloping. 
Now  sweep,  sweep  the  deep. 
See  Celta,  Celia  dies, 
While  tnie  Jovers*  eyes 
Weeping  sleep,  sleeping  weep, 
Weeping  sleep,  bo  peep,  bo  peep. 


EPITAPH 


AT  BKtKBLET,   GLOUCBSTSRSHIRB. 

Hbib  lias  tbe  earl  of  Sufiblk's  (boi, 
Men  call'd  him  Dicky  Pearce ; 

His  folly  serv'd  to  make  foljts  laugh, 
When  wit  and  mirth  where  scarce. 

Poor  Dick,  alas !  is  dead  and  gone, 

Wbat  signifies  to  ery  ? 
Dickys  enongb  are  fitiU  behind, 

To  laugh  at  by  and  by. 

Buried  June  18,  1728,  aged  63. 


MY  LADY»S 1 
LAMENTATION  AND  COMPlAINT 

AGAINOT  THE  DEAN. 
•     jolt  28,  1728. 


Sun  nera.  did  man  see 
A  wretch  like  poor  Nancy, 
So  teas*d  day  and  nigbt 
By  a  dean  and  a  knight 
To  punish  my  sinsi 
Sir  Arthur  begins, 
And  gires  me  a  wipe 
Whh  Skinny  and  Snipe  2 : 
Bis  malice  is  phłin, 
Hallooing  the  dean.. 
The  dean  never  stops 
When  beopens  his  chops; 
I  'm  qn1te  over-run 
With  rebus  and  pun.  * 

Before  be  came  here 
To  spunpe  for  good  cheer, 
I  sate  with  delight, 
From  morning  till  night, 
With  two  bony  thumbs 
Gould  rab  my  old  goms, 
Or  scratching  my  nose, 
And  jogging  my  toes ; 
But  at  present,  forsootb, 
I  most  not  rub  a  tooth. 
When  my  elbows  he  sees' 
Held  up  by  my  knees, 
My  arras,  like  two  props 
Sopportmg  my  chops, 
And  jurt  as  I  handle  'em 
Moring  all  like  a  pendu- 

Inm; 
He  trips  up  my  props, 
And  down  my  chin  dropsy 

1  Łady  Achason. 


From  mybead  to  m5Theels; 
Like    a    clock    without 

wheels; 
I  sink  in  the  spleen,  , 
Au  useless  machinę. 

If  he  bod  his  will, 
i  should  nerer  sit  stfll : 
He  comes  with  his  whims, 
I  must  move  my  limbs ; 
I  cannot  be  sweet 
Without  using  my  feef ; 
To  lengthen  my  breath, 
He  tires  me  to  death. 
By  the  worst  of  all  squires, 
Tbrough  boss  and  tbrough 

briers, 
Where  a  cow  would  be 

startled,'    .  [led, 

Tm  in  spite  of  my  heart 
And,  say  wbat  I  will, 
Haul'd  up  every  hill ; 
Till,  daggled  and  tatter'd, 
My  spiritsquiteshatter,d, 
I  return  home  at  nigbt, 
And  fast,  out  of  spite : 
For  I  łd  rather  be  dead, 
Than  it  e'er  shoułdbosaid, 
T  was  better  for  him 
In  stomach  or  limb. 

But  now  to  my  diet ; 
No  eating  in.quiet, 
He  's  still  finding  mnlt,  ' 
Too  sour  or  too  salt : 

*  See  p,  468. 


The  wmgof  achick  - 
I  hardly  can  pick  j 
But  trashwithout  meature 
I  swallow  with  pleasure. 

Next  for  his  diversion, 
He  rails  at  my  person : 
What  court-breeding  this 

is! 
He  takes  me  to  peices ; 
From  shoulder  to  flank 
I  'm  lean  and  am  lank ; 
My  nose,  long  and  thin, 
Grows  down  to  my  chin ; 
My  chin  will  not  stay, 
But  meets  it  balf  way ; 
My  fingers,  prolix, 
Are  ten  croocked  stieks : 
He  swears  my  el — bows 
Are  two  iron  crows, 
Or  sharp-pointed  rocks, 
And  wear  out  my  smocks : 
To'scape  them,  sir  Arthur 
Is  forc'd  to  lie  farther, 
Orhis  sides  theywouldgore 
like  the  tusk  of  a  boar. 
Now,  changing  the  scenę, 
But  still  to  the  dean : 
He  loves  to  be  bitter  at 
A  lady  illiterate  $ 
If  he  sees  her  but  once, 
He  '11  swear  she  *s  a  dunce; 
Can  tell  by  her  looks 
A  hater  of  books  ;     [face 
Througb  each  linę  ot  her 
Her  folly  can  tracę ; 
Which  spoilsevery  feature 
Bestow'd  her  by  naturę ; 
fiut  sense  gires  a  grace 
To  the  homeliest  fat1*  : 
Whh  books  andreflection 
Will  mend  the  complex- 
(A  civil  dmne?      .  [ion: 
1  suppose,  meanihg  minę  V) 
No  lady  who  wants  them 
Can  ever  be  handsome. 

1  guess  well  enough 
What  he  means  by  this 

stuff: 
He  haws  and  he  hums, 
At  last  out  it  comes :  [mg, 
"What!  madam!  nowalk- 
-No  readmg,  nor  talking  ? 
You  5re  now  in  your  prime, 
Make  use  of  your  time. 
Consider,  before 
Yua  come  to  three  score, 
How  the  hussies  will  fleer 
Where'er  yQu  appear ; 
'Thatsilly  oldpuss 
Would  fain  be  like  us. 
What  a  figurę  she  madę 
In  her  tarnishM  brocade  \ n 

And  then  he  grows  mild: 
<(Come  be  a  good  child : 
If  you  are  inclin'd 
To  polish  your  mind, 
Be  ador'd  by  the  men 
Till  threescore  and  ten, 
Aud  kill  with  the  spleen 
Tbe  jadę*  of  sirteen; 


IJflshowyoutheway? 
Itead  sot  hours  a  day. 
The  wits  will  freqtient  ye, 
Andthinkyou  buttwenty*" 

Tbus  was  I  drawń  in  ; 
Forgive  me  my  sin. 
At  breakfast  he  *ll  ask 
An  account  of  my  task. 
Put  a  word  out  of  joint, 
Or  miss  but  a  point, 
He  rages  and  Jrets, 
His  manners  forgets  ; 
And,  as  I  am  aerioos, 
Is  Tery  impenoos* 
No  book  for  delight 
Must  come  in  my  atght; 
But,  instead  of  new  pferf** 
Duli  Bacon's  Essays,  ~ 
And  porę  erery  day  on 
That  nasty  Pantbeon. 
If  I  be  not  a  drads^, 
Letall  theworid  jodge. 
'Twere  better  be  blindy 
Than  thus  be  confin*d. 

But,  while  inanill 
I  murder  poor  Milton, 
Tbe  dean,  you  will 
Is  at  study  or  prayer. 
He 'sali  the  day: 

rag, 
With  laboorers  baotering^ 
Among  his  colleagues, 
A  parcel  of  Teagoes, 
(Whom  he  brisgs  In  a- 
mong  us,#        [gns)- 
And  bribes  with  mundan* 
Hail  fellow,  well  met, 
All  dirty  and  wet : 
Find  out,  if  you  can, 
Who  '8  master,  who*s  man; 
Who  makesthebestngoTe, 
Tbe  dean  or  the  digger  j 
And  which  is  the  beat 
At  cracking  a  jest. 
How  proudiy  he  taJks 
Of  zigzags  and  walks  ; 
And  all  the  day  raves 
Of  cradles  and  cares ; 
And  boasts  of  his  feate, 
His  grottos  and  seats ; 
Shows  all  his  gew — gaws. 
And  gapes  for  appUnse  ; 
A  fine  oceupation 
For  one  in  his  statkm ! 
A  hole  where  a  rabbit 
Woski  scoru  to  mnafait, 
Dug  out  in  an  bour; 
He  calls  it  a  bower. 

But,  oh !  howwełaugh 
Tb  see  a  wild  calf 
Come,  driren  by  beat, 
And  foul  the  green  seat ; 
Or  run  heher-skełter 
l\>his  arbour,  for  anelnay 
Where  all  goes  to  ruin 
The  dean  bas  been  doing  r 
The  girb  of  tbe  Tulage 
Come  flockio^  forpifiage^ 
Puli  down  the  fine  ^brieni 
And  thoms,  ta  make fires^ 
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Bat  yet  sre  so  krad 

To  leave  something  be- 

hjnd : 
No  mora  need  be  *aid  on  t 
I  smell  wben  I  tread  on  t 

Dear    friend,    doctor 
Jenny, 
If I  conld  but  win  ye, 
Or  Walmfley  or  Whaley, 
To  come  hither  daily, 
Shnce  fortunę,  my  foe, 
Will  needs  bave  it  to, 
That  1  'm,  by  ber  frowits, 
Condemn'd     to     black 

gowns; 
Ko  iqaire  to  be  fbund 
The  neigbboorbood  ronnd 


(Por,  nnder  the  rotę, 
I   would  ratber    cbooae 

those) ;  [ye, 

If  your  wwes  will  permit 
Come  berę,  out  of  pity, 
To  ease  a  poor  lady, 
And  beg  ber  a  play-day. 
So  may  yoo  be  seen 
No  morę  in  the  spleen ! 
May  Walmsley  gi  ve  winę, 
Lilce  a  hearty  dirme ! 
May  Wbaley  disgrace 
Duli  DaniePs  wney-fece ! 
And    may    your    three 

sponses 
Let  yoa  He   at  friends' 

houses! 


A  PASTORAŁ  DIALOGUE.  1728. 

BBBlfOT.      SHKBLAH. 

A  wntpH  and  twaia,  Sheelah  and  Dermot  hight, 
Who  wont  to  weed  the  court  of l  Gosford  knight; 
Wbile  each  with  ttubbed  knife  remor'd  the  roots, 
That  rajałd  betwen  the  Stones  their  daily  sboots ; 
As  at  their  work  they  sate  in  countenriew, 
WHh  rautoal  beauty  smit,  their  passion  grew. 
Sing,  beavenly  Mnse,  m  sweetly-flowmg  strain 
The  soft  endearments  of  the  nymph  and  swain. 

Dermot. 

My  love  to  Sheelah  is  morę  firmly  fixt» 
Than  stronaest  weeds  thatgrow  these  ttones  betwizt 
My  spud  tbese  nettles  from  the  stones  can  part  ; 
No  knife  to  keen  to  weed  thee  front  my  bearŁ 

Shbełab. 

My  love  for  gentle  Dermot  faster  grows, 
rhan  yoo  tali  dock  that  rises  to  thy  nose. 
5ut  down  the  dock,  'twill  sprout  again :  bat,  oh ! 
Lorę  rooted  out,  again  will  never  grow. 

Dumot! 

No  morę  that  brier  thy  tender  leg  shall  rake 
1  apare  the  thisties  lor  Sir  Arthurt  *  sake) 
Sbarp  are  the  Stones ;  take  thou  this  rushy  mat ; 
rhc  hardest  bum  will  bruise  with  sitting  squat 

Shbsłar. 

Thy  breeches,  toru  behind,  stand  gaping  wide  ; 
rhw  pcttiooat  shall  save  thy  dear  backside : 
<oz  need  t  blush ;  altbough  yoa  feel  it  wet, 
Dermot,  I  vow,  *t$s  notbing  else  bat  sweat. 

DbRMOT. 

At  an  old  stnbborn  root  I  chane>d  to  tug, 
Vben  the  dean  threw  me  this  tobacco-plug : 
i  'onger  ha,p,orth  nerer  did  I  see ; 
rhb,  dearest  Sheelah,  thou  sbalt  śhsre  with  me. 

Shbblak. 

In  at  the  pantry-door  this  mora  I  slipt, 
Lud  firom  the  shelf  a  charming  crust  I  wjupt : 
totmis  *  was  out,  and  I  got  hither  ssie ; 
ind  tbou,  my  dear,  sbalt  bave  the  bigger  ballw 

J  Shr  Arthur  Acheson 

•  Who  was  a  great  foyer  of  Scotland^ 

•  Sir  Arthur'*  mit|s*. 
VOLXk 


DltMOT. 

When  jon  saw  Tady  at  long-bullets  play, 
You  sate  and  lous'd  him  all  a  sun-sbine  day. 
How  could  you,  Sheelah,  listen  to  his  tales, 
Or  crack  snch  lice  as  his  betwizt  your  nails  ? 

Shbkłah. 

When  you  with  Onah  stood  behind  a  ditcb, 
I  peeptt,  and  saw  you  kiss  the  dirty  bitch. 
Dermot,  how  could  you  touch  these  nasty  slots  ? 
1  almost  wish'd  this  spud  were  in  your  guts. 

Dbsmot. 

If  Onah  once  I  ktss'd,  forbear  to  ehide  ; 
Her  aont  's  my  gossip  by  my  father's  side :  . 
But,  if  I  ever  touch  ber  lips  again, 
May  1  be  doom'd  for  life  to  weed  in  rain ! 

Shbilah. 

Dermot,  I  swear,  though  Tady*s1ocks  could  hołd 
Ten  thousand  lice,  and  etery  louse  was  gold ! 
Him  on  my  lap  you  never  morę  sbalt  see ; 
Or  may  I  fosę  my  weeding  knife— and  thee  ; 

Dbrmot. 

Oh,  could  I  earn  for  thee,  my  lo?ely  lass, 
A  pair  of  brogues  4  to  bear  thee  dry  to  mass  ! 
But  see*  where  Norah  with  the  sowins  ęomt 
Tben  let  us  rise,  and  rest  our  weary  bums. 


om  THE 

F/FE  LADIES  AT  SOT>S-HOLE  l 
WITH  THE  DOCTOR  *  AT  THEIR  HEAD. 

K.  B.  TM1  ŁADtBS  TBBATBO  THE  DOCTOR. 
8BMT  AS  nOM  AK  OFFICER  I*  TOB  ABlfT.    178$. 

Fair  ladies,  nnmber  fife, 

Who,  in  your  meny  freaks, 
With  little  Tom  contrive 

To  feast  on  ale  and  steaks; 

While  he  sits  by  a-griuning, 

To  see  you  sam  in  Sofs-hola, 
Set  np  with  greasy  linen, 

And  nehher  mngs  nor  pots  wbole : 

Alasl  I  nerer  thought 

A  priest  would  please  your  palate; 
Besides  I II  hołd  a  groat, 

He  '11  pat  you  in  a  ballad; 

Where  I  shall  see  your  face* 

On  paper  daub'd  so  foul, 
They  'U  be  no  morę  like  Gracea, 

Than  Venus  like  an  owi. 

And  we  shall  take  yoa  ratber 

To  be  a  midnight  pack 
Of  witches  met  together, 

With  Beelzebub  in  blade* 

It  filia  my  heart  with  woe, 

To  think,  such  ladies  fina 
Shall  be  redocM  so  Iow 

To  treat  a  duli  divine. 

•  * 

*  Shoes  with  flat  Iow  heela, 

*  An  alebouse  in  Dublin,  fitmous  for  beef-fteakfe 

«  Dr.  TbofDftft  Sheridan, 


4ft 

Be?  by  a  parson  eheated ! 

Had  you  been  cununag  Stagers* 
You  might  yoursefoea  be  treated 

By  captains  and  by  major* 

See  how  corruption  grows, 

While  mothers,  daughters,  auntsa 
Iiutead  of  powderM  beaux, 

Finom  pulpits  choose  gallants  l 

If  we,  wbo  wear  our  wig* 
With  fan-tail  and  with  snaka, 

Are  bubbled  thus  by  prigs ; 
Z— ds  I  wbo  would  be  a  rake  ł 

Had  I  a  beart  to  flgbt, 

I  'd  knock  the  dootot  down  ; 

Or  could  I  read  ot  write, 
Egad!  IMwearagowtu 

Tben  Ieave  bim  to  bis  biroh  a  i 
Aod  at  The  Rosę  on  Sunday, 

The  parson  safe  at  church, 
1  'Htreąt  you  with  burgunda. 


SWlPfS  POKMS. 
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THE  FIV&  "LADIES*  ANSfTEM 

łO  TWEBEAD 
TTtt*  wb  wia  A3tó>  y  nws  at  ki*  mi. 

You  little  scribbhng  beau, 
Wbat  demon  mada  jen  write  } 

Because  to  write  you  know 
As  much  as  you  cąn  fight 

For  comptiment  so  scurry, 

I  wisa  we  htjd  yoa  herej 
We*d  tum  you  topey-turvy 

Into  a  mog  of  ttbeY. 

You  thoogbt  to  mak©  a  sarna  on 

The  man  aod  place  we  chose  j 
We  're  surę  a  single  parson 

Is  worth  an  hundred  baaux» 

And  you  would  make  us  Tassalsj 

Good  Mr.  wig  and  wlngs, 
To  sih-er-clocks  and  tassels: 

You  would,  you  thhig  of  tninfeEBl 

Because  arouud  your  cane 

A  ring  of  djamottds  is  set; 
And  you,  in  some  by  lane, 

Havegam'da]kltrygrl2»tte{ 

8ball  wev  of  sense  refin'd, 

Your  trifling  nonsense  betfr, 
As  noisy  as  the  wind,  • 

As  empty  as  the  air? 

We  bate  your  empty  prattte  j 

And  tow  and  swear  His  tnte, 
There  *s  morę  in  one  dbild^TatUb 

Than,  twenty  fops  like  JOw. 


THE  BEAWS  REPLT 

TO  TH1 

PIVE  LADIES*  AN5WER. 

.1VbV,  naw  no*,  dep^r  Wack; 
I  smell  your  gown  and  eassoe, 

a  Dr.  Standu  was  a  scfcool-maiter. 


As  strong  ttpón  f&Ot  bieli, 
AsTisdalMimelhiof  a 


To  wri^e  such  scuiry  stuff! 

Fine  ladies  never  do  H; 
I  know  you  well  enough, 

And  eke  your  oloveu  focft. 

Fine  ladies,  when  tbey  write, 
Nor  scold,  nor  Jceep  a  splutteri 

Their  verses  give  deligbt, 
As  soft  and  sweet  as  hutter, 

But  Satan  never  saw 

Soch  baggard  liaes  aa  thetę; 
Tbey  stk*  athwnrt  my  motr, 

As  bad  as  SuftiUmAeese. 


THE  JOURNAL 

C*  A  MODUŁ*  ŁABt. 

rk  a  urrm  to  a  Mason  of  cwAtitr,     %1i 

Sir, 

It  wis  a  most  uaftiendly  part 
In  you,  wbo  ougbt  to  know  my  heatt, 
Are  wełł  acouaintod  with  my  nenl 
For  ałl  tbe  fcttate 
How  could  it  cofnę  into  your 
To  pitcb  on  me,  of  all  mankind, 
Against  the  sex  to  write  a  satire, 
And  brand  me  for  a  wonsan-bater  l 
On  me,  wbo  think  tnesn  ail  so  fair, 
Tbdy  rrasl  Yemss  to  a  bair $ 
Their  rittdes  netwr  ceasM  to  sing, 
Since  first  I  learoM  to  tune  a  string  i 
Methinks  I  hear  the  ladies  ery, 
Will  he  fcfe  otiaracier  bette  ł 
Must  never  our  misfortnnes  etslf 
And  ha*e  we  lott  our  ouly  friend  > 
Ah,  lorely  nymphs,  remore  your  feaia, 
No  morę  let  tali  those  precious  tear»- 
Soonershall,  sec. 

[Herc  are  sroeral  terses  omtłłedS\ 
The  bound  be  hunted  by  the  bare, 
Tban  1  tum  rebelto  the  feir. 

Twas  you  engagM  me  first  to  wrttfe, 
Then  gave  tha  subject  out  of  spite : 
The  journal  ąfa  modern  damę 
ts  by  my  promisa  wbat  yon  diuln. 
My  woitl  is  pa^t,  I  must  sabmit ; 
And  yet,  perhaps,  you  may  be  bit 
I  but  tianWribe;  for  not  a  linę 
Of  all  the  satire  sball  be  minę. 
G>mpe)l'd  by  you  to  tag  in  rbrmet 
The  common  staoders  of  tbe  tmies, 
Of  mottem  tłmes,  the  guiłtis  yourst 
And  me  my  inndcence  secures. 
Ubwillmg  Muse,  begfnthy  lay, 
The  annaJs  of  a  female  day. 

By  natura  tarn'd  tonlay  the  rake  well^ 
(As  we  shall  show.  you  m  the  seąuel) 
The  modern  damę  is  wakM  by  noon 
(Some  authors  sny,  not  atute  so  soon) 
Because,  thoogh  sore  against  ber  wiQa 
She  sate  all  night  up  at  ąuadriHe, 

1 A  ctergyman  in  the  Noftfc  ©f  lreiaUe% 
nu^pcopmdfofDUUTJagetoStelJa. 
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flht  ttretches,  gapes,  nngjues  her  eyei, 
And  asks  if  it  be  time  to  rise; 
Of  head-ach  and  the  spleen1  córaplaius  ; 
And  tben,  to  cool  ber  hented  brains, 
Her  night-gown  aad  ber  slippers  brougbt  ber, 
Takes  a  large  dram  of  citron-water* 
Tben  to  ber  glass ;  and,  "  Betty,  pray 
Don>t  I  kwk  frightfally  to  day  ? 
But  was  it  not  eonfounded  bard  ? 
Weil,  if  I  e*er  tooch  a  card ! 
Four  małtadoret,  and  loae  codilk! 
Depend  upon  %  I  neter  will. 
But  ran  to  Tom,  and  bid  bim  fis 
The  ladies  here  to-night  by  six." 
**  Madam,  tbe  goldsmith  waits  belov ; n 
He  says,  "  His  business  » to  know 
If  yott  'II  redeem  the  sihrer  cup 
He  keept  in  pawn  ?»— "  Fiwt,  show  him  up." 
•*  Your  dressing-plate  be  Ml  be  content 
To  take,  sbwinterest  cent  ter  cent. 
And  madam,  there  's  my  lady  Spade, 
Hath  sent  this  letter  by  ber  maid." 
**  Weil,  I  remember  wbat  sbe  won ; 
And  hath  sbe  tent  so  soon  to  dun  } 
Here,  carry  down  tbose  ten  pistolet, 
My  busband  left  to  pay  for  coals : 
I  thank  my  start,  they  all  are  light j 
And  I  may  have  rerenge  to-night." 
Now,  loitering  o'er  ber  tea  and  eream, 
6be  entert  on  ber  usual  tbeme ; 
Her  latt  nightfs  ill  tncceat  repeats, 
Cells  lady  Spade  a  bundred  cheats : 
"  Sbe  tlipt  fpo&Uo  mher  bneast, 
Then  thoogbt  to  tam  it  to  a  jest : 
There  't  Mit.  Cut  and  sbe  combine. 
And  to  each  otber  gńre  the  sign." 
Through  every  gamę  pursues  ber  tale,  t 
like  hanters  o'«r  tbeir  ereoing  ale. 
Now  to  anotber  toene  give  place : 
Cnter  tbe  folka  with  stlks  and  lace ; 
ftTresh  matter  for  a  world  of  ehat, 
Right  Indian  this,  ligbt  Mechlin  tbat : 
*<  Ohserrothis  pattern;  there  *s  a  stuff; 
I  can  have  ciutomert  enough. 
Dear  madam,  you  are  grown  so  bard — 
This  lace  it  worth  twelve  potmds  a  yard  s 
Madam,  if  there  be  truth  in  inan, 
I  nerer  sold  so  cheap  a  fan." 
This  business  of  importance  o'er, 
And  madam  almost  dressM  by  fonr ; 
The  footman,  in  bis  usual  phrase, 
Gomes  np  with,  M  Madam.  dinocr  stays,* 
6he  answers  in  ber  usnal  style, 
**  The  cook  most  keep  it  back  awbile : 
I  never  can  have  thne  to  dress 
No  woman  breathing  takes  up  less) ; 
I  *m  hnrried  so  it  makes  me  sick  > 
I  wian  the  dinner  at  Old  Nick." 
At  taWe  now  sbe  acts  ber  part, 
Has  all  tbe  diimer-cant  by  beart  t 
"  I  thought  we  were  to  dine  alone^ 
My  dear ;  for  surę,  if  I  nad  known 
This  company  woułd  come  to  day— 
But  really  tis  my  spouse*s  way  1 
He  's  so  unkind,  he  never  sends 
To  tell  when  he  insites  his  frjends  t 
1  wish  ye  may  but  have  enough  V* 
Jtdirmją  tri*  all  tbis  paltry  *mf 
Sbe  sto  topnenting  ewy  guest, 

tfor  ghres  ber  tonguc  oo*  moment'!  rept, 


In  phrase^  batterM,  stale,  and  trite* 
Which  modern  ladies  cali  polite  j 
You  see  the  booby  busband  sit 
In  admiration  a|  ber  wit* 

But  let  me  now  awbile  surrey 
Our  madam  o^er  ber  evening4ea; 
Sarrounded  with  ber  noisy  clans 
Of  prudes,  coąuettes,  and  harridans ; 
When,  frighted  at  the  clamorous  crewy 
Away  tbe  god  of  Sileuce  flew, 
And  fair  Discretion  left  the  place, 
And  Modesty  with  blushing  foce  s 
Now  enters  overweening  Pride, 
And  Scandal  ever  gaping  wkle ; 
Hypocrisy  with  firown  severe, 
Scarrility  with  gibing  air ; 
Rude  Laughterseeming  like  to  burst, 
And  Malice  always  judging  wortt; 
And  Vanity  with  pocket-glass, 
And  Impudence  with  front  of  braas^ 
And  study'd  Affectation  eame, 
Each  limb  and  feature  out  of  frannej 
While  lgnorance,  with  brain  of  lead, 
Flew  hovering  o'er  each  female  head. 

Why  sbpuld  I  ask  of  tbee,  my  Mute, 
An  bundred  tongues,  as  poets  use, 
When,  to  grre  erery  damę  her  due, 
An  hundred  thousand  were  too  few  ? 
Or  how  shall  J,  alas,  relate 
The  sum  of  all  their  senseless  prate, 
Thehr  innuendos,  hints,  and  slanders, 
Their  meanings  lewd,  and  double  entendras  ? 
Now  cemes  the  generał  scandal-cbarge ; 
Wbat  some  inreat,  the  rest  enlarge  ; 
And,  "  Madam,  if  it  be  a  Jie, 
You  bave  tbe  tale  as  cheap  as  I : 
I  most  eonceal  my  authort  name; 
But  now  His  known  to  common  fome.* 

Say,  foolish  feinales,  bold  and  blind, 
Say,  by  what  fotal  tura  of  mind, 
Are  you  on  vices  most  severe, 
Wherein  yourselves  have  greatest  shart  ? 
Thus  erery  fool  herself  deludes ; 
The  prudes  condemn  the  absent  prudes: 
Mopsa,  who  stinks  her  spouse  to  deatb, 
Accuses  Chloe's  tainted  breath  ; 
Hircina,  rank  with  sweat,  presunies 
To  censure  Phyllis  for  permmes  ; 
While  crooked  Cynthia,  sneeriug,  says 
That  Florimel  wears  iron  stavs : 
Chloe,  of  erery  coxcomb  jealous, 
Admires  how  girls  can  talk  with  fellows; 
And,  fuli  of  indignation,  frets, 
That  women  should  be  such  coąuettes : 
Iris,  for  scandal  most  notorious, 
Cries,  "  Lord,  jthe  world  is  so  cenaorioua !" 
And  Rufo,  with  ^r  combs  of  lead. 
Whispers  that  Sappbo's  hair  it  red  r 
Aura,  whese  tongue  you  bear  a  mile  benoe* 
Talks  half  a  day  ia  praise  of  siience : 
And  SyWia,  fuli  of  iuward  guilt, 
Calls  Amoret  an  arrant  jUt. 

Now  voices  over  voicjes  riae, 
While  each  to  be  the  loudest  rief : 
They  contradJct,  affirm,  dispate, 
No  single  tongue  one  moment  mute; 
Al  I  mad  to  speak,  and  nona  to  hearkis), 
They  set  the  v«wy  lap-diog  harking ; 
Their  chattering  makes  a  loudef  dia 
1nanflih.¥tivai  o'er  a  cup  of  gint 
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Not  schril-boy*  at  abarrtng-out 
RaisM  cvf  r  such  incea»ant  rout  • 
The  jnmbling  particles  of  matter 
In  chaos  madę  not  such  a  clatter ; 
Far  less  the  rabble  roar  and  raił, 
When drunk  with  sour  eVction-ale. 

Nor  do  they  trust  their  tongues  alone, 
"But  speak  a  lanjrnage  of  their  own  j 
Can  read  a  nod,  a  shrtu  a  look, 
Far  better  than  a  printod  book ; 
Cor-  ey%  a  Itbel  in  a  frown, 
And  wmk  a  reputation  down ; 
Or,  by  thff  tossing  of  the  fan, 
Describc  the  lady  and  the  man. 

But  see,  the  female  club  dittbands, 
Each  twenty  visits  on  her  hands. 
Now  all  alone  poor  madam  sita 
In  rapours  and  hysteric  flts:   • 
"  And  was  no*  Tom  this  morning  tent? 
I  łd  lay  my  Ufe  he  never  went : 
Past  sra,  and  not,*  lmng  soul ! 
I  might  by  this  have  won  a  volc" 
A  dreadful  inteiral  of  spleen  ! 
How  shall  we  pass  the  time  between  ? 
"  Herę,  Betty,  let  me  take  my  drops; 
And  feel  my  pulse,  I  know  it  stops: 
This  head  of  mioe,  lord,  how  it  swims  • 
And  such  a  para  in  all  my  limba !" 
"  Dear  madam,  try  to  take  a  nap." — 
But  now  they  hear  a  footman*s  rap : 
"  Go,  run,  and  light  the  ladies  up : 
It  mtist  be  one  before  we  sap." 

The  table,  cards,  and  counters,  set, 
And  all  the  gamester-ladies  met, 
Her  spleen  and  fits.  rerorerM  quite, 
Onr  madam  can  sit  up  all  night : 
•'  Whoever  comes,  I  'm  not  within." — 
Quadrille  >s  the  word,  and  so  beg  n. 

How  can  the  Muse  her  aid  impart, 
UnskillU  in  all  the  terms  of  art? 
Or  in  harmonious  numbcrs  put 
The  deal,  the  shuffle,  and  the  cut  ? 
The  superstitious  whims  relate, 
That  fili  a  female  gamester»s  pate  1 
What  agony  of  soul  she  fcels 
To  see  a  knave's  inverted  heels ! 
She  draws  up  card  by  card,  to  find 
Good  fortunę  peeping  from  behind  j 
With  panting  heart,  and  earnest  eyei, 
In  hope  to  see  tpadiUo  rise : 
In  vain.  alas !  her  bope  is  fed ; 
She  draws  an  ace,  and  sees  it  red  ; 
In  ready  counters  never  pays, 
But  pawns  her  snufF-box,  rings,  and  keys; 
Ever  witli  some  new  fancy  struck, 
Tries  twenty  channs  to  mend  ber  lock. 
•*  This  morning,  when  the  parton  came, 
I  said  I  should  not  win  a  gamę. 
This  odious  chair,  how  came  I  ttuck  in  H  ł 
I  think.  i  never  had  good  łuck  in  *. 
I  łm  so  uneasy  in  my  stays ; 
Your  fan  a  moment,  if  you  plcase. 
Stand  further,  girl,  or  get  you  gone  j 
I  always  lose  when  you  look  on." 
"Lord  !  madam,  you  have  lost  codille  t 
I  never  *aw  you  play  so  ill." 
u  Nay,  madam,  give  me  leaw  to  say, 
Twas  you  that  threw  tbe  gamę  awayi 


When  lady  Tricksey  playM  a  (bor, 

You  took  it  with  a  małtadore ; 

I  saw  you  tonch  your  wedding-rmg 

Before  my  lady  callM  a  kin? ; 

You  spoke  a  word  began  with  H, 

And  I  know  whotn  you  meant  to  teach, 

Becaose  you  hdd  the  king  of  ltearts ; 

Fic,  maiłam,  leave  these  little  arts." 

"  That  \«  not  so  bad  a*  one  that  rnbs 

Her  chair,  to  cali  the  king  of  clubs ; 

And  makcs  h<*r  partner  undcrstand 

A  mattadore  is  in  her  hand." 

"  Madam,  you  harc  no  cause  to  flotmce, 

(  swear  I  saw  you  thrice  renounce." 

"  And  truły,  madam,  1  know  when, 

Instead  of  five,  you  scor*d  me  ten. 

Spadillo  here  has  got  a  mark ; 

A  child  may  know  it  in  the  dark  : 

I  guest  the  hand  :  it  sefdom  fails : 

I  wish  some  fblks  would  parę  their  raili." 

Wbile  thus  they  raił,  and  scold,  and  stornt, 
It  passes  but  for  common  form : 
But,  oonscions  that  they  all  speak  tnie. 
And  give  each  other  but  their  due, 
lt  never  intemipts  the  gamę, 
Or  makes  them  sensible  of  shame. 

The  time  too  precious  now  to  waste, 
The  suppcr  gobbled  up  in  hastę ; 
Again  afresh  to  cards  they  run, 
As  if  they  had  but  just  begun. 
But  I  shall  not  agam  repeat, 
How  oft  they  squabb1e,  snarl,  and  cheat. 
At  last  they  hear  the  watcbman  knock, 
14  A  frosty  morn — past  four  o'clock.w 
Tbe  chairmen  are  not  to  be  found, 
"  Come,  let  us  play  the  other  round.* 

Now  all  in  hastę  they  huddle  on 
Their  hoods,  their  cloaks,  and  get  them 
But,  fint,  the  winner  must  hmte 
The  company  to  morrow  night. 

Unlucky  madam,  left  in  tears 
(W bo  now  again  quadril1e  fbrswears), 
With  empty  purae,  and  aching  head, 
Steal*  to  her  sleeping  spouse  to  bed. 
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1798. 

M.  I  own,  *tis  not  my  bread  and  botter  ; 
But  prythee,  Tim,  wby  all  this  clutter  ? 
Why  ever  in  these  raging  fits, 
Damning  to  belf  tbe  Jacobites  ? 
When,  if  you  search  tbe  kingdom  round^ 
There  's  hardly  twenty  to  be  {bund  j 
No,  not  among  the  prusU  and /riort— 

T.  łTwixtyouandme,  G— d— ntbe  lia»! 

M.  The  Tories  ara  gone  every  man  ofer 
To  our  illustrious  bouse  of  Hanorer ; 
From  all  their  conduct  this  is  plain  j 
Andtben— 

T.  G—d— n  the  lian  again* 

1  A  fictitious  same.    See  tbe  hkfcory  e#fkii 
4»em  inthe  Intelligeocer,  Na  viii.    *Y. 
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thd  not  an  earl  but  latoly  vote, 

To  bring  in  (I  could  cut  his  throat) 

Our  whole  accounts  of  public  debla  ? 

M.  Lord!  how  this  frothycuxcombfrets!  [ańdt.] 
T.  Did  not  an  able  Ktatestnan  bisbop 

This  dangerous  horrid  motioo  dish-up 

As  popish  craft?  dkl  ho  not  raił  on  't ? 

Show  firc  and  faggot  in  the  taił  on  't  ? 

Proring  tbe  earl  a  grand  offender, 

And  in  a  plot  for  the  pretender ; 

Whose  fleet,  tts  all  our  friends'  opinion, 

Was  tlien  embarkiog  at  Avignon  } 

[Afew  Hulł fina  are  h*,e  pnrposelg  omiłłed.] 
M.  These  wrangling  jar*  ot  WUig  and  Tory 

Are  stale  and  worn  as  Troy-town  story  : 

The  wrong,  }tb  certain,  you  were  both  in, 

And  now  you  find  you  fought  fur  notbing. 

Your  faction,  when  tbeir  gaine  was  new, 

Might  want  such  noisy  fools  as  you ; 

But  you,  when  uli  the  show  is  past, 

Re$olve  to  stand  it  out  the  last ; 

Like  Martiu  MarraJl  *,  jtapiug  on, 

Not  minding  when  the  song  is  done. 

When  all  the  btes  are  goiw  to  settle, 

You  cłatter  stiJl  your  brązen  kettle. 

The  leadera  whom  you  listed  under 

Have  dropt  their  arms,  aud  seiz'd  the  plunder  ; 

And  when  the  war  is  patt,  you  come 

To  rattle  m  their  ears  your  drum  : 

And  aa  that  hateful  hideou*  Greciaa 

Thershes  (he  wat  your  rełation) 

Was<more  abhorrM  and  *corn'd  by  those 

With  whom  be  serv'dt  than  by  his  foea; 
60  thou  art  grown  the  detestaUon 

Of  all  thy  party  tbrough  tbe  nation : 
Tby  peerish  and  perpctual  teasing 
With  płois,  and  Jacobit^s,  and  treason, 
Thy  busy,  iiever-meauing  face, 
Tby  acrew'd-up  front,  thy  state-grimace, 
Tby  formal  nods,  important  sneers, 
Thy  whisperings  foisted  in  all  ears 
( Which  are,  wbatew  you  may  think, 

But  nonsense  wrapt  up  in  a  stink), 
Have  madę  tby  preaence,  in  a  true  sense. 
To  tby  own  side  no  d — n'd  a  nuiaance, 
Tbat,  when  they  have  you  in  their  cye, 
As  if  the  deril  drove,  they  Hy» 

T.  My  good  friend  Mullraiz,  forbear $ 
I  vow  to  G— -,  you  łre  too  tcvere, 
If  it  could  ever  yet  be  known 
1  took  advice,  exoept  my  own, 
It  sbould  be  yours :  but,  d— o  my  blood  ! 
I  must  puriue  the  public  good. 
The  faction  (is  it  not  notorious  ?) 
Keck  at  the  memory  of  Giorious  3 ; 
Tm  trae ;  nor  need  I  to  be  told, 
My  awmdam  friends  are  grown  so  cold, 
Tbat  scarce  a  ereature  ean  be  found 
To  prance  with  me  Che  statuę  round. 
Tbe  public  safety  1  foresee, 
Henceforth  dependc  alooe  on  me ; 
And  while  this  vital  breath  I  blow, 
Or  from  above,  or  from  below, 
1 11  aputter,  swagger,  curse,  and  rai), 
Tbe  Tories'  terrour,  acourge,  and  flail. 

M.  TSm,  you  mistake  the  matter  quita : 
The  Tories !  yon  are  their  delight; 

'  *A'cluu*cterinoneof  Drydea's  comedies, 
a  Kmg  WiUmm  UŁ  ^ 


And  shouJd  you  act  a  different  part, 

Be  grave  and  wise,  'twould  break  their  heart. 

Why,  Tim,  you  bave  a  taste  I  know, 

Aud  often  sec  a  puppet-sfiow  : 

Obsenre,  the  audience  is  in  pain, 

While  Punch  is  lud  b'hind  the  scenę; 

But,  when  they  hear  his  rusty  voice, 

With  what  impatieuce  they  rejoicc  ! 

And  then  they  value  not  two  straws, 

How  Solomon  decides  the  cause, 

Which  the  true  mother,  which  prełeruler; 

Nor  listen  to  the  witch  of  Endor. 

Sli!>uld  Faustus,  with  the  devil  bchind  him, 

Enter  tbe  rtage,  they  never  mind  him : 

If  Punch,  to  stir  their  fancy,  shows 

In  at  the  duor  bis  monstrous  nose, 

Th*n  sudden  draws  it  back  again  7 

0  what  a  pleasure  mixt  w.th  paiu  ! 
You  every  ino<nent  think  an  age, 
Ti II  hc  appears  upon  the  stage : 
And  first  his  bum  you  sec  him  clap 
Upon  the  queen  of  Sheba*s  lap : 
The  duke  of  I/>rraine  drew  his  sword ; 
Punch  roaring  ran,  and  running  roai^d, 
Reviles  all  people  in  his  jargon, 
And  sells  the  king  of  Spain  a  bargain ; 
St  George  himseif  he  plays  the  was;  on, 
And  mountSAstride  upon  thJ  dragon ; 
He  gets  a  thousand  thumps  and  kicks, 
Yet  cannot  leave  his  roguish  tricks  j 

In  erery  action  thrusts  his  nose ; 
The  reason  why,  no  mortal  knows : 
In  doleful  scenes  that  break  our  heart, 
Punch  comes,  Iike  you,  and  leU  a  fart. 
There  *s  not  a  puppet  madę  of  wood, 
But  what  would  hang  him,  if  they  coołd  ; 
Włiile,  teastng  all,  by  all  he  's  teasM, 
How  well  are  the  spectators  pleas'd ! 
Who  in  the  motion  have  no  share, 
But  purely  come  to  hear  and  stare  ; 
Have  no  concern  for  Sabra's  sake, 
Which  gets  the  better,  saint  or  snake, 
Provided  Punch  (for  there  's  the  jest) 
Be  aoundly  mauPd,  and  plague  the  resL 

Thns,  Tlm,  philosophers  suppose, 
The  teorłd  eonńits  of  puppet  shows  ; 
Wbere  petulant  conceited  fellows 
Perfbrm  the  part  of  Poncbinelloea : 
So  at  this  booth,  which  we  cali  Dublin, 
Tim,  thoa  łrt  the  Punch  to  stir  up  trouble  in; 
You  riggle,  fidge,  and  make  a  rout, 
Put  all  your  brother  puppets  out; 
Kun  on  in  a  perpetual  round, 
To  tease,  perplea,  distorb,  confound ; 
Intrude  with  monkey-grin  and  cłatter, 
To  interrupt  all  serious  matter ; 
Are  grown  tbe  nuisance  of  your  elan, 
Wno  hate  and  scorn  yon  to  a  man : 
But  then  the  Iookers-on,  the  Tories, 
You  still  divert  with  meny  stories  ; 
They  would  consent  tbat  all  the  crew 
Werę  hang,d,  before  they  M  part  with  yon. 

But  tell  me,  Tlm,  upon  the  spot, 
By  all  this  toil  what  hast  thou  got } 
If  Tories  must  have  all  the  sport, 

1  fear  you  '11  be  disgrac'd  at  courł. 

T.  Goi  t  D—n  my  blood  !  I  frank  mg  UtUr 
Walk  to  my  place  before  my  betters; 
And,  ample  as  I  now  stand  nerę, 
Ęapect  m  time  to  be  a  peer-» 
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swirrs  poemi 


Got  f  D— n  me !  why  f  got  my  will ! 

1  Ne'er  hołd  my  pcace,  nor  ne'er  stand  still : 
I  fart  with  twenty  ladies  by  ; 
They  cali  me  beast ;  and  what  care  I  ? 
I  brarely  cali  the  Tbries,  Jacka, 
And  sons  of  whores — behind  their  backs. 
But,  coold  you  briug  me  once  to  ihiuk, 
That,  wben  I  strut,  and  stare,  and  stirik, 
Rerile  and  slander,  fume  and  storm, 
Betray,  make  oatb,  impeacb,  infonn, 
With  such  a  constant  loyal  zeal 
To  serye  myself  and  commonweal, 
And  fret  the  Tories'  soul  to  death,  - 

I  did  but  lose  my  precious  breath ; 
And,  when  1  damn  my  soul  to  plague  'en), 
Am,  as  you  may  tell  me,  but  their  may-game; 
Consume  my  vitals  !  they  shall  know, 
1  am  not  to  be  treated  so : 
I  M  ratber  hang  myself  by  half, 
Than  give  those  rascats  cause  to  langh* 
But  how,  my  fricnd,  can  I  endure, 

Once  so  renown'd,  to  live  obscure  ? 
No  little  boys  and  girls  to  ery, 
"  Tbere  Js  nimbie  lim  a-passing  by  łn 
No  morę  my  dear  deligbtful  way  tread 

Of  keeping  up  a  partu  katred  f 

Will  nonę  the  Tory  do$*  pursue, 

When  through  the  streets  I  ery  kaUoo  f 

Must  all  my  d— - n  nie's !  bloods  and  wounds  f 

Pass  only  now  for  empty  sounus  ? 

Shall  Tory  rascals  be  etected, 

Although  I  swear  them  dtsaffected  ?" 

And,  when  I  roar,  "  A  plot,  a  plot  l'T 

Will  our  own  party  mind  me  not  ? 

So  qualify'd  to  swear  and  Iie, 

Will  they  not  trust  me  for  a  spg? 
Bear  Mullmiz,  your  good  advicw 

1  beg ;  you  see  the  case  is  nice : 

Oh  !  were  I  equal  in  renown, 

fiike  thee  to  please  this  thankless  town  1 

Or  bless'd  with  such  engaging  parto 

To  win  the  truant  scbool-boys*  bearts  f 

Thy  virtues  meet  their  jnst  reward, 

Attended  by  the  sobie  guard. 

CharmM  by  thy  voice,  the  *preotice  drops. 

The  snow-ball  destin'd  at  thy  chops : 

Thy  graceful  steps,  and  eoloneTs  air, 

Allure  the  cinder-picking  fair. 

M.  No  morę — in  mark  of  true  ajfectkm, 

I  take  thee  under  my  protection : 

Your  parts  are  good,  'tis  not  deny*d  : 

I  wish  they  had  been  well  applyU 

But  now  obserre  my  council,  (vit.J 

Adapt  your  habit  to  your  phiz ; 

You  must  no  longer  thus  equip  ye; 

Al  Horace  says,  optai  ephippia ; 

(There  *s  Latin  too,  that  you  may  see* 

How  much  improv'd  by  Dt.  ). 

I  have  a  coat  at  borne,  that  yon  may  try  j 

Tis  just  like  this,  that  hangs  by  geometry. 

My  bat  bas  much  the  nioer  air; 

Your  błock  will  fit  it  to  a  hair. 

That  wig,  I  would  not  for  the  wortt 

Have  it  so  format,  and  so  curtfl  j 
Twill  be  so  oily  and  so  aleek, 
Whenlh*velammstawe*k 
Yoo  '11  nno"  It  wali  prenar'd  to  tako     - 
The  figurę  of  tbupee  and  anake. 
Thus  dressd  alike  ftom  top  to  toa, 
That  wfcieb  »  whksh  lit  bard  to  koowj 


When  fint  in  public  w*  appear* 
I  'U  lead  the  van,  you  keep  the 
Be  carefut,  as  you  walk  behind  j 
Use  all  the  talents  of  your  mind; 
Be  studious  well  to  imitate 
My  portly  motion,  mień,  ani  gaitt 
Mark  my  address,  and  learn  my  styl* 


When  to  look  soornfbl,  when  to 
Nor  sputter  out  yeur  eaths  so  fiu*, 
But  keep  your  swearing  to  the  las*. 
Then  at  oor  leisnr*  we  'II  be  wktyr 
And  in  the  streets  dirert  the  city ; 
The  ladies  from  the  windowa  gapiag, 
The  cbtldren  afl  our  motione  apme> 
Your  coopersation  to  refine, 
I  'U  take  you  to  some  friends  of  mmei 
CJwke  spiritt,  who  empłby  their  parła 
To  mend  the  worłd  by  useful  arts  ; 
Some  cleansing  hollow  tabet,  to  sny 
Direct  the  zenith  ef  the  sky ; 
Some  have  the  city  in  their  care, 
From  noxioas  steamt  to  pnrge  the  air  % 
Some  teach  os  in  these  dangerons  dayto- 
How  to  walk  upright  in  our  ways  ; 
Some  whose  reforming  hands  engage 
To  lash  the  lewdness  of  the  age; 
Some  for  the  public  samce  go 
Perpetual  envoys  to  and  fit), 
Wfaose  able  heads  support  the  weigh* 
Of  twenty  ministers  of  state. 
We  scorn,  łbr  want  of  talk,  to  jahber 
Of  parties  o*er  our  bonny-clabbtr; 
Nor  are  we  studious  to  ioąuire, 
Who*  votes  for  manora,.  who  for  hire  r 
Onr  care  is,  to  impro¥e  the  mind 
With  what  concerns  aJl  human-kmd  ; 
The  ▼arious  sceries  of  mortal  Ufo ; 
Who  beats  her  busband,  who  ms  wifo  j 
Or  how  the  boHy  at  a  stroke 
Knockd  down  the  boy,  the  tentem  brefce* 
One  tells  the  rise  of  cheese  and  oatmeal  £ 
Anotber  when  he  got  a  hot  meal ; 
One  ghes  adrice  tn  proverbs  old, 
Instructs  us  how  to  tamę  a  scold  \ 
One.  sbows  how  brareły  Audoctra  dytt» 
And  at  the  gailowa  all  óeoyM ; 
How  by  the  almanttc  *tn  elear, 
That  herriags  will  be  ebeap  this  yean 

T.  Dear  Mullinix  I  now  lament 
My  precious  time  so  long  mis-spent. 
By  naturę  meant  for  nobler  ends : 
Oh,  introduce  me  to  your  friends  t 
For  whotn  by  birth  l  was  deńgn^d, 
Till  politics  debasM  my  mrod  .• 
I  gfoe  myself  entire  to  yon ; 
O—  d— n  the  Whigs  and  Toriei  too  I 


TOfi  A#D  THB  AtfUBl 

lUYmemdng  mil  be  bett  auftfwW, 
When  I  premtM  taaf  Ttm  Im  tfuaaM 
In  Lucas^s  by  ehaace  there  lay 
The  fohki  wt*  by  Hh  Owy. 


1Sea  ta  Mommtol  Iuaa  tbt 

NO.Ł 


TOM  AND  DICK. 


W 


firn  set  the  volume  on  a  tobie, 

land  over  horę  and  there  a  feble  $ 

knd  found,  aa  he  the  peges  twirPd, 

rhe  monkey  who  had  seen  the  world  : 

For  Tonson  had,  to  help  the  sale, 

*renx'd  a  cut  to  every  tale.) 

rhe  monkey  was  coinpletely  drest, 

Che  beau  in  all  his  airs  exprest. 

firn,  whh  surprise  and  pleasure  staring, 

tan  to  tbe  glass,  and  then  comparing 

lit  own  sweet  figurę  with  the  prut, 

)istingtusa'd  erery  feature  in  % 

rhe  twist,  the  eaueeze,  the  ramp,  tbe  fid§e  in  all, 

tost  as  they  look'd  in  tbe  original, 

'  By— ,»  says  Tim,  and  let  a  fart, 

'  Tnis  graver  understood  his  art 

Tb  a  trae  copy,  1  'U  say  that  for  'ty 

i  well  remember  wben  I  sat  for  t. 

Wy  Tery  face,  as  fint  I  knew  it; 

Tust  in  this  drew  the  painter  drew  it" 

fhn,  with  bis  likeness  deeply  sraitten, 

¥ooJd  read  what  underneath  was  written, 

rbe  meny  tale,  with  morał  grave. 

le  now  began  to  stoma  and  rave : 

1  The  cursed  villain  1  now  I  see 

Hus*  was  rubel  meant  at  me: 

rhese  ecribblers  grow  so  bolid  of  late 

kgainst  os  ministers  of  state  t 

oeh  Jacobttes  as  he  dcscnre 

me  1 1  say,  they  ooght  to  stanre." 


^e 


TOM  MVLLimX  AND  DICK. 

Tom  and  Dick  had  eąuai  famę, 
And  both  had  eqoal  fauwledge ; 

'om  ooald  write  and  spell  his  nasae, 
Bot  Dick  had  seen  the  college. 

Hck  a  cozcomb,  Tom  was  mad, 

And  both  alike  divertiog j 
'om  was  held  the  merrier  lad, 

But  Dick  the  best  at  fiuting. 

Kek  would  cock  his  nonę  ta  seurn, 
But  Tom  was  kind  and  łoriog j 

'om  a  foot-boy  bred  and  boni, 
Bat  Dick  was  from  an  ©ren. 

nck  cooM  neatly  dance  a  j& 

But  Tom  was  best  at  burce*  ; 
'om  would  pray  for  erery  Whig, 

And  Dick  cuise  aU  tbe  Torie*. 


would  make  a  weeful  nołse, 
And  scoW  at  an  electioo  ! 
om  huaza'd  the  Uackguard  boys, 
And  held  tfom  in  eubjectku. 

om  could  morę  whh  lordly  graca! 

Dick  mmbrr  akipt  .tbe  gutter ; 
om  4>ould  talk  with  solemn  face, 

Bat  Dick  oouM  betUr  sputter. 

tek  was  epme  to  high  renawn 
Since  be  commenełd  pbjnucian* 

om  was  held  by  all  .tbe  tjww 
Tb/B  deenar  ■*^>«*^»«^«» 

m*^*»  im***0Ęp^^    ajr^aw^^ąw^^w* 


Jtis  bat  could  afealy  nut  004 


Dick  knew  better  how  to  Swing 
His  cane  upon  a  button, 

Dick  for  repartee  was  fit, 
And  Tom  for  deep  discermug ; 

Dick  was  thongbt  tbe  brighter  wit^ 
But  Tom  had  better  leanung. 

Dick  with  zealous  no*s  and  ay't 
Could  roar  as  loud  as  Stentor, 

In  the  house  tis  all  he  says ; 
But  Tom  k  etoouenter. 


s 


DICK.    A  MAGGOT* 

Ag  when,  from  rooting  in  a  bin,  ^ 
AU  powderM  o'er  from  taił  to  chin, 
A  Iively  maggot  sallies  out,' 
You  know  him  by  his  hazel  snout  r 
So  when  the  grandson  of  his  grandsire 
Forth  issues  wriggling,  Dick  Drawcansir, 
With  powderM  rump  and  back  and  side, 
You  cannot  blanch  bis  tnwny  hide  ; 
For  'tis  beyond  tbe  power  of  meal 
The  gipsy  visage  to  conceal: 
For,  as  he  shakes  his  wainscot  chops. 
Down  every  mealy  atom  drops, 
And  leaves  the  tartar  phiz,  in  show 
Like  a  fresb  t— d  just  dropi  on  snów* 


CLAD  ALL  IN  BROWJf. 
TO  DICK. 

I1HTATZD  FROM  CO  W  LIT. 

Foulest  brute  tbat  stinks  below, 
Wby  in  this  brown  dost  thou  appear? 

For,  wouldst  thou  make  a  fouler  show, 
Thou  must  go  naked  all  the  year. 

Fresh  from  the  toud  a  wallowing  sowa 

Would  then  be  not  so  brown  as  thou* 

Tis  not  the  coat  that  looks  so  den, 

His  hide  emits  a  fbulness  out ; 
Not  one  jot  better  looks  the  Sun 
Seen  from  behind  a  dirty  clout: 
So  t— ds  within  a  glass  enclose, 
The  glass  will  seem  as  brown  as  tbose. 

Tbon  now  one  beap  of  fbulness  art, 

All  outward  and  within  is  foul, 
Condensed  fiłth  io  every  part, 
Tby  body  }s  oioatbed  like  thy  soul  1 
Tby  soul,  whieb  through  thy  hide  of  boJT 
Scarce  glimmers  like  a  dying  snuff. 


Old  cartad  bawds  snob  gannents 

When  pelted  all  with  dirt  they  sbina  £ 
goeh  their  ezoHsd  bodies  are, 
Ąs  shrńrelM  and  as  black  as  toina, 
If  t^ou  wert  io  a  cart,  I  ftaw 
Thou  wouldst  be  pelted  worse  than  they  ^% 

Yet,  when  we  see  thee  thus  arasyM, 

The  neigbbouia  think  it  is  l^ut  just^ 
That  thou  shouldst  tftjce  a  1  bpnest 
And  węekly  carry  out  tiie  dust 
Of  deaoiy  houses  «bo  wUl  dou^jt, 
lyheu  Pi«k,  crisu «« fioit  tp  oarrT  on*r» 
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SWIETS  POEMS. 


D1C1PS  VAR1ETT. 


Dułł  unifbrmity  in  feob 

I  hate,  who  gapę  aod  sneer  by  rules, 

You,  Mullinix,  and  slobbering  C  ■  f», 

Who  evei  y  day  and  hour  the  same  are  j 

That  vulgar  talent  I  despise 

Of  pissing  in  the  raobte's  eyes. 

And  when  I  li  sten  to  tfce  noise 

Of  ideots  roaring  to  the  boya ; 

To  better  jujgments  still  submitting, 

I  owu  I  «*  but  little  wit  in : 

Such  pasLmes,  when  our  tasie  is  nice, 

Can  please  al  most  but  once  er  twice. 

But  then  consider  Dick,  you  '11  find 
His  genhitf  of  superior  kincf ; 
He  nrver  mudfPes  in  the  dirt, 
Kor  scowers  the  sireet  without  a  shirt : 
Thotigh  Dickv  I  dare  presume  to  say, 
Could  do  such  fcats  a*  well  as  they. 
Dick  I  could  venture  every  where, 
J^et  the  boys  pelt  him  if  they  dare ; 
He  'd  have  thcm  try\l  at  the  assizes 
For  prtests  and  jetaits  m  disguises  ; 
Swear  they  were  with  the  Swedes  at  Bender, 
And  listing  troops  for  the  pretender. 

But  Dick  can  fart,  and  dance,  and  frisk, 
Ko  other  monkey  half  so  brisk ; 
Now  bas  the  speaker  by  the  ears, 
Next  moment  in  the  housc  of  pecrs  ; 
Now  scolding  at  mytady  Enstace, 
Or  thrashinjg  baby  in  ner  new  stays* 
Presto !  be  gone;  with  V  other  hop 
He  '8  powdering  in  a  barber*s  shop  ; 
Kow  at  the  anti-chamber  thrusting 
His  nose  to  get  the  circle  junt  in, 
And  d — ns  bis  blood,  that  in  the  reer 
He  seas  one  single  Tory  thcre : 
Then,  woe  be  to  my  lord  lieutenant, 
Again  ba  '11  tell  him,  and  again  ont* 


jiN  EPITAPH 
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GENERAL  GORGES  i  AND  LADY  MEATH  >. 

Under  this  stone  lie  Dicky  and  Dolly. 
Doli  dying  first,  Dick  grew  melancholy ; 
For  Dick  without  Doli  thought  livmg  a  folly. 

Dick  lost  in  Doli  a  wife  tender  and  dear ; 
But  Dick  lost  by  Doli  twelre  hundred  a  year ; 
A  km  that  IHck  thought  no  mortal  could  bear. 

Dick  eigh'd  for  his  Doli,  and  his  mournful  arms 
crost ; 
Thought  much  of  his  Doli,  and  the  jomtore  be  Jost  : 
The  first  rartl  bim  much,  the  other  vex'd  most 

Thus  loaded  with  grief,  Dick  sigh'd  and  be  cry,d: 
To  lirę  witbout  both  fuli  three  days  he  tryM  j 
But  lik'd  neither  loss,  and  so  ąnietly  dy'd. 

Dick  left  a  pattern  few  will  copy  after : 
Then,  rcader,  pray  shed  sonie  tears  of  salt-wster  j 
For  so  sad  a  tale  is  no  subject  of  laughter. 

»  Of  Rilbrue,  in  the  connty  of  Meath.    JV. 

*  Dorothy  dowafcer  of  Edward  earl  of  Meath.  She 
was  married  to  the  generał  in  1716;  anddiedApril 
10, 17«S ;  herhusband«urTivedbattwodayi.    N. 


Meath  smiles  for  the  jointare,  tbotigh    goCten  s* 

late; 
The  son  laugbs,  that  got  the  bard-gotien  eatate  ; 
And  Cufie  3  grins,  for  getting  the  Alicaat  plate.  • 

Herę  quiet  they  lie,  m  hopes  to  rise  one  day, 
Both  solctnnly  pot  iu  this  hole  on  a  SundaW 
And  here  rest— «c  transit  gioria  mundi! 


FERSES  ON  I  KNOJT  NOT  WIIAT. 

My  latest  tribufe  berę  I  send, 
With' this  let  your  collection  eocL 
Thus  I  consign  you  down  to  fiune 
A  character  to  praise  or  buune : 
And,  if  the  whole  may  pass  for  true, 
Contented  rest,  you  have  your  due. 
Give  futurę  tinies  the  satisfaction, 
To  leare  one  handle  for  detractkn. 


DR.  SWIFT 'S  COMPLArNT 
ON  HIS  OWN  DEAFNESS. 

WITH  AM  AKSWSB. 
DOCTOa. 

Deaf,  giddy,  belpless,  left  alone ; 

ANSWE*. 

Escept  the  first,  the  fault  'i  your  owa* 

DOCTOa. 

To  all  my  friends  a  burthen  grówn : 

ans  w  er. 
Because  to  few  you  will  be  śhown. 
Give  them  good  winę,  and  meat  to  stan* 
You  may  have  company  enough. 

OOCTOK. 

No  morę  I  hear  my  churcb'«  beli, 
Than  if  it  rang  out  for  my  knełL 

ak  t  w  aa. 
Then  wnte  and  read,  twill  do  as  well. 

doctor. 
At  thunder  now  no  morę  I  start, 
Than  at  the  rumbling  of  a  cart. 

ANSWEB. 

Think  then  of  thunder  when  you  fint. 

DOCTOR. 

And,  what  's  incredible,  alack  f 
No  morę  I  hear  a  woman's  clack. 

AWSWEI. 

A  woman's  clack,  if  I  berę  skill, 
Sounds  somewhat  łike  a  throwster1*  mili ; 
But  louder  than  a  beli,  or  thunder  ; 
That  does,  I  own,  increase  my  wonder. 


DR.  SHIFT  TO  HIMSELF, 

ON 

SAINT  CECIUA^S  DAY. 

Grate  dean  of  St,  PatrickJsł  how  cooms  it  to 
That  you,  who  know  musie  no  morę  than  soi  a 
That  you,  who  so  lately  were  wrfting  of  Drapien, 
Should  lend  yoorcathedral  to  playera  and  acrapert? 
To  act  tnch  an  opera  once  m  a  year, 
So  offensire  to  every  true  protestant  ear, 

a  John  Cuffeof  Desart,  esq.  married tke  fsneraPs 
eldest  daughten    N> 


PADDY. 


•  « 


PARODY. 


PAULUS. 


47» 


Vr*h  trumpets,  and  fiddles,  and  organs,  and  singlng, 
Will  iure  the  pretender  and  popery  bring  ra. 
Ko  protestant  prefate,  bis  lordsbip  ot  grace, 
Durot  tberc  show  bis  rigbt  or  most  reverend  face : 
How  would  it  pollute  tbeir  crosiers  and  rochets 
To  listen  to  minima,  and  quavers,  and  crotchets  ! 
[The  resł  is  wanting.] 


on 
PAD  DY 'S  CHA  RAC  TER 

OF  THE  1NTELUGENCER  K 

As  a  thorn-bosh,  or  oaken-bottgb, 
Stuck  in  an  trish  cabin's  brow, 
Above  the  door,  at  country-fair, 
Betokens  entertainment  there  ; 
80  bays  on  poeta'  brows  have  been 
Set,  for  a  sign  of  wit  whhin. 
And,  as  ii  I  neighbourt  in  the  night 
Puli  down  an  aJe-housc  bush  for  spite: 
Tbe  laurel  so,  by  poets  worn, 
Is  by  tbe  teeth  of  Envy  toni ; 
£nvy,  a  canker-worm,  whicb  tear$ 
Tbose  sacred  leares  that  lightning  spareu 

And  now  t*  esemplify  this  morał : 
Tom  haring  earoM  a  twig  of  laurel 
(Whicb,  measur'd  on  his  head,  was  found 
Not  kmg  enongb  to  reach  half  round, 
But,  Uke  a  girl'8  cockade,  was  ty*d, 
A  trophy,  on  his  temple-side) ; 
Paddy  repin'd  to  see  nim  wear 
This  badge  of  bonour  in  his  hair; 
And,  thinking  this  cockade  of  wit 
Would  his  owa  temples  better  fit, 
Forming  his  Muse  by  Sraedley^  *  model, 
Leta  drire  at  Tóm's  devoted  noddle, 
Pelts  nim  by  tnrns  with  verse  and  prose, 
Hams  iike  an  bornet  at  bis  nose, 
At  length  presumes  to  *ent  his  satire  on 
The  dean,  Tom's  lronourM  friend  and  patron* 
The  eagie  in  the  tale,  ye  know, 
TeasM  by  a  bnzzing  wasp  below, 
Took  wing  to  Jore,  and  hop'd  to  rest 
Securely  in  the  thtmderert  breast : 
In  vain ;  ev*n  there,  to  spoil  bis  nod, 
Tbe  spite/ul  intect  stnng  the  god. 


PARODY 


ON   A 


CHARACTER  OF  DEAN  SMEDLEY  ', 

WaiTTSN   IN   ŁATIU  BY  B1MSSLŁ 

Tna  wry  rererend  dean  Smedley, 
Of  duUness,  prtde,  conceit,  a  medley, 

1  Dr.  Sheridan  was  publisher  of  tbe  Intelli- 
gencer,  a  weekly  paper,  written  principally  by  him- 
self ;  but  Dr.  Swift  occasionally  supplied  bim  with 
a  letter.  DrJ)elany,  piqued  atthe  approbation  tbose 
pmpers  receWed.  attacked  thein.  violently  both  in 
conrersationandprint;  but  unCortunately  stumbled 
on  some  of  tbenuinberswbicb  the  dean  bad  written, 
and  all  the  world  admired:  whicb  gayerise  to  these 
wenes.N. 

*  Dean  of  Ferns.    See  next  poem;    N. 

»  The  or  jgipal » in  tbe  Supplement  to  Swift.   N. 


Was  eunalry  allowM  to  shtae,- 

As  poet,  scholar,  and  dwine  ; 

With  godliness  eouW  well  diepense  % 

Would  be  a  rake,  but  wanted  sense  j 

Would  strictly  after  truth  taautre, 

Because  be  dreaded  to  come  nigb  her. 

For  libetty  no  champion  bolder, 

He  hated-fozi/j/fr  at  his  shoulder. 

To  half  tbe  world  a  standing  jest  j 

A  perfect  nuisance  to  tbe  rest? 

From  many  (and  we  may  believe  bim) 

Mad  the  best  wisbes  they  oonld  give  bim. 

To  all  mankind  a  constant  friend, 

Prorided  they  nad  cash  to  lend. 

One  thing  be  did  befbre  be  went  bence, 

He  left  us  a  lacomc  sentence, 

By  cutting  of  bis  phrase,  and  trimming, 

To  proye  that  bishops  were  old  women. 

Poor  Envy  durst  not  show  ber  phiz, 

§he  was  so  terrified  at  his. 

He  waded,  without  any  sbame, 

Tbrough  tbick  and  thin  to  get  a  nam*, 

Tried  every  tbarping  trick  for  bread, 

And  after  all  be  seldom  spęd. 

When  fortunę  frourtl,  he  was  tuce; 

He  never  onoe  would  cog  the  dice: 

But,  if  she  tura'd  againat  bis  play, 

He  knew  to  stop  d  quatre  twist. 

Now  sound  in  mind,  and  sound  in  corpus, 

(  Says  he)  though  swett'd  Iike  any  porpoisą, 

He  heys  from  hence  at  forty-four 

(But  by  his  ietne  he  stnkt  a  score) 

To  the  East-Indies,  there  to  cheat, 

Ti  U  he  can  parch  we  an  estate ; 

Where,  after  be  bas  filPd  his  chest, 

He  'U  mount  his  tub,  and  preach  his  beat 

And  plainly  prore,  by  dint  of  test, 

This  world  is  his,  and  theirs  the  next. 

Lest  that  the  readershould  not  know 

The  bank  where  last  he  set  his  toe, 

Twa*  Greenwkh.    There  he  took  a  ship, 

And  gav<»  bis  creditors  the  slip. 

But  lest  chronology  should  vary, 

Upon  the  Ides  of  February ; 

In  seventeen  kundred  eighł  and  toeniy, 

To  Fort  St  Oeorge,  a  pedlar  went  he, 

Ye  Fates,  wlieu  all  he  gets  is  apent, 

RETUtN  HIM  BSOOAft  AS  BI  WBUT  [ 


PAULUS. 
ir  wt.   ŁisinsAT  K 

DUBLIN,  StPT.  7,  1728. 

UA  iłate  to  crowds,  scorch*d  with  the  ftommer* 

heats, 
In  courts  the  wretcbed  lawyer  teUs  and  sweats  ; 
While  smiling  Natura  in  ber  best  attire, 
Regales  eacb  sense,  and  ▼ernal  joys  mspire. 
Can  he  who  knows  that  reał  good  should  please, 
Barter  for  gold  his  libercy  and  ease  ?>ł— 
Thus  Paulus  preach^:-— When,  entering  at  the  d«or> 
Upon  his  board  tbe  client  ponrs  the  ore : 
He  grasps  the  sntning  gift,  pores  ołer  the  canae,    - 
Forgetś  the  Sun,  and  dosech  on  tbe  laws.     . 

1  Mr.  Undsay,  a  pplito  and  elegant  scholar,  at 
that  time  an  elegant  pleader  in  Dublin,  afterwards 
one  of  the  justicia  of  tł^e  court  of  common-pleas.  iV. 


swim  po£msv 


When  neatt  yonr  generowi  sottf  shall  cowdescend 
T  mstruct  tor  entertain  your  humble  friend ; 
Whether,  retirtng  from  your  weighty  charge, 
On  some  high  tfaeme  you  learnedly  eularge ; 
Of  all  the  ways  of  wisdom  reason  well, 
How  Richeliett  rotę,  and  how  Sejanus  fell : 
Or,  when  yoar  brow  less  thoughtfułly  unbends, 
Circled  with  Swift  and  some  delighted  fnends ; 
When,  imnng  mirth  and  wisdom  with  your  winę, 
lakę  that  yotir  wit  shall  flow,  yonr  geaius  shine, 
Nor  with  less  praise  the  conrersation  guide, 
Than  in  the  public  oouncils  you  decide : 
■Or  when  the  dean,  long  pmilegM  to  raił, 
Asserts  his  friend  with  morę  impetnons  zeal ; 
You  hear  (whilst  I  sit  by  abash'd  and  mute), 
With  soft  concessions  shorteningthe  dispute ; 
Then  close  with  kind  inąuiries  of  my  state, 
u  How  are  your  tithes,  and  hare  they  rosę  of  late  ? 
Wby,  Christ-Church  is  a  pretty  situation, 
There  are  not  many  better  in  the  nation ! 
This,  with  your  ołher  fhings,  must  yield  you  elear 
Some  sk — at  least  five  bundred  pounds  a  year." 

Suppose,  at  such  a  time,  I  took  the  freedom 
To  speak  these  truths  as  plainly  as  you  read  'em 
(You  shaU  rejom,  my  lord,  when  I  've  replied, 
And,  if  you  please,  my  lady  shall  decide) : 

"  My  lord,  I  'm  satisfied  you  meant  me  wełl ; 
And  that  Pm  thankful,  all  the  world  can  tell : 
But  you  Ml  forgive  me,  if  I  own  th*  event 
ls  short,  is  vcry  short,  of  your  intent ; 
At  least,  I  foel  some  ills  unfelt  before, 
My  income  less,  and  my  espenses  morę." 

"  How,  doctor !  double  ▼icar  1  double  rector ! 
A  dignitary  1  with  a  city  lecture ! 
What  glebea— what  duet*   what  tithes—  what  fines 

— what  rent ! 
Why,  doctor  !— will  you  nerer  be  contentr?" 

"  Would  my  good  lord  but  cast  up  the  account, 
And  see  to  what  my  rerenues  amoont 
Idy  titles  ample !  but  my  gain  so  smali, 
That  one  good  ricarage  is  wortb  them  all : 
And  Tery  wretched  surę  is  he,  that  's  double 
In  nothing  but  his  titles  and  his  trouble. 
Add  to  this  erying  grierance,  if  you  please-, 
My  horses  founderM  on  Fermanah  ways ; 
Ways  of  well-pohsh'd  and  well-pointed  stone, 
Where  every  step  endangers  every  bonę ; 
And  mora  to  raise  your  pity  and  your  wonder, 
Two  churches— twehre  Hibernian  miłes  asunder  ! 
With  compheated  cures,  1  labour  hard  in, 
Besides  whole  summers  absent  from  my  garden  !— 
But  that  the  world  would  tbink  I  playM  the  fool, 
1  'd  change  with  Charley  Grattan  for  his  school  u— 
What  fine  cascadea,  what  vistos,  might  I  make 
Furt  in  the  centrę  of  th'  Iernian  lakę ! 
There  might  I  safl  delighted,  smeoth  and  safe, 
Beneath  the  conduct  of  my  good  sir  Ralph  * : 
There  's  not  a  better  steerer  in  the  realm ; 
1  hope,  my  lord,  you  Ml  cali  hhn  to  the  A#/«.,ł— 
.  **  Doctor— a  glorioos  acheme  to  ease  your  grief ! 
When  curet  are  cross,  a  school  's  a  surę  relief, 
Yotf  cumot  fol  of  bemg  happy  there, 
The  la*e  will  be  the  Letbeof  your  oare: 
The  scheme  is  for  your  nonoor  and  yonr  ease  f 
And,  doctor*  J  fil  promote  it  when  you  please. 

1 A  free-school  at  Inniskillen,  foonded  by  Eras- 
W  Smith,  es*V  ''K,'      ' 
1    ^  Sir  KalptT  Gore,  who  bad  a  Tilla  in  the  lak©  of 


Mean-while,  alh>wkig  thlngs  below  yocif  mćtit/ 

Yet,  doctor,  you  've  a  philosophic  spirit ; 

Your  wants  are  few,  and,  like  yonr  income,  smali. 

And  you  *ve  enough  to  gratify  them  all : 

You  've  trees,  and  fruits,  and roots,  enough  in  stare: 

And  what  would  a  pbilosopher  hare  morę  ? 

You  cannot  wish  for  coaclies,  kitchens,  oooee— n 

"  My  lord,  1  've  not  enough  to  buy  me  books— 
Or  pray,  suppose  my  wants  were  all  aupplied, 
Are  there  no  wants  I  should  regard  beside  ł 
Whose  bre&st  is  so  unmannM,  as  not  tu  crieire, 
Compass'd  with  miseries  he  canłt  rciieve? 
Who  can  be  happy — who  should  wish  to  lirę, 
And  want  the  godiike  happinesslo  gfre  ? 
(That  I  'm  a  judge  of  this,  you  must  allow : 
1  had  it  ooce — and  1  'm  debarrM  it  now). 
Ask  your  own  heart,  my  lord,  if  this  be  trae, 
Then  how  unblest  am  1 1  how  blest  are  you  !" 

**  Tis  true — but,  doctor,  let  os  wave  all  that— 
Say,  if  you  had  yonr  wish,  what  you  łd  ne  at-,? 

"  Kxcuse  me,  good  my  lord — I  won*t  be  sounded, 
Nor  shall  your  favour  by  my  wants  be  bounded. 
My  lord,  1  challenge  nothing  as  my  due, 
Nor  is  it  fit  I  should  prescribe  to  yo«. 
Yet  this  might  Symmachus  himself  avo* 
(Whose  rigid  rules  are  antiquated  now) — 
My  lord,  I  'd  wish  to  pay  the  debts  I  os* — 
I  'd  wish  besides — to  hit  Id f  and  to  bestow." 


s 


AS  EPISTLE  UPON  AN  EPISTUS. 

PROM 

A  CERTA  IN  DOCTOR 

TO 

A  CERTAIN  GREAT  LORDl 

SKIKO   A   CBaiSTICAS-BOX   FO»   Itt.    DKŁAW* 

As  Jove  will  not  attend  on  less, 
When  things  of  morę  importance  press; 
You  can't,  grare  sir,  beliere  it  hard, 
That  you,  a  Iow  Hibernian  bard, 
Should  cool  your  heels  awhile,  and  wait 
Unanswei^d  at  yom  pation*s  gate: 
And  would  my  lord  Touchsafe  to  ^rant 
This  one,  poor,  humble  boon  I  want, 
Free  lea^e  to  play  his  sceretarf, 
As  Fałstaff  acted  old  king  Harry  c 
I  'd  tell  of  yours  in  rhyme  and  print : 
Folks  shrug,  and  ery  'Ihtr*  '*  noUómg  in  *L 
And,  after  sereral  rcadings  orer, 
It  shines  mo9t  in  the  marble  corer. 

How  could  so  fine  a  taste  dispense, 
With  mean  degrees  of  wit  and  sense  ł 
Nor  will  my  lord  so  far  beguiU 
The  wxse  and  leamed  of  our  itU  ; 
To  make  it  pass  opon  the  nation, 
By  dmt  of  his  sole  approbation, 
The  task  is  arduous,  patrona  find, 
To  warp  the  sense  of  all  mankind  ; 
Who  think  your  Mnse  must  first  aspire, 
Ere  be  advance  the  doctor  bigher. 

You  *ve  cause  to  say  be  meant  you  wellr 
That  you  are  tkamJrful,  who  can  tell?  . 
For  s6H  you  to  short  (which  grieres  your  apiat) 
Ofhisśntent;  jon  mean,  your 


A  ŁlBEL. 
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Ah }  qnanło  ncńus,  tu  adtpte, 
tai  nil  molirit  tam  inepte  t 
taiedley  l,  tbeu  Jonathan  of  Clogher, 
'«  When  thou  tby  taumble  lay  dost  ofter 
To  Graftoo'*  grace,  with  gratefnl  heart, 
rhy  thanks  and  yerse  devoid  of  art : 
jooteot  with  what  his  bounty  gare, 
tfo  larger  inoome  dost  thoa  cwe.1' 

But  yott  mnst  have  cascades,  and  all 
[eroe's  lakę  fur  yoor  canal, 
r our  vistos,  barges,  mnd  (a  po*  on 
Ul  pride !)  our  speaker  for  your  coxon : 
[t  's  pity  that  he  can't  bestow  you 
IweWe  commoners  ra  capa  to  row  you. 
rhos  Edgar  proud,  in  days  of  yore, 
a«ld  monarchs  labouring  at  the  oar $ 
łnd,  as  he  passtt,  so  swelfd  the  Dce, 
RnratfM,  as  Ern  would  do  at  thee. 

How  different  is  this  froin  Smedtey ! 
[His  name  is  up,  he  may  in  bed  lic) 
'  Who  only  asks  some  pretty  cure. 
En  wbolesome  seil  and  ether  pure ; 
rbe  garden  stor  xi  with  artless  Aowers, 
o  either  angla  shady  bowers : 
¥o  gay  parterre  with  costly  green 
ń ust  in  the  ambient  hedge  be  seen ; 
hit  Naturę  freely  takes  her  course, 
•lor  feass  from  bhn  ungrateral  foroe : 
io  sbeers  to  check  her  sprouting  vigour, 
)r  shape  the  yews  to  antic  figurę." 

But  you,  forsootb,  your  all  must  aouauder 
3n  that  poor  spot,  calPd  DelLrille  yonder : 
Ind  when  you  *re  been  at  vast  espemes 
n  whims.  parterres,  canals,  and  fences, 
rour  assets  iail,  and  cash  is  wanting  j 
tfor  farther  boildmgs,  fatther  płanting : 
tfo  wonder,  when  you  raise  and  lerel, 
rhiiik  this  walł  Iow,  and  that  wali  bereł. 
Uere  a  comrenient  boa  you  found, 
RThich  you  demo1isb'd  to  the  ground : 
Hien  built,  then  took  up  witb  your  arbour, 
knd  set  tlie  house  to  Rupert  Barber. 
fon  sprang  an  aren,  whicb,  in  a  scunry 
lumour,  you  tumbled  topsy-tunry. 
Tou  change  a  cirde  to  a  souare, 
Pben  to  a  circle  as  you  wcre : 
Vho  can  imagine  whence  the  fund  is, 
Tiat  you  gttadrutm  cbange  rotundit  t 

Ti  Famę  a  tempie  you  erect, 
i  Flora  does  the  dome  protect ; 
Aounts,  walks,  on  high :  and  jn  a  hollow 
rou  place  the  Muses  and  Apollo ; 
Tiere  shining  'midst  his  train,  to  grace 
rour  whimsical  poetic  place. 

These  stories  were  of  oid  design'd 
.s  fisbies  ;  but  you  have  refin'd 
"he  poeta*  mythologic  dreams, 
'o  real  Muses,  gods,  and  streams. 
Vho  would  not  swear,  when  you  contriva  thus, 
"hat  you  're  Don  Quixote  RedWirus  ? 

Beneath,  a  dry  canal  tbere  lies, 
Vhich  only  winter's  rain  suppties. 
>h  !  couldst  thou,  by  some  magie  speU, 
Tither  convey  St  Patrick's  wełJ  ! 
tera  may  it  re-assume  ita  stream  *, 
ud  tafce  a  greater  |Patriek'a  nam*! 

JS<wa  Petitkra  to  the  Duke  of  Grafbon,  p.  Wf; 
•  8ee  Dr.  SwnYa  verses  on  the  dryiąg-up  of  this 
•11,  in  this  rolume,  p.  *5U    .  i 


If  yoftr  espensea  i4se  to  high, 
What  inoome  can  your  wants  supply  f 
Yet  still  you  fiuicy  you  inherit 
A  ftind  of  such  superior  merit, 
That  you  cant  fail  of  morę  prorision, 
All  by  my  lady's  kind  decision. 
For,  the  morę  1iviugs  you  can  fish  up> 
You  think  you  '11  sooner  be  a  bishop : 
That  couW  not  be  my  lortPs  infant. 
Nor  can  it  anrwer  the  ev«nL 
Most  think  what  has  been  heap^d  os  you, 
To  other  sort  of  folk  was  doe : 
Rewards  too  great  for  your  flim-flams, 
Epistles,  riddles,  epigram, 

Though  now  your  depth  most  not  be  soundeuV 
The  time  was,  when  you  M  have  compounded 
For  less  than  Charley  Grattao^  scfaool : 
Five  hundred  pouod  a  year  's  no  fool ! 

Take  this  ad  vice  then  from  your  friend  i 
To  your  ambitkm  put  an  eod. 
Be  frugal,  Pat :  pay  what  you  owe, 
Before  you  build  and  you  bestow. 
Re  modest ;  nor  address  -your  betters 
With  begging,  vam,  familiar  letters. 

A  passage  may  be  found  3, 1  've  heard, 
In  some  old  Greek  or  Latian  bard, 
Whicb  says,  "  Would  crows  in  silenoe  eat 
Ilierr  offius,  or  their  better  meat, 
Their  geuerous  feeders  not  proroamg 
By  loud  and  imhannooious  croaking ; 
They  might,  unhurt  by  Enry'8  claws, 
Iire  on,  and  stuff  to  boot  their  maws." 


AUBEL 
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DR.DELANY, 

AND  BIS  •ZCSŁŁBtCCT 

JOHN  LORD  CARTERET.     1799. 

Df.ludrd  mortals,  whom  the  gnąf 
Choose  for  eompanions  Ute  i  tete  ; 
Who  at  then*  dinnets,  en  familie, 
Oet  leave  to  sit  wheoetar  you  will ; 
Then  boasting  tell  us  where  you  dinM* 
And  how  his  JordiMp  wat  so  kind } 
How  many  pleasant  things  he  spółce, 
And  how  you  laughydntmmrfjokei 
.Swear  be  *s  a  most  facetiout  mau; 
That  you  and  he  are  cup  and  can ." 
You  travel  with  a  heary  ioad. 
And  quite  mistake  prefermenl'%  ioadV 

Suppoea  my  U/rd  and  jrou  aione  j 
Hmt  the  least  interest  ot  your  owa. 
His  ▼isafe  drops,  be  knits  his  brow, 
He  cannot  talk  of  business  now : 
Or,  inention  but »  wujant  pott, 
He  'U  tara  it  off  with,  "  Nąme  yonr^oaet^ 
Nor  could  the  nkest  artsit  paint 
A  oountenanoa  with  moro  oonttramt, 

For  as,  their  appetites  to  cpiencfa, 
Lords  keen  a  pimp  to  bring  a  weneh  j 
80  men  of  wit  are  but  a  kmd 
Ofpandai^toariciotisnBindi 

>aor.U^«>i;»n% 
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Who  proptr  object*  mutt  pnmdw 

To  gratify  thetr  lust  of  pride, 

When,  wearied  with  intrigues  of  state, 

They  find  au  idle  hour  to  prate. 

Then,  shall  ycm  dare  touki  place, 

You  forfeit  all  your  pntron'%  graco, 

And  disappoint  the  sole  design 

For  which  he  summouM  yon  to  dme. 
Tbus  Congreve  spetit  »a  writing  plays, 

And  one  pour  office,  half  his  deys : 

While  Moutagne,  who  c1tim'd  the  station 

To  be  Mawenas  of  the  nation, 

For  poeto  opeo  tafcie  kept, 

But  ne'er  conaiderM  where  they  alept: 

Himself  as  iieh  aa  fifty  Jews, 

Was  eaey,  tbough  they  wanted  sboes: 

And  crazy  Oamgr&m  scarce  could  spam 

A  sbilling  to  ómohanm  his  ehair; 

Till  prudenee  nugat  bnn  to  appcal 

From  Paean's  fire  to  persa  aeal; 

Kot  owing  to  his  happy  im 

Tbe  fortunat  of  his  tatar  soene, 

Took  proper  prrariafer  la  tamę  ; 

And  so  migfat  etery  dmąca  atife. 
Thut  Stfete,  who  own»d  wbat  otbers  writ, 

And  fioorish'd  by  ńmputad  wit, 

FrompeńlsofahBndredjaili 

Withdrew  to  stania,  and  di*  in  Wale*. 
Thus  Gay,  tłw  karę  with  many  fHenda, 

Twice  eeren  long  ysars  the  comrt  afetnos : 

Who,  under  todes  oooveymg  truto, 

To  Tirtue fbrmM  a  t*met^  yooth  > : 

Who  paki  his  courtship  with  the  crowd 

As  nur  as  modett  pruU  aUow'd; 

Rejects  a  8ervile  tuher**  place, 

And  leares  St  James's  in  disgrace. 

Thns  Addison,  by  Jords  earest. 
Was  left  in  foreigo  landa  distnest* 

Forgot  at  borne,  became  for  hire 
A  travelling  tutor  to  a  istriw  t 
Bot  wisely  left  tbe  Muses*  bill, 
To  business  shapM  tbe  poety%  ąoill, 
Let  al  I  jhis  barren  hmrelt  §U% 
Took  op  himself  the  courtler**  trade, 
And,  grown  o  mimutor  af  siata, 
Saw  poeto  at  his  lewee  wait 

Hail,  happy  Popa!  whosa  genereas  mmd 
Detesting  all  the  stateamea  kmd, 
Contemning  watt,  at  comrt*  imseen, 
Befus'd  the  Ttsits  of  a  ejaeen. 
A  soul  with  every  Tirtne  ftaugtit, 
By  sages,  priesłs,  or  pod*  tattght ; 
Wbose  filial  piety  eaeels 
Whatercr  Grecian  stary  setls $ 
A  genius  for  all  stattons  At, 
Wbose  nuanest  talant  it  his  wit ; 
His  beart  too  great,  thongb  fortunę  litsfe, 
To  Hck  a  rascal  datemaiłs  eptotle  j 
Appealing  to  the  aasJon's  taete, 
Abore  the  reach  of  wam  It  ptaM  t 
By  Homer  dead  was  ftaught  to  thfiye, 
WbJcbHonMTiieaereoal&autt;    . 
And  shs  atoft  on  Psados'  heni, 
Despising  rlaoat  tbat  crmgs  for  tosaAi 

True  politicians  anty  pary 
For  solid  icorA^  but  not  flar  e&u/; 
Nor  ever  chuse  to  work  wita  teot* 
76rg'd  up  in  colleges  VDd*tk*olt. 

*  William  dukeof  Cumb*r1eaJA^4o4«oi*:  II. 


Consider  how  much  morę  k  dna 
To  all  tbeir  journeymcn  than  you  3 
At  table  yoa  can  Horace  ąoote ; 
Tbey  at  a  proch  can  bribe  a  vote : 
You  show  your  skill  in  Grecian  story  ; 
But  they  can  manage  Whig  and  Tory  i 
You,  as  a  critic,  are  so  cnrioot 
To  find  a  veree  in  Virgil  spurious; 
But  they  can  smoke  the  deep  dangna* 
When  Bolingbroke  with  Putteaey  dinea. 
Besides,  your  patron  may  upbraid  ye» 
Tbat  you  have  got  a  place  already  | 
An  office  for  your  talents  fit, 
To  fiatter,  caire,  and  show  your  wit; 
To  snuff  the  łighta,  and  stir  tbe  firc, 
And  get  a  dinncr  for  your  hire. 
What  clann  have  you  to  aiact  or  penmm  t 
He  overpays  m  ooiideaocnsion. 

But,  reverend  doctor,  yon,  we 
Gould  nerer  condescend  so  Iow : 
The  vke-royt  wbom  you  now  attend, 
Would,  if  he  durst,  be  morę  your 
Nor  will  in  you  those  gifts  despise, 
By  which  himself  was  taught  to  rise : 
When  he  has  Tirtuc  to  retirt, 
He  *1]  gńere  he  did  not  raise  yoa 
And  place  you  in  a  hettar  stataou, 
Altbougb  it  might  hare  pleasM  the 

This  may  be  trać    snbaaittipg  atiB 
To  Walpole's  morę  than  royał  will; 
And  what  oonditłoa  can  be  woms  ? 
He  comas  to  drain  a  heggar9*  purte  ; 
He  comes  to  tte  our  ehains  on  mster* 
And  show  us,  Kngland  is  our  master : 
Caressing  knares,  and  dunces  woomg. 
To  make  them  work  tbeir  own  undotng> 
What  has  he  ehe  to  but  bis  treps, 
Or  brin*  his  osnam  in,  but  mrtftf 
The  offiUs  of  a  churck  diatreat ; 
A  hungry  vicaragt  at  hast  j 
Or  some  saaiotM  interior  pasły 
With  forty  pounas  a  year  at  most? 

But  berę  again  yon  iatarpcas  " 
Your  favourite  lord  is  nonę  of  thosa 
Who  owe  tbeir  yiitaes  to  thek  statkmt, 
And  characters  to  dedications  t 
Por  keep  him  in,  or  tura  hion  out, 
His  Uarning  nonę  wiH  cali  in  doubt; 
flis  Uarning,  tbough  a  poet  said  H 
Before  a  play,  would  lose  no  credit  $ 
Nor  Pope  would  dare  deny  him  wit, 
Altbough  to  praise  it  Phillips  writ. 
I  own,  he  hates  aa  aotioa  base, 
His  pirłuet  battling  with  his  plac*  ; 
Nor  wanta  a  nice  ó^sceraing  spirit 
Betwizt  a  tnie  and  spurious  merit  j 
Can  sometimes  drop  a  uofrr^s  claim, 
And  give  up  party  to  has  nunc 
I  do  she  most  ihaLtfriendthip  can; 
1  hate  the  oiee-ioy,  lere  tbe  arna. 

But  you  who,  titt  your  forteue  *t  mada^ 
Must  be  a  tweetemtr  by  your  trade, 
Should  swear  be  new  meant  us  itt$ 
We  sufler  sore  agamst  Ws  wiB$ 
Tbat,  ifweroaMboaeaeuttbemt, 
He  would  hare  ohose  a  ainaW  pnrtt 
We  rather  should  lament  his  case, 
Who  must  obey,  or  łase  hmplac*. 

Siace.tin^r^cctBsn  stipt  yoar psq> 
Insen  it  when  j<m  write  afaśt  i 
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md,  to  Hłostrete  a\  proanoe 
Iris  mnie  for  his  escose : 

"Sotodestroy  aguiky 
ta  aa**/  *  tent  by  *uaoi*'s 
tfbile  ha  0097*  eisnfceai  will, 
tahaps  may  wał  aett^eane*  stiil  $ 
Ind  wish  tbe  taak 
Po  jpirife  of  lea 

Bat  I,  io  politics  grown  oki, 
RThose  tboughts  ara  of  a  dififereat  moahi, 
RTho  from  my  soul  saseerely  hate 
loth  łtjtgt  and  saatałart  of  *****, 
frno  look  on  ctntrtt  with  atricter  eyaa 
Po  ase  the  aeedi  of  vtee  ariae, 
2an  lend  yoa  an  allusion  fitter, 
rhough^fart*rmg  krunes  may  cali  H  ońYrr  ; 
Which,  if  you  darat  bot  grre  ii  place, 
OTould  show  yoa  many  a  fto/ermoa's  face* 
freth  from  the  frtporf  of  Apollo 
[  had  ii  m  the  words  that  follow 
Take  notkę,  to  avoM  offence, 
[  here  esccept  Am  e*cettcnce). 

"  So,  to  effect  hit  monarcho  ends , 
From  Heli  a  vice^rcy  derił  aaeends ; 
Sa  budget  with  comcption*  crmmtnM, 
rhe  contribution*  of  the  <font*'a*  ; 
rVhich  with  owparing  hand  he  strows 
rhroagh  ettrrtf  and  senaiet  as  he  gees  ; 
tad  then  at  Bedzebnb^  Afcic^t  Aa// 
Domphuns  his  OMi/rtff  was  too  smali.* 

Your  jistr/t  may  better  shine 
ta  vene ;  but  there  te  tnttk  4n  minę. 
Por  no  imaginabfe  thłngs 
Can  dirjer  morę  than  gods  and  kfogs  : 
and  ttatcrmen  by  ten  tfconsand  odda 
|re  angels  jurt  as  łdngs  are  gods. 


TO  DR.  DEL^^r, 

OS}   TOS  * 

LIBELS  WR1TTEN  AGAlNST  HIM. 


—  Tfttrti  tlbi  non  sit  opaci 
Omnfe  arena  Tagi. 

Ks  some  raw  youth  in  country  bred, 
To  arms  by  thirst  of  honour  led, 
When  at  a  skirmish  first  be  hears 
Hie  bullets  whistlrag  round  his  earą, 
(Viii  duck  his  heajl  aside,  will  start, 
Und  feel  a  trembling  at  his  he&rt, 
HU  'scaptng  oft  without  a  wouad 
Lessens  the  terrour  of  tbe  soond ; 
Fly  bullets  now  as  thick  as  hops, 
9e  nms  into  a  cann0n's  ahops : 
In  anthor  thus,  wbo  paots  for  famę, 
Begras  the  world  with  fear  and  shame  ; 
Wnen  first  in  print,  you  see  hioi  draad 
Bach  pop-gun  level'd  at  bis  head  : 
rhe  lead  yon  critic'*  quill  containa, 
[s  destnrM  to  beat  out  bis  braios : 
la  if  be  heard  loud  thunders  roli, 
>ies,  Lord,  have  mercy  00  his  soul ! 
2oncludmg,  that  anothor  shot 
rYill  strike  him  dead  upon  the  spot. 


Juv. 
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commatn,  £tn 
jstblteayy  Ofciiiys^tfa 


Bot,  wben  with  eąuibbing,  fiasamg, 
He  canoot  see  one  creature  droppiag; 
That,  missrog  Are,  or  imsamg  sśm, 
His  life  issefe,  I  meanbis  ant ; 
The  danger  past,  tanea  heart  of  grace. 
And  looks  a  erWe  ia  the  moa. 

Thoogh  splendour  grres  the  śaireat 
To  poison'd  arrows  from  the  derk, 
Yet,  in  yourttifwken  mootk  and  wssf, 
They  glance  aside  withoat  a  woarat 

Tis  said,  tbe  gads  try»d  all  thekr  aft, 
How  pain  they  might  from  afassaia  part ; 
But  uttle  could  thetr  streagth  asail ; 
Both  still  are  fastoa^d  ay  tbe  tarł 
Thm  famę  and  cnmm  with  a  tetaej 
By  mte  are  always  łhmVd  tosjetaer. 

Why  will  yoa  aim  to  be  prefcrrM 
In  wit  befbre  the  oommen  herd ; 
And  yet  grow  mortityd  and  vexy& 
To  aay  tae  peoaky  aanesad? 

lTis  eminence  makes  enry  rise  ; 
As  fairest  fraas  attract  the  mes. 
Should  stupid  libels  grieveyoar  mhmt, 
You  soon  a  remedy  may  nod ; 
Lie  down  obsoure  likeother  fbtks 
Below  the  lash  of  snarlers*  joaes. 
Their  faction  is  nve  lmudrad  odds : 
Por  every  coacomb  lendstaam  rads, 
And  sneęrs  as  learnedly  as  tacy, 
Likft  feniales  o*er  their  awrains;  tea. 

You  say,  the  Muse  will  not  eoataia, 
And  write  you  must,  or  break  awćin. 
Then,  if  you  nod  tae  terma  too  bani, 
No  longer  my  aeVfoe  regard : 
But  raise  your  fancy  on  the  wiagj 
The  Irish  senateH  praisessiaf : 
How  jealous  of  flae  aatsen^sfreedem. 
And  for  corraptions  how  they  waed  'asa? 
How  each  the  pubiic  good  parsoea, 
How  fer  their  bearts  frem  prWate  ńewee 
Make  all  true  paferiets,  ap  to  tbee-aoym, 
Huzza  their  brethren  at  the  Bław-boya^ 
Thus  grown  a  membar  of  the  ciub, 
No  looger  dread  the  ragę  of  Orub. 

How  oft  am  I  fer  rwymcta  seek ! 
To  dress  a  thonght^  may  ted  a  weekt 
And  then  how  thankfttl  to  tbe  towo, 
If  all  my  pains  w4U  earn  a -crown  1 
Whilst  every  critic  can  devewr 
My  work  and  me  in  half  an  aoar. 
Would  men  of  genius  ceaee  te  < 
The  rogues  must  die  for  want  and 
Must  die  for  want  of  food  aad 
If  scandal  did  not  and  them 
How  cheerfully  the  baWkuis  atf 
A  satire,  aad  the  geotry  boy ! 
While  my  uard-labawrM  poem 
Unsold  upon  the  printor%  tmes.' 

A  genius  in  the  reverend  gowa 
Must  erer  keep-im  owoer  down; 
Tis  an  unnatoral  conjunctioa, 
And  spoils  the  credit  of  tae  ftnsrtiaat 
Round  all  joor  bietlirea  csat  yoareysś^ 
Point  out  sbesarest  men  to  rise : 
That  club  of  caotKdates  hi  alaak, 
The  Jeast  deserrms;  of  the  psfck, 
Aspiring,  ntctnus,  nerce,  and  looaT 
With  grace  and  leeiaing  UAenaoa*a\ 
Can  tura  their  hands-tb  eyerrjeb^ 
The  fittest  ^oqb  to  t^rlr^#Bbw 
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Will  sooner  coin  a  thonsand  lies, 
Tban  suffer  men  of  parts  to  rise; 
They  crowd  aboot  prefermenfs  gate, 
And  press  you  down  with  all  tbeir  weigfaL 
For  as,  of  old,  mathcmaticians 
Werę  by  ihe  rulgar  thought  msgicians ; 
So  academic  dali  ale-drinkere 
Pronoance  all  men  ciwrtfree-thinkers. 

Wit,  as  tbe  chief  of  yirtue'*  friends, 
Disdains  to  serre  ignobie  ends. 
Obseire  what  toads  of  atupid  rhymes 
Oppress  os  in  comiptod  times: 
What  pamphlets  in  a  courfs  defenoe 
Show  reason,  grammar,  truth,  or  sense  ? 
For  though  tbe  Muse  deligbts  in  fiction, 
Sbe  ne'er  inspires  against cunvict»on. 
Tben  keep  your  virtue  still  unmbct, 
And  let  not  faction  oome  betwtzt : 
By  party-steps  no  grandeur  climb  at, 
Tbough  h  wonld  make  you  EogUnd'8  primate: 
First  learn  the  science  to  ba  duli, 
You  tben  may  soon  your  conscience  luli ; 
If  not,  however  seated  high, 
Your  genius  in  yoor  face  will  fly. 

Wben  Jove  was  from  bis  teeming  bead 
Ofwitfflfairgoddesibrcraghttobed, 

There  followM  at  his  lymg-in 
For  after-birth  a  sooterkin ; 
Which,  as  the  nnrse  punoed  to  kill, 
Attain'd  by  Aigbt  tbe  Muses*  bill, 
Tbere  in  the  soi!  began  to  root, 
And  litterU  at  Parnassus'  foot 
From  hence  the  critic  vermin  sprang, 
With  harpy  claws  and  poisonous  tongue, 
Wbo  fatten  on  poetic  scraps, 
Too  cunning  to  be  caugbt  in  traps. 
Damę  Naturę,  aa  tbe  leamed  show, 
Prorides  each  animal  its  foe : 
Hounds  bunt  the  bare;  the  wiły  fac 
Devours  your  geese,  tbe  woif  your  fiocks. 
Tbus  envy  pleads  a  natura!  claim 
To  persecute  the  Muses'  fama; 
On  poets  in  all  times  abusive, 
Prom  Homer  down  to  Fope  inclusire. 

Yet  what  arails  it  to  complain  ? 
You  try  to  taka  revenge  in  vain. 
A  rat  your  utmost  ragę  defies, 
Tbat  safe  behind  the  wainscot  lies. 
8ay,  did  you  ever  know  by  sigbt 
In  cbeese  an  individual  mite  ? 
Show  me  tbe  same  numeric  Aea, 
That  bit  your  neck  but  yesterday  : 
You  tben  may  boldly  go  in  quest 
Tb find  the  Grub-street  poeta  nest ; 
What  spunging-bouse,  in  dread  of  jaił, 
fteceives  them,  while  they  wait  for  bail  * 
What  alley  they  are  nestled  in. 
To  flourish  o'er  a  cup  of  gin ; 
Ptnd  the  last  garret  wbere  they  lay, 
Or  cellar  wbere  they  starve  to-day, 
Suppose  you  had  them  all  trepann'd, 
With  each  a  libel  in  his  band, 
What  punisbsaent  would  you  inflict  ? 
Or  cali  them  rogues,  or  get  them  kicktł 
TTiese  they  bave  qfteo  try'd  before; 
You  but  oblige  them  so  mncb  morę : 
Themselves  would  be  tbe  first  to  tell, 
To  make  tbeir  .trasa  the  better  sell. 

You  bave  been  tibePd— Let  us  know, 
What  fool  officiouj  told  you  so  i 


Will  yon  regard  the  hawkert  ctka> 
Who  in  his  tades  ahrays  lies? 
Whate^er  the  nowy  scoandial  seys, 
It  migbt  be  something  tn  your  prssse : 
And  praise  bestow'd  on  Gnib-street  rhymes 
Would  rex  one  morę  a  thonsand  tii 
TUI  critic*  blame,  and  jodges  praise, 
Tbe  poet  cannot  claim  his  bays. 
On  me  wben  donces  are  satiric, 
I  take  it  for  a  panegyric. 
Hated  byfooit,  ind  fool*  to  haie9 
Be  that  my  motto,  and  my /ate. 
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To  form  a  just  and  finishM  piece, 
Take  twenty  gods  of  Romeor  Greece, 
Wbose  godsbips  are  in  chief  iequest, 
And  fit  your  present  subject  best : 
And,  should  it  be  your  bero'*  case. 
To  bave  both  małe  and  fornale  race, 
Your  business  must  be  to  proride 
A  score  of  goddesses  beside. 

Some  cali  tbeir  monarchs  sona  of  Saturna 
For  wbich  they  briug  a  modern  paitern ; 
Because  they  inigbt  hare  heard  of  one, 
Who  often  long'd  to  eat  his  son : 
But  this,  I  thiok,  will  not  go  down, 
For  here  the  father  kept  his  crown. 

Why,  tben,  appoint  nim  son  of  Jore, 
Wbo  met  his  mother  in  a  groro  : 
To  this  we  freely  sball  consent, 
Weil  knowing  what  the  poets  meant ; 
And  in  their  sense,  łtwixt  me  and  yoa, 
It  may  be  Kterally  true. 

Neat,  as  the  laws  of  renę  reąuire, 
He  must  be  greater  than  bis  sire ; 
For  Jove,  as  every  school-boy  knowa. 
Was  able  Saturn  to  depose  : 
And  tnre  no  Christian  poet  breatbtng 
Would  be  morę  scrupulous  tban  a  heathen  f 
Or,  if  m  blaspbemy  it  tends, 
Tbat  's  but  a  trifle  among  friends. 

Your  nero  now  another  Mars  is» 
Makes  mighty  armies  turn  their  a— a 
Behold  his  glhtering  falchion  mow 
Whole  squadrons  at  a  single  Mow ; 
While  victory,  with  wings  ootspread, 
Flles,  like  an  eagłe,  o'er  his  head ; 
His  milk  -wbite  steed  upon  its  haunches, 
Or  pawing  tnto  dead  men's  paunche* : 
As  Orerton  bas  drawn  his  sire, 
Still  seen  ołer  many  an  ale-bouse  fire. 
Tben  from  his  arms  boarse  thunder  rolls, 
As  loud  as  fifty  mustard-bowls ; 
For  thunder  still  his  arm  supplies, 
And  Iichtning  always  in  bis  eyes : 
They  both  are  ebeap  enough  in  conscience^ 
And  serve  to  echo  rattling  nonsense. 
The  rumbling  words  march  fieroe  akmg, 
Madę  trebly  dreadful  in  your  song. 

Sweet  poet,  hir'd  for  birth-day  rhynsea 
To  sing  of  wara,  choose  peaceral  times. 
What  though,  for  fifteen  years  and 
Janus  had  ]ock'd  his  temple-dooc  ; 
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feoagh  not  a  conee-honse  we  mi  in 
[ath  mentiooM  arms  od  this  side  Sweden  ; 
Por  London  journals,  nor  tbe  nostmen, 
boogh  fond  of  warlike  lies  as  most  men ; 
boa  still  with  battles  stuff  thy  head  fuli : 
br,  mott  thy  hero  not  be  dreadral  ? 
Dismissing  Mars,  it  nert  mott  folio*   * 
our  oonąueror  is  become  Apollo : 
bat  be  's  Apollo  «  as  plain  as 
bat  Robin  Walpole  is  Maecenas ; 
tut  tbat  be  strujts,  and  that  be  sanints, 
roo  M  know  bim  by  Apollo'8  prints. 
►Id  Phosbus  is  but  balłas  brigbt, 
or  yours  can  sbine  botb  day  and  night. 
*ne  first,  perhaps,  may  once  an  age 
D*pire  you  with  poetie  ragę ; 
our  Phosbus  royal,  every  day, 
Tot  ooiy  can  inspire,  but  pay. 
Tben  make  this  new  Apollo  sit 
ole  patron,  judge,  and  god  of  wit. 
1  How  from  bis  altitude  he  stoops 
*o  raise  np  ▼irtne  wben  sbe  droops; 
Hi  learningbow  bis  bounty  flows, 
Ad  with  wbat  jostice  he  bestows : 
rair  Isis,  and  ye  banki  of  Cam ! 
te  witness  if  I  tell  A  nam. 
Vbat  prodigies  in  arts  we  dram, 
tom  both  yonr  streams,  in  George's  reign* 
Li  from  tbe  fiowery  bed  of  Nile"— 
hat  berę  's  enougb  to  show  yonr  style, 
łroad  immendos,  such  as  this, 
f  well  appbed,  can  hardiy  miss : 
'br,  wben  you  bnng  yonr  song  m  print» 
le  '11  get  it  read,  and  take  tbe  hint, 
It  mnst  be  read  befbre  His  warbled, 
rhe  paper  gilt,  and  corer  marbled) 
knd  will  be  so  much  morę  your  debtor» 
lecanse  be  never  knew  a  letter  $ 
knd,  as  be  bears  his  wit  and  sense 
To  which  he  never  madę  pretence) 
let  out  in  hyperbolic  strains, 
l  gninea  sball  reward  your  palns : 
?or  patroni  never  pay  so  weU, 
U  wben  they  scarce  harc  learn'd  to  spetl. 

Neat  cali  bim  Neptune :  with  his  trident 
łe  rnles  tbe  sea  j  you  see  him  ride  in  t : 
ind,  if  provok'd,  he  soundly  firku  his 
tebelbous  wares  with  rods,  like  Xerxes» 
łe  wonld  bave  seiz'd  tbe  Spanish  plate, 
lad  not  the  fleet  gone  out  too  late ; 
knd  in  their  very  ports  besiege  them, 
kit  that  he  wpuld  not  disoblige  them  $ 
knd  make  the  rascals  pay  him  dearly 
ror  those  affronts  they  give  him  yearly. 
Tjs  not  deny'd,  that,  when  we  write, 
)nr  ink  is  black,  our  paper  wbite  ; 
knd,  when  we  scrawl  our  paper  o'er, 
Ne  blacken  wbat  was  wbite  befbre : 
\  tbink  this  practice  only  fit 
tor  dealers  in  satiric  wit 
lut  you  some  white-lead  ink  must  get, 
Ind  write  on  paper  black  as  jef ; 
f  oor  interett  lies  to  learn  tbe  knaok 
>f  wnitening  wbat  befbre  was  black. 

Thui  your  encomium,  to  be  strong, 
tfust  be  applied  directly  wroog. 
k  tyrsnt  for  his  mercy  praise, 
sad  crown  a  royal  dunce  with  bays : 

YOŁ.ZŁ 


A  sąuintmg  monkey  load  with  channs, 

And  paint  a  coward  fierce  in  arms, 

Is  he  to  ararice  inclinM  ? 

Ertol  him  for  his  generous  mind : 

And,  when  we  staire  for  want  of  corn, 

Come  out  with  Amalthea's  horo. 

For  all  eaperience  this  erinces 

The  only  art  of  pleasing  princes  : 

For  princes'  tove  you  should  descant 

On  Tirtues  which  they  know  they  want. 

One  compltment  1  nad  fbrgot, 

But  sengsters  must  omit  it  not ; 

I  freely  grant  the  thought  is  oki : 

Why,  then,  your  hero  must  be  told, 

In  him  such  Tirtnes  lie  inherent, 

To  qualiry  him  God's  róegerent ; 

That,  with  no  title  to  inherit, 

He  must  hare  been  a  king  by  merit. 

Yet,  be  the  mncy  old  or  new, 

TU  partly  false,  and  partly  tnie : 

And,  take  it  right,  it  means  no  morę 

Than  George  and  William  daimM  befbre* 

Should  some  obscure  inferior  fellow» 
Like  Julius,  or  the  youth  of  Pella, 
When  all  yonr  list  of  gods  ii  out, 
Presnme  to  show  his  mortal  snout, 
And  as  a  deity  intrude, 
Because  he  nad  the  world  snbdued  ; 
Ob,  let  him  not  debase  your  thoughts, 
Or  name  him  but  to  tell  his  faulta.— 

Of  gods  I  only  qnote  the  best, 
But  you  may  hook-in  all  the  rest 

Now,  birth-day  bard,  with  joy  proceed 
To  praise  your  empress  and  her  breed. 
First  of  the  first,  to  vouch  your  lies, 
Bring  all  the  females  of  the  skies ; 
The  Graces,  and  their  mistress  Venus, 
Mnst  Tenture  down  to  entertain  us: 
With  bended  knees  when  they  adore  her, 
Wbat  dowdies  they  appear  befbre  her ! 
Nor  shalł  we  tbink  you  talk  al  random, 
For  Yenuf  might  be  her  great-grandam  : 
Six  thousand  years  bas  Iiw*d  the  goddess, 
Yonr  heroinę  hardiy  fifty  odd  is. 
Beńdes,  your  songsters  oft  bave  shown 
That  she  hath  graces  of  her  own; 
Three  graces  by  Lucina  brought  her, 
Jus  t  three,  and  every  grace  a  daughter. 
Herę  many  a  king  his  heart  and  crown 
Sball  at  their  snowy  feet  lay  down; 
In  royal  robes,  they  come  by  dozens : 
To  court  their  Engltsh  German  cousins : 
Besides  a  pair  of  princely  babies, 
That,  fi  ve  years  hence,  will  both  be  Hebes* 

Now  see  ber  seated  in  ber  throne 
With  geouine  lustre,  all  her  own : 
Poor  Cynthia  never  shone  so  brigfat, 
Her  splendour  is  but  borrow'd  light  j 
And  only  with  her  brother  linkt 
Can  shine,  without  him  is  estinct. 
But  Garotina  sbines  the  clearer 
With  neitber  spbuse  nor  brotber  near  ber; 
And  darts  her  beams  o*er  both  our  isles, 
Tbough  George  u  gone  a  thousand  mileW 
Thus  Berecynthia  takes  ber  place, 
Attended  by  her  beavenly  race; 
And  sees  a  son  in  erery  god, 
UnawU  by  Jo^s  aU-shakins:  no4 
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Now  sing  his  little  highness  Freddy, 
Who  stmts  likc  afiy  king  already  : 
With  so  much  beauty,  show  me  any  maid 
That  could  resist  this  charming  Ganyniede  ! 
Where  majesty  with  sweetncss  vies, 
And,  like  his  father,  early  wise. 
Then  cut  him  out  a  woj  Id  of  work. 
To  conquer  Spain,  and  quell  the  Turk  : 
Foretel  his  empire  crowif  d  with  bays, 
And  golden  times,  and  halcyon  days ; 
And  swear  his  linę  shall  nile.  the  nation 
For  ever — till  the  coiifla^ration. 

But,  now  it  comes  into  my  tnind, 
"We  left  a  little  dukc  behind"; 
A  Cupid  in  his  foce  and  sizc, 
An'i  only  wants  to  want  his  eyes. 
Make  some  provision  for  the  younker, 
Find  him  a  kingdom  out  tn  conąucr : 
Prepare  a  fleet  to  waft  him  o'er, 
Make  6ulliver  his  commodore; 
Into  whose  pocket  valiant  Willy  ptit, 
Will  soon  tubdue  the  realm  of  IJlliput 

A  skilful  crkic  justly  blames 
Hard,  tougb,  crank,  guttural,  harsh,  stiff  names. 
The  sense  can  ne'er  be  too  jejune, 
But  smooth  your  words  to  fit  the  tune. 
Hanover  may  do  welt  enough, 
But  (.'oorge  and  Bnmswick  are  too  rough : 
Hesse- Darmstadt  makes  a  rugged  sound, 
And  Guelp  the  strongest  ear  will  wound. 
In  vain  are  all  attempts  from  Germany 
To  find  out  proper  words  for  harmony : 
And  yet  1  must  except  the  Rhine, 
Because  it  clraks  to  Caroline. 
Hail !  ąueen  of  Britain,  queen  of  rhytnes  ! 
Be  sung  ten  hundred  thoiisand  times  ! 
Too  happy  were  the  poets*  crew, 
If  their  own  happinefis  they  knew : 
Three  syllabtes  did  neveT  meet 
So  soft,  so  sliding,  and  so  sweet : 
Ninę  other  tuneful  words  like  that 
Would  prove  ev*n  Homer'9  numbers  flat. 
Behold  three  beauteous  vowels  stand, 
With  bridegroom  lirpuids,  hand  in  band  ; 
In  concord  here  for  ever  lixt, 
No  jarring  consonant  betwixt. 

May  Caroline  continue  long, 
For  ever  fair  and  young ! — in  song. 
What  though  the  royal  carcase  must, 
Squeez'd  in  a  coffin,  tura  to  dust  ? 
Those  elements  her  name  compose, 
Like  atoms,  are  exempt  from  blows. 

Though  Caroline  may  fili  your  gap*, 
Yet  still  you  must  consult  your  maps  j 
Find  river*  with  harmonious  names, 
Sebrina,  Medway,  and  the  Thames. 
Britannia  long  will  wear  like  steel, 
But  Albkra's  cliffis  are  out  at  heel  ; 
And  patience  can  endure  no  morę 
To  hear  the  Belgie  lion  roar. 
Give  np  the  phrase  of  haughty  Gaul. 
But  prowl  lberia  soundly  maul : 
Restore  tlie  ships  by  Philip  taken, 
And  make  Mm  crouch  to  save  his  bacón. 
Nassau,  who  got  the  napie  of  glorioua 
Because  he  nevcr  was  victorious, 
A  hąnger-on  has  always  been  y 
For  old  acquaintance  bring  him  m. 


To  Walpole  yott  migfct  lend  a  linę, 
But  much  I  fear  he  's  in  dectine j 
And,  if  you  chance  to  come  too  late, 
When  he  goes  out,  you  share  his  fate, 
And  bear  the  new  suceessor'8  frown  ; 
Or,  whom  you  once  sang  up,  sing  down* 

Rcject  with  scorn  that  stupid  notion. 
To  praise  your  hero  for  devotion  j 
Nor  entertain  a  thought  so  odd, 
That  prtnees  should  believe  in  God  ; 
But  f  łllow  the  securest  nile, 
And  turn  it  all  to  ridiculc : 
>Tis  grown  the  choicest  wit  at  court, 
And  ^ives  the  maids  oY  honour  sport. 
For,  sińce  they  talk'd  with  doctor  Ciarkę, 
Thcy  now  can  yenture  in  the  dark : 
That  sound  dirine  tha-truth  hath  spoke  all. 
And  pawn'd  his  word,  Heli  is  not  local. 
This  will  not  give  tfaem  half  the  troubie 
Of  bargains  sold,  or  meanings  double. 

Supposing  now  your  song  is  done, 
To  mynheer  Handel  next  you  run, 
Who  artfully  will  parę  and  prune 
Your  words  to  some  Italian  tune : 
Then  print  it  in  the  largest  letter, 
With  capitals,  the  morę  the  better. 
Present  it  boldly  on  you  knee, 
And  take  a  guinea  for  your  fee. 


BOUTS  RIME& 


ON  SIGNORA  DOMITILLA. 


Out  school-master  may  rave  i'  th'  fit 

Of  classic  beauty  k<rc  SC  Ma, 
Not  all  his  birch  inspires  soch  wit 

As  Ui'  ogling  be&tns  of  Domitilla. 

Łet  nobles  toast,  in  bright  champaign, 
Nymphs  higher  bora  than  DomrtiUa  j 

I  Ml  drink  her  health,  again,  again, 
In  Berkeley's  tar,  or  sars-parilla- 

At  Goodmans-fields  I  *ve  much  admirtt 
The  postures  strange  of  mon&ieur  Brilla  ; 

But  wbat  are  they  to  the  soft  step, 
The  gliding  air,  of  Domitilla  r 

Virgil  has  eternizM  in  song 

The  flying  footsteps  of  Caroilla  s 
Surę,  as  a  prophet,  he  was  wrong  ; 

He  might  have  dreamt  of  Domitilla. 

Great  Theodose  condemnM  a  towa 

For  thinking  Ul  of  his  Placilla  j 
And  deuce  take  London,  if  some  knight 

O'  th'  city  wed  not  Domitilla ! 

Wbeeler,  tir  George,  in  travela  *ise, 

Gives  us  a  medal  of  Plantilła ; 
But,  oh  !  the  empress  has  not  eyea, 

Nor  lipa,  nor  breast,  like  Domitilla. 

Not  all  the  weahh  of  plundei^d  Italy, 
Pil'd  on  the  mulet  of  king  At-tila, 

Is  worth  one  glove  (I  Ml  not  tell  a  bit  m  lfe) 
Or  garter,  snatchM  from  Domitilla. 

Five  years  a  nymph  at  certain  hamlet, 

Y-cleped  Harrow  of  the  Hill,  a- 
•— bus'd  much  my  heart,  and  was  a  4tŚBŚM  Ift 

To  verse— bat  now  for  Domitilla, 


HELTER  SKELTER THE  LOGICIANS  REFUTED, 
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)*m  'Papę  consigns  BelindVs  waftcb. 

To  the  fahr  sylphkl  Moioeaiiłla, 
Lud  thus  I  offer  up  my  catch 

To  th'  snow-whitehands  of  Domitiila. 


HELTER   SKELTER; 


on, 
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Ht7B    AND    CRY    APTSR    TBE    ATTORNIU, 
TAE1R  ftlDIMO  THK   CIBCOIT, 

Sow  the  active  yoang  attornies 

hiskly  travel  on  their  jouraies, 

jooking  big  as  any  giants, 

>n  the  horaes  of  jtheir  clients  ; 

Jke  90  many  lifctlc  Marses, 

¥ith  their  tilters  at  their  a— 6, 

Srazen-hilted,  lately  burnishM ; 

Ind  with  harness-buckles  furnishM, 

knd  with  whips  and  spurs  so  neat, 

Ind  with  jockey-coats  complete, 

knd  with  booU  so  very  greasy, 

Ind  with  saddles  eke  80  easy; 

Lad  with  bridles  fine  and  gay, 

Iridles  borrowM  for  a  day ; 

łridles  destinM  far  to  roam, 

kh  !  never,  never  to  come  borne. 

knd  with  hats  so  very  big,  sir  ; 

kod  with  powderM  caps  and  wigs,  sir ; 

Ind  with  ruffles  to  be  shown, 

#ąmbric  ruffles  not  their  own ; 

Lnd  with  Holland  shirts  so  wbite, 

birts  becoming  to  the  sight, 

biits  be-wrought  with  different  lettprs, 

La  belonging  to  their  betters ; 

ffith  their  pretty  tinsel'd  boaces, 

fotten  from  their  dainty  doxies  ;  . 

Lnd  wkh  rings  so  Tery  trim, 

«ately  taken  out  of  lim — 

Lnd  with  very  little  peace, 

Lud  as  yety  little  sense  ; 

ffith  some  law,  bat  little  justice, 

larmg  stolen  from  my  hostess, 

tam  the  barber  and  the  cntler, 

ike  the  soldier  from  the  sutler  ; 

tam  the  vintner  and  the  tailor, 

ike  the  felon  from  the  jailer; 

nto  this  and  t'  other  eounty, 

Jying  on  the  public  bounty ; 

liorough  tgwn  and  thorough  Yillage, 

dl  to  plunder,  all  to  pillage ; 

liorough  mountains,  thorough  vallies, 

lioroiigh  stinking  lanes  and  alleys ; 

orne  to— kiss  with  farmers'  spouses, 

md  make  merry  ia  their  houses  j 

orne  to— tumbie  country  wenches 

)n  their  rushy-beds  and  benches, 

Lnd,  if  they  begin  a  fray, 

kaw  fair  sw«^  and-Tinn  away  \ 

dl  to  mnrder  equity, 

md  to  takę,  a  double  śee  % 

111  the  people  all  are  qiuet, 

ud  fagot  to  brosi  and  not : 

jaw  utpachet,  eowM  in  easnage, 

s#8lygładtosiipthOB*4»rriagt; 

Lnd  Tacatkm  's  over— then, 

Ieyf  for  LondonOoi 
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LOGICIANS  REFUTED. 

Lewic  i  ans  hajre  but  iii  defin'd, 

As  rational,  the  human-kiod. 

"  Reason, "  they  say,  "  belergs  to  man  $•* 

But  let  them  prove  it  if  they  can. 

Wise  Aristotle  and  Smiglesius, 

By  ratiocinations  specious, 

Have  strove  to  prore  with  great  precirioa, 

With  definitioti  and  divistoa, 

Homo  ttt  ratione  próeditwri  : 

But,  for  my  soul,  I  cannot  credit  'etn, 

And  raust,  in  spite  of  them  maintain, 

That  man  and  ail  his  ways  are  vatn^ 

And  that  this  boasted  lord  of  naturę 

Is  botłi  a  weak  and  erring  creature  ; 

That  instinct  is  a  surer  guide 

Tlian  reasoa-boasting  mortals'  pride ; 

And  that  brute  beasts  are  far  before  'em. 

Deus  est  anima  brutorum. 

Who  e?er  knew  an  honest  brute 

At  law  his  neighbour  prosecute ; 

Bring  aetion  for  assault  and  battery, 

Or  friend  beguile  with  lies  and  nattery  r 

Cer  plains  they  ramble  unconAnU, 

No  politics  disturb  their  mind ; 

They  eat  their  meals,  and  take  tbeir  fport. 

Nor  know  who  *s  in  or  out  at  court 

They  nerer  to  the  leree  go, 

To  treat  as  dearest  friend,  a  foe : 

They  aerer  importune  his  grace, 

Nor  ever  eringe  to  men  in  place  ; 

Nor  uudertake  a  dirty  job, 

Nor  draw  the  quill  to  write  for  Bob  t 

Fraught  with  invective  they  ne*er  go 

To  folks  at  Pater-nester-row. 

No  judges,  fiddlers,  dancing-masters# 

No  pick-pookets,  or  poetasters, 

Are  known  to  honest  quadrnpeds : 

No  single  brute  his  fellow  leads. 

Brutes  aerer  meet  in  bloody  fray, 

Nor  cut  eaeh  ethert  throats  for  pay. 

Of  beasts,  it  is  confessM,  the  ape 

Comes  aearest  us  in  human  shape ; 

Łike  man,  he  imitates  each  fashioo. 

And  małiee  is  his  rnling  passion : 

But,  both  in  malice  and  grimace** 

A  conrtier  any  ape  surpasses : 

Behold  him  humbly  cringing  wait 

Upon  a  minister  of  state ; 

View  him  soon  after  to  ińferiors 

Aping  the  conduct  of  superiora ; 

He  promises  with  eqoal  air, 

And  to  perform  takes  equal  care. 

He  in  his  turn  flnds  imitators : 

At  court,  the  porters,  lacques>  waiters, 

Their  masters*  manners  stillcontract  j 

And  footmen  lords  and  dukes  can  act. 

Thus,  at  the  court,  both  great  and  smali 

Behave  alike;  for  aH  ape  all. 


THE  PUPPET  SHOW. 

The  life  of  man  to  represent, 

And  turn  it  all  to  ndicmle, 
W5t  dkl  a  puppetsJkow iwrent, 

\\;hęrethe.chjefacjtopi8ftfcol 

1x2  ■  *' 


484 


SWKTS  POEMS. 


The  gods  of  old  were  logi  of  wood, 
And  worsbip  wu  to  puppełt  paid ; 

In  antic  dress  the  idol  stood, 
And  priest  and  people  bow'd  the  head. 

Ko  wondar  then,  if  art  began 

The  shnple  votaries  to  frame, 
To  shape  hi  ńmber  foolish  man, 

And  consecrate  the  błock  to  fama. 

From  henoe  poetk  fancy  learnM 

That  trees  might  rise  from  human  forma, 

Tbe  body  to  a  tnmk  be  turn'd, 
And  branches  Łssoc  from  the  arms. 

Thus  Deedalus  and  Orid  too, 

That  man  's  a  blockhead,  hare  confest  ; 
Powel  and  Stretch  i  the  hint  pursoe; 
Lile  is  a  fiuroe,  the  worid  a  jest* 

The  same  gnat  truta  South-&ea  *  hath  pror'd 
On  that  mm'd  theatre,  the  attey ; 

Where  thonsands,  hj  direotora  mov'd, 
Are  now  sad  monument*  of  folly. 

Wbat  Momus  was  of  old  to  Jore, 

Tbe  same  a  Harleouia  is  now  ; 
The  farmer  was  bujfoon  above, 

Tbe  latter  is  a  Punch  balów. 

vThii  neeting  scena  is  but  a  stage, 

Where  various  images  appear ; 
In  dinerent  parts  of  youth  and  age 

Alike  the  prince  and  peasant  share. 

Some  draw  our  eyes  by  being  great, 
False  pomp  conceals  merę  wood  within  ; 

And  legislator*  rangM  m  state 
Are  oft'  bat  wisdom  in  machinę. 

A  stock  may  chance  to  wear  a  crown. 
And  timber  as  a  lord  take  place ; 

A  statuę  may  put  on  a  frown, 
And  cbeat  us  with  a  thinking  face. 

Others  are  Wiodły  led  away9 

And  madę  to  act  for  ends  unknown  ; 

By  the  merę  spring  of  wires  they  play, 
And  speak  in  langnage  not  their  own. 

Too  oft  alas !  a  scolding  wtfe 

Usurps  a  jolry  fellow's  throne : 
And  many  drink  the  cup  of  lHe, 

Mix'd  and  embitterM  by  a  Joan, 

In  short,  whatever  men  pursue, 
Of  pleasure,  folly,  war,  or  lorę ; 

This  mimie  race  brings  all  to  view : 
Alike  they  dress,  tbey  talk,  they  morę. 

Co  on,  great  Stretcb,  with  artful  handf 
Mortals  to  please  and  to  deride ; 

And,  when  death  breaks  thy  vital  band, 
Thon  shalt  put  on  a  puppeC%  pride. 

Thou  shalt  in  puny  wood  be  shown, 
Thy  image  shall  presera  thy  lamę ; 

Ages  to  come  thy  worth  shall  own, 
Point  at  thy  limbs,  and  tell  thy  name. 

Tell  Tom,  be  draws  a  fttrce  in  Tam, 
Before  be  loaks  in  naturę1*  glass; 

Punt  cannot  form  a  witty  scena, 
Nor  pedantry  lor  humour  pass. 

To  ma^e  men  act  as  senseless  wood, 
And  chatter  in  a  mystic  stram, 

*  Two  famous  puppet-ehow  men. 

»  Set  the  poeu  on  the  fiouth-Sea,  p.  414. 


Is  a  merę  force  on  nem  and  blood, 
And  shows  some  errour  in  the 


He  that  would  thus  refine  on  thee, 
And  tura  thy  stage  into  a  scbool, 

Tbe  jest  of  Punch  wili  ever  be, 
And  stand  confest  tbe  greaterfooL 


THE  GRAND  SUESTION  DEBATRD: 


BAWILTON*!    BAWB     tHOULD  SE     TOBJTBD    IBTD  A 
SAUUCK  oa  A    MALT-HOC/IB.       1729. 

Taus  spoke  to  my  lady  tbe  knight  *  fuli  of  care: 
"  Let  me  have  your  adrice  ra  a  weighty  amur. 
This  Hami!ton's  bawn  *,  whilst  it  aticks  on  my  hanit, 
I  lose  by  the  house  what  I  get  by  the  land  ; 
But  how  to  dispose  of  it  to  the  best  bidder, 
For  a  barrack  *  or  malt-houte,  we  now  most  rmwiiVr. 

"  First,  let  me  suppose  I  make  it  a  małt-Jkmte, 
Herc  I  have  computed  the  profit  will  fali  t*  na : 
There's  nine  hundred  pounds  for  labour  and 
I  inerease  it  to  twelve,  so  three  hundred 
A  bandsome  addition  for  winę  and  good  cheer, 
Three  dishes  a  day,  and  three  hogsbeads  a  year : 
With  a  dozen  large  vesseb  my  tault  shall  be  stnrtt; 
Nb  little  scrub  joint  shall  come  on  my  board  ; 
And  you  and  the  dean  no  morę  shall  cotnbine 
To  stint  me  at  night  to  one  bottle  of  wina; 
Nor  shall  I,  for  his  humour,  permit  you  to  parkis 
A  stone  and  a  quarter  of  beef  from  my  snrloin. 
If  I  make  it  a  barrack,  the  crown  h  my  tenant ! 
My  deary  I  havte  ponderM  agam  and  again  on  t  s 
In  poundage  and  drawbacks  I  tose  haff  my  rent; 
Whatever  they  give  me,  I  must  be  cooteot, 
Or  join  with  the  cóurt  in  erery  debatę; 
.  And  rather  than  that,  I  would  lose  my  estetę." 
Thus  ended  the  knight ;  thus  began  ma  meek  wife: 
"  It  must,  and  it  shall  be  a  barrack,  my  fife. 
I  'm  grown  a  merę  mopus ;  no  company  comes, 
But  a  rabble  of  tenants,  and  rusty  duli  Roma  *, 
With  parsons  wbat  lady  can  keep  hersełf  cleanł 
I  'm  all  orer  daub'd  wben  I  sit  by  the  dean. 
But  if  you  will  gire  us  a  barrack,  my  dear, 
The  captain,  I  *m  surę,  will  always  come  here; 
I  then  shall  not  ralue  his  deanship  a  straw, 
For  the  captain,  I  warrant,  will  keep  him  in  awe; 
Or  shoald  he  pretend  to  be  brisk  and  alert, 
Will  tell  him  that  chaplains  should  not  be  so  pert ; 
That  men  of  bis  coat  should  be  mmdmg  their  praygs^ 
And  not  among  ladies  to  gbe  thcmsclves  ain*" 

Thus  argued  my  lady,  but  argued  in  vain  ; 
Tbe  knigbt  his  opinion  resolv'd  to  maintam. 

But  Hannah  5,  wbo  listen^d  to  all  that 
And  could  not  endnre  so  Tulgar  a  taste, 


>Sir  Arthur  Acheson,  at  whoae 
wntten. 

8  A  large  old  houae,  two  miks  from 
seat    F. 

3  The-army  in  Ireland  it  lodged  m 
ings,  over  tbe  whole  kingdom,  called 

4  A  cant  word  in  Ireland  for  a  poor 
gyman.    F* 

*  My  todyt  waitipf-aoamsil    4^. 
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J  no&  as  tor  ladyship  callM  to  be  dmst, 

fcy'd,  "  Madam,  why  surely  iny  master  'a  possest. 

ir  Arthur  the  maltster !  how  fine  it  will  sound ! 

'd  rmther  tbe  batm  were  aamk  under  ground. 
Nit  madam,  I  guess*d  there  woutd  never  come  good, 
Vhen  I  saw  him  ao  often  with  Darby  aod  Wood  *. 
md  now  my  dremm  'a  oni  5  for  I  was  a  dream'd 
Itat  I  aaw  a  huge  rat— O  dear,  how  I  scream'd  I 
Lud  after,  methought,  I  had  loat  my  new  ahoes ; 
Ind  Molly,  ehe  said,  I  should  hear  aome  ill  nawa, 

'*  Dear  madam,  had  you  bat  tbe  tpirit  to  tease, 
fon  mignt  haye  a  barrack  wheneror  you  pleaae : 
Lad,  madam,  I  always  belie^d  you  ao  stout, 
%at  for  twenty  denials  you  would  not  grre  out 
f  I  had  a  husband  like  him,  I  purtesi, 
[tli  he  gare  me  my  will,  I  would  give  him  no  rest ; 
knd,  rather  than  come  in  the  same  pen*  of  theeta 
¥itb  such  a  cross  man,  I  would  lie  in  the  streets ; 
{ot,  madam,  I  beg  you  contrńre  and  rovent, 
Lnd  worry  him  out,  till  he  ghres  his  conaent 
>ear  madam,  whene*er  of  a  barrack  I  think, 
in  I  were  to  be  hangM,  I  cant  sleep  a  wink  t 
tar  if  a  new  crotchet  eomes  into  my  bram, 

cant  get  it  out,  tbough  I  *d  nerer  so  fain, 
!  macy  already  a  barrack  contrtrM 
It  Hamiłton's  bawn,  and  the  troop  is  arriv'd  j 
X  this  to  be  surę  sir  Arthur  bas  warning, 
and  waits  on  the  captain  bethnes  the  next  morning. 
ttoweee,  when they  meet,  how  their  houoursbehave : 

Noble  captain,  your  aerrant'— *  sir  Arthur,  your 

euro; 
ftm  honour  ma  much* — *  The  honour  is  minę.' — 
'  *Twas  a  sad  ramy  night'— •*  Bat  the  morning  is 

fina,' 
'  Pray  how  does  my  lądy  ?'— '  My  wife  's  at  your 


r  I  think  1  hare  seen  her  picture  by  Jerra*,'— 
'  Good  morrow,  good  captain.     I  '11  wait  on  you 

down,'—  [clown ;' 

r  Yoa  shaWt  stir  a  foot'— ' You  'U  think  me  a 
r  Por  all  the  world,  captain—'  '  Not  half  an  inch 

farther.*—  [Arthur . 

!  You   must  be  ©beyM  ! '— '  Your   senrant,   sir 
My  humble  rcspacta  to  my  lady  unknown.'— 
1 1  hope  you  will  use  my  house  as  your  own.' 

M  Go  bring  me  my  smock ,  and  leave  off  your  prate, 
rhou  hast  certainly  gotten  a  cup  in  thy  pate." 

"  Pray,  madam,  be  qoiet;  what  was  it  1  said  ? 
You  had  like  to  bave  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head. 
Sezt  day,  to  be  snre,  tbe  captain  will  come, 
At  the  head  of  his  troops,  with  trumpet  and  drum. 
Now,  madam,  obeerre  how  he  marches  m  state : 
The  man  with  the  kettle-drum  enters  the  gate : 
Dub,  dub,  adub,  dub.    The  trumpeters  fol  Iow, 
Tantara,  tantara ;  while  aH  the  boya  hollow. 
See  now  comesthe  captain  all  daub'd  with  gold  lace : 
O  la !  the  sweet  gentleman !  look  in  his  face  ; 
And  see  how  he  ndes  Gke  a  lord  of  the  land, 
With  the  fine  flaming  swordthat  be  holdsin  bis  band ; 
And  his  horse,  the  dear  creter,  it  prances  and  rears ; 
With  ribbons  in  knota  at  its  taił  and  its  ears : 
At  last  comes  the  troop  by  the  word  of  command, 
Drawn  up  in  our  court  *  when  the  captain  cries, 
Your  ladyship  lifts  up  the  saab  to  be  seen  [Stamb  ! 
(For  surę  I  had  dizertd  you  out  like  a  queen). 
Tbe  captain,  to  show  he  is  proud  of  the  farour, 
liooks  up  to  your  window,  and  cocks  up  his  baarer 

•  Two  of  sir  Arthurt  managera.    N* 


(His  beaTer  is  cock'd ;  pray,  madam,  mark  that, 
For  a  captain  of  horse  never  takes  off  nis  bat, 
Because  he  haa  nerer  a  band  that  is  tdle;  [bridle.) 
For  the  right  holds  the  sword,  and  the  left  bolds  the 
Then  flourishes  thrice  his  sword  in  the  air, 
As  a  compliment  due  to  a  lady  so  fair ; 
(How  I  tremble  to  think  of  the  blood  it  hath  apilt;) 
Then  he  lowers  down  the  point,  and  kisses  the  hilU 
Your  ladyship  smiles,  and  thus  you  begin  : 
'  Pray,  captain,  be  pleas*d  to  aught  and  walk  in.' 
The  captain  aalutea  you  with  congee  profound, 
And  your  ladyship  curtsies  half  way  to  the  ground. 
*'  • Kit,  run  te  your  master,  and  bid  him  come  to  us; 
I  'm  aare  he  'U  be  proud  of  the  honour  you  do  us. 
And,  captain,  you  'II  do  us  tbe  favour  to  stay, 
And  take  a  ahort  dinner  here  with  us  to-day : 
You  're  heartily  welcome ;  but  as  for  good  cheer, 
You  come  in  the  Tery  worst  time  of  the  year  i 
If  I  had  espected  so  worthy  a  guest — ' 
"  •  Lord  !  madam  !  your  ladyship  aurę  ia  in  jest : 
Youbanter  me,  madam;  thekingdom  must  grant—-* 

*  You  officera,  captain,  are  ao  complaisant !'" 

"  Hist,  bussy,  I  think  I  hear  somebody  coming— * 
"  No,  madam  •  'tis  only  sir  Arthur  a-bumming. 
To  aborten  my  tale  (for  I  hate  a  tong  story), 
The  captain  at  dinner  appears  in  his  glory ; 
Tbe  dean  and  the  doctor''  havebumbłed  their  pride. 
For  the  captain  's  entreated  to  sit  by  your  side ; 
And,  because  he  's  their  betters,  you  carre  for  him 
The  parsom  for  envy  are  ready  to  burst.       [nrst; 
The  serrant*  amaz'd  are  scarce  erer  able 
Tb  keep  off  their  eyes,  as  they  wait  at  the  table  ; 
And  Molly  and  I  haye  thrust  in  our  nose 
To  peep  at  the  captain  all  in  his  fine  cLtet. 
Dear  madam,  be  aurę  be  >s  a  Bne-spoken  man, 
Do  but  hear  on  the  clergy  how  glib  his  toogue  ran  ; 

*  And,  madam,'  aays  he,  *  if  such  dinners  you  gire, 
You  'U  ne*er  want  for  paraons  aa  long  as  you  tire* 

I  ne^er  knew  a  parson  without  a  good  nose ; 
But  the  Deril  's  as  welcome  whererer  he  goes : 
G—  d— -n  me !  they  bid  us  reform  and  repent, 
But,  z — s  !  by  their  looks  they  nerer  keep  Lent. 
Mister  curate,  for  all  your  grave  looks,  I  rm  afiraid 
You  caat  a  aheep'*  eye  on  her  ladyship**  maid : 
I  wjgh  she  .        \  lend  you  ber  pretty  wbite  band 
In  mending  your  cassoc,  and  smoothing  your  band. 
(For  the  dean  was  so  shabby,  and  lookM  like  a  ninny, 
That  the  captain  snpposłd  he  was  curate  to  Jinny). 
Whenever  you  aee  a  caasbc  and  gown, 
A  hundred  to  one  but  it  covers  a  clown. 
Observe  how  a  parson  comes  into  a  roora  ; 
G    d    n  me  !  he  hobblet  as  bad  as  my  groom ; 
A  scholard,  when  just  from  his  college  broke  loose, 
Can  hardly  tell  how  to  ery  bo  to  a  goose ; 
Your  Noveds,  and  Bluturckt,  and  Omurt  srandstm% 
By  G— ,  they  dont  signify  this  pinch  of  sauft 
To  give  a  young  gentleman  right  education, 
The  army  's  tbe  only  good  aobool  in  tbe  nation : 
My  sebool-master  call'd  me  a  dunce  and  a  fool. 
But  at  euffs  I  was  always  the  cock  of  the  school ; 
I  never  could  take  to  my  book  for  the  blood  o*  nie, 
And  the  puppy  confeas^d  he  espected  no  good  o*  me. 
He  caught  me  one  morning  coąuetting  his  wife ; 
But  be  mauPd  me,  I  ne*er  was  so  mauTd  in  my  ule  x 
So  I  took  to  the  road,  and  what  's  very  odd. 
The  flrst  man  l  rubbM  was  a  parson,  by  G— ^ 

"*  Dr.  Jinny,  a  clergy  man  intbe  netghbonjhood.  F 
•  Oridś,  Plutarcat,  Homera. 
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Now,  madam,  yoo  11  tłiink  it  a  sbsnge  thingr  to  say, 
Bat  the  sight  of  a  book  makes  me  sick  to  this  day.* 
"  Never  sińce  I  was  born  did  I  hear  so  much  wit, 
AM,  madam,  I  faugh'd  till  I thought  I  should  Split. 
So  tben  you  Iooktfscornful,  and  tnift  at  the  dean, 
As  who  should  say,  Noto,  am  J  skinny  and  lean  f  * 
Bat  he  dnrst  not  so  much  as  once  open  his  lips. 
And  the  doctor  was  piąguily  down  in  the  hips." 
Thus  merciless  Hannah  ran  on  in  ber  talk,  [walk  ?** 
Till  she  heard  the  dean  cali,  "  Will  your  ladyship 
Her  ladyslup  answers,  "  I  'm  jnst  coming-  down  zn 
Iłien,  turninsr  to  Hannah,  and  fbrcing  a  frown, 
Although  r  was  plain  in  her  heart  she  was  glad, 
CrV'd,  "  Hussy,  why  snre  the  tcench  is  gone  mad  ! 
How  could  thesn  chimeras  get  into  your  brains  ?— 
Como  hither,  and  take  this  ołd  gown  for  yourpains. 
Bat  the  dean,  if  this  secret  should  come  to  his  ears, 
Will  neter  havc  donc  with  his  gibes  and  his  jeera  : 
Tor  your  Hfe,  not  a  word  of  the  matter,  1  charge  ye : 
Give  mc  bot  a  Barrack,  a  fig  for  the  cltrgy." 


TO  DEAN  SWIFT. 


■Y  8»  jUTHUR  ACBSSOft. 


Qood  cause  have  I  to  sing  and  vapour, 
ror  I  am  landlord  to  the  Drapier : 
He  that  of  eyery  ear  *s  the  charmerv 
Now  coodescends  to  be  my  farmer, 
And  grace  my  rilla  with  his  strains. 
Xiives  such  a  bard  on  Britisb  plains  ? 
jfo ;  not  in  all  the  British  court j 
For  nonę  but  witlings  there  resort, 
Whose  names  and  works  (though  dead)  are  madę 
Immortal  by  the  Dunciad  ; 
And,  surę  as  monument  of  brass, 
.  Their  famę  to  futurę  times  s{iall  pass, 
How,  with  a  weakly  warbling  tongue, 
Of  brazen  knigbt  they  vainly  song: 
A  subject  ft>r  their  genius  fit ; 
He  dares  defy  both  seuse  and  wit 
What  dares  he  not  >  He  can,  we  koesj  it, 
A  laureat  make  that  is  no  poet ; 
A  judge,  without  the  least  pretence 
To  common  law ;  or  common  sense  ; 
A  bishop  that  is  no  divine ; 
And  coscombs  in  red  ribbons  shine ; 
Kay,  he  can  make,  what  's  greater  far, 
A  middlo-state  'twist  peace  and  war ; 
And  say,  there  shall,  for  years  together, 
Be  peace  and  war,  and  both,  and  neither. 
Jlappy,  O  Market-hiil  1  at  least, 
That  court  and  courtiers  have  no  taste : 
You  never  else  nad  known  the  dean, 
But,  as  of  ołd,  obscurely  lain ; 
Ali  things  gone  on  the  same  duli  track, 
And  Drapier^s-hiU  ł  been  still  Drumlack; 
But  now  your  na  me  with  Penshurst  vies, 
And  wing'd  with  famę  shall  reach  the  slues. 

-  »  Ńick-names  for  my  lady. 

1  The  dean  gav<>  this  name  to  a  ferm  calted 
Drumlack.  which  he  rented  of  sir  Arthur  Achessn, 
whose  seat  lay  between  that  and  Market-hill ;  and 
intendcd  to  build  an  house  upon  it,  but  afterwards 
changed  his  nind.    F. 


DRAPIBWS  HtLL. 


We  give  tha  world  to  understand, 
Our  thming  dean  bas  pnrcbasM  land  £ 
A  purcbaae  which  will  bring  hhn  clesur 
Above  his  rent  four  poonds  a  year  \ 
Provided,  to  improve  the  ground, 
He  will  but  add  two  hundred  pomad; 
And,  from  his  endless  hoarded  storę* 
To  build  a  honse,  n>e  hundred  moro* 
Sir  Arthur  too  shall  have  his  will, 
And  cali  the  mansion-  Drapier^s-hłll: 
That,  when  a  nation,  long  eosła^d, 
Forgets  by  whom  it  once  was  sav'd; 
When  nonę  the  Drapier 's  praise  shall 
His  signs  aloft  nolonger  swing; 
His  medals  and  his  prints  forgottea; 
And  all  his  handkercbiefs  l  are  rotten; 
His  famoes  letters  madę  waste-paper  ; 
This  bill  may  keep  the  name  of  Drapier  $ 
In  spite  of  envyy  flourish  still, 
And  Drapiert  vie  with  Cooper*!  hilL 


THE  DEAN'8  BEASOS8 
poa  no?  soiumre  at  martaV 


T  will  not  build  on  yonder  mount i 

And,  should  you  cali  me  to  accooat. 

Consulting  with  myaelf  I  find 

It  was  no  levity of  mind. 

Whate'er  I  promisM  or  mtended, 

No  fault  of  minę,  the  scheme  is  ended : 

Nor  can  you  tar  me  as  unsteady, 

I  have  a  hundred  causes  ready  ; 

All  risen  sińce  that  flattering  time, 

When  Drapier^s-hill  appear*d  in  rfaymew 

I  am,  as  now  too  late  I  find, 
The  greatest  cully  of  mankind : 
The  lowest  boy  in  Martm's  school 
May  tum  and  wind  me  like  a  fboL 
How  could  I  form  so  wild  a  visioo, 
To  seek,  in  deserts,  fields  Elysian? 
To  live  in  fear,  snspicion,  Tarianoe, 
With  thieves,  fanatics,  and  barbarians  I 

But  here  my  lady  will  object : 
"  Your  deanship  ought  to  recollęct, 
That,  near  the  knight  of  Gosford  pUc^d^ 
Whom  you  allow  a  man  of  taste, 
Your  inteirals  of  time  to  spend 
With  so  conrersabie  a  frieńd, 
It  would  not  signiiy  a  piq 
Whaterer  climate  you  werein." 

'Tis  true,  bat  what  advantage  come* 
To  me  from  all  a  usurerłs  plams  ; 
Though  I  should  see  him  twice  a  day. 
And  am  his  neighbour  cross  the  way  $ 
If  all  my  rhetoric  must  mil 
To  strike  him  for  a  pot  of  ale  } 

Thus,  when  the  learned  and  the  m* 
Conceal  their  talents  from  our  eyea. 
And  from  desemng  friends  with-hold 
Their  gifts,  as  misers  do  their  gołd  ; 

1  Medals  were  cast,  masry  mgtm  hmyr  «p^  asrf 
handkercbiefs  madę  with  devices,  in  bonoor  of  tha 
deao,  under  the  mam  «f  M.  &  Itaapier,    JC 


A  PANEGYRIC  ON  THE  DEAN, 


w 


[lieir  knowfedge  to  thetmehes  confioM 
9  the  same  ararice  of  mind ; 
"for  makes  tbeir  conversation  better, 
rhan  if  tbey  nerer  knew  a  letter. 
Uich  is  the  fate  of  Gosford^  knight, 
RTho  keeps  bis  wisdom  out  of  sight ; 
¥bose  uncommunicative  heart 
Viii  scarce  one  predous  word  impart : 
►till  rapt  in  speculations  deep, 
lis  outward  senses  fast  aslcep  ; 
Vho,  while  I  talk,  a  song  will  bum, 
)r,  witb  bis  fingers,  beat  the  drum ; 
teyood  the  skies  transports  his  mind, 
Lwi  leaves  a  lifeless  corpse  bebind. 

But,  as  for  me,  who  ne'er  could  clamber  high, 
"o  understand  Malebrancbe  or  Cambray  j 
Vho  senrl  my  mind  (as  I  believe)  less 
rhan  otbefs  do,  on  errands  sleeveless  ', 
2an  listen  to  a  tale  humdrum, 
Ind  with  attention  read  Tom  Tbumb  ; 
ńy  spirits  with  my  body  progging, 
Joth  band  in  band  together  jogging  ; 
lunk  over  head  and  ears  in  matter, 
(for  can  of  metaphysics  smatter  ; 
im  morę  direrted  with  a  quibbłe, 
rhan  dream  of  worlds  intelligible ; 
Lud  think  all  notions  too  abstracted 
Lre  like  the  ravings  of  a  crackt  head  ; 
JThat  intensourse  of  mjnds  can  be 
łetwhtt  the  knight  sublime  and  me, 
f  when  I  talk,  as  talk  I  must, 
t  is  but  prating  to  a  bust  ? 

Where  friendship  is  by  fate  dcsignM, 
t  fornlfl  an  union  in  the  mind : 
lut  here  1  differ  frotn  the  knight 
n  every  point,  like  black  and  wbite : 
for  nonę  can  say  tbat  ever  yet 
Ne  both  in  one  opinion  met ; 
•Jot  in  philosophy,  or  ale ; 
n  state  afiahrs,  or  planting  cale  ; 
n  rhetoric,  or  picking  straws ; 
jj  roasting  larks,  or  making  laws ; 
n  public  schemes,  or  catching  flies  ; 
ji  parliaments,  or  pudding-pies. 

The  neighbours  wonder  why  the  knight 
(hould  in  a  country  life  delight, 
¥ho  not  one  pleasure  entertains 
To  cheer  the  solitaiy  scenes : 
lis  gnests  are  few,  his  visits  rare ; 
*or  uses  time,  nor  time  will  spare ; 
for  rides,  nor  walki,  nor  hunts,  nor  fowls, 
for  plays  at  cards.  or  dice,  or  bowls  j 
Jut,  seated  in  an  easy  chair, 
tespises  eacercise  and  air. 
lis  rural  walks  he  ne'er  adorns : 
lere  poor  Pomona  sita  on  thoras ; 
Lud  there  neglected  Flora  settles 
ler  bom  npon  a  bed  of  nettles. 

Tbose  thaskless  and  officious  cares 
!  us*d  to  take  in  friends  aflairs, 
toom  wbich  I  never  could  refram, 
Lnd  have  been  often  chid  in  vaio  j 
fam  these  1  am  recoyertl  quite, 
U  least  in  what  regarcU  the  knight 
*reserve  bis  health,  his  storę  inprease  ; 
tfay  nothing  interrupt  his  peace  i 
łut  wam  let  all  bis  tenants  round 
Fint  milk  bil  co**  and  a#*r,  nound : 


ł  Łet  eveTy  cottager  conspire 
To  cut  his  hedges.  down  for  fire : 
The  naugbty  boys  about  the  vil!age 
His  crabs  and  sloes  may  freely  pil  lagę  : 
He  still  may  keep  a  pack  of  knaves 
To  spoil  his  work,  and  work  by  halves : 
His  meadows  may  be  dug  by  swine, 
U  shall  be  no  concern  of  minę. 
For  why  should  I  continue  still 
To  serve  a  friend  against  bis  will  ? 


v 


A  PANEGYRIC  ON  THE  DEAN, 

IN  TOB  PIRSOM  OP  A  ŁADY   IN  TBI  HORTH  V      1730. 

Resolv'd  my  gratitude  to  show, 
Thrice  rererend  dean,  for  all  I  owe, 
Too  long  1  have  my  thanks  delay'd, 
Your  favours  left  too  long  unpaid ; 
But  now,  in  all  our  sex.'s  name, 
My  artless  Muse  shall  sing  your  fasie. 

Indulgent  you  to  female  kind, 
To  all  their  weaker  sides  are  Wind ; 
Ninę  morę  such  championa  as  the  dean 
Would  soon  restore  our  ancient  reiga. 
How  well,  to  win  the  ladies'  hearts, 
You  celebrate  their  wit  and  parts ! 
How  have  I  felt  my  spirits  rais'd, 
By  you  so  oft,  so  higbly  praisM  ! 
TransformM  by  your  couvincing  tongua 
To  witty,  beautiiul,  and  young, 
I  hope  to  quit  tbat  aukward  shame, 
Affected  by  each  vulgar  damę, 
To  modesty  a  weak  pretence ; 
And  soon  grow  pert  on  men  of  sense  ; 
To  show  my  face  with  scornful  air ; 
Let  others  match  it,  lfHhey  dare. 

Impatient  to  be  out  of  debt, 
Ob,  may  I  never  once  forget 
The  bard  who  humbly  deigns  to  chuso 
Me  for  the  subject  of  his  Muse ! 
Bebind  my  back,  before  my  nose, 
He  sounds  my  praise  in  yerse  and  prose. 

My  heart  with  emulation  burns 
To  make  you  suitable  returns : 
My  gratitude  the  world  shall  know  ; 
And  see,  the  printer's  boy  below  ; 
Ye  bawken  all,  your  voices  lift ; 
"  A  Panegyric  on  dean  Swift  !" 
And  then,  to  mend  the  matter  still, 
"  By  lady  Annę  of  Market-hill." 

1  thus  begin :  my  grateful  Muse 
Salutes  the  dean  in  different  yiews; 
Dean,  butler,  usher,  jester,  tutor; 
Robert  and  Darby's  2  coadjutor  : 
And,  as  you  in  commission  sit, 
To  rule  the  dairy  next  to  Kit 3. 

In  each  capacity  I  mean 
To  sing  your  praise.    And  first  as  dean : 
Envy  must  own,  you  understand  your 
Precedence,  and  support  your  grandeur  ; 
Nor  of  your  rank  wUl  bate  an  ace, 
Except  to  gtve  dean  Daniel  place. 


i  The  lady  of  sir  Arthur  Acheson* 
*  The  names  oi*  two  overseers. 
3  My  lady'8  fbotman. 


48S 


SW1FTS  P0EM5. 


In  you  such  dignity  appears ; 

80  suited  to  your  state  and  years ! 

With  ladies  what  a  strict  decorum ! 

With  what  derotioo  you  adore  'em ! 

Treat  me  with  so  much  complaisance, 

At  fits  a  princess  in  romance ! 

By  your  esample  and  assistance, 

The  fellows  learn  to  know  tbeir  dutance* 

Sir  Arthur,  sińce  you  set  the  pattern, 

No  longer  calls  me  snipe  and  tlaUtrn  i 

Kor  dares  he,  though  fce  were  a  duke, 

Ofifend  me  with  the  least  rebuke. 
Proceed  we  to  your  preaching  4  next ; 

How  nice  you  split  the  hardest  text  1 

How  your  superior  learning  sbines 

Abore  our  neighbouring  dult  4ivines ! 

At  Beggart*  Opera  not  so  fuli  pit 

Is  seen,  as  when  you  monnt  our  pulpity 
Coosłder  now  your  conversation : 

Begardful  of  your  age  and  station, 

You  ne'er  was  known,  by  passion  stirrNi^ 

To  give  tbe  least  ofiensjye  word ; 

But  still,  whene'er  you  silence  breaką 

Watch  every  syllable  you  speak : 

Your  style  so  elear,  and  so  coacise. 
We  nerer  ask  to  hear  you  twice. 

But  then,  a  parson  so  genteel, 
80  nicely  olad  ftom  head  to  beel; 

So  fine  a  gown,  a  band  so  clean, 
As  well  become  St  Patrick'*  dean, 

Such  rererential  awe  eapress, 

That  cow-boys  know  you  by  your  dren ! 

Then,  if  our  neighbouring  niends  come  uereą 
flow  proud  are  we  when  yon  appear, 
With  such  address  and  graceful  port, 
As  clearly  snows  you  bred  at  court ! 
Now  raise  your  spirits,  Mr.  Dean, 
I  lead  you  to  a  nobler  scenę. 
When  to  the  vault  you  walk  in  state, 
I n  ąuality  of  buUers-mate  ; 
You  next  to  Denuis  *  bear  the  sway  : 
To  you  we  often  trust  the  key : 
Nor  can  he  judge  with  all  his  art 
So  well,  what  bottle  holds  a  quart  j 
What  pints  may  bert  for  bottles  passg 
Just  to  give  every  man  his  glass; 
When  proper  te  produce  tbe  best, 
And  what  may  serve  a  common  guest, 
With  Dennis  you  did  nełer  combine, 
Not  you,  to  steal  your  mastert  winę  ; 
Kxcept  a  bottle  now  and  then, 
To  welcome  brother  seiring-men : 
But  that  is  with  a  good  design, 
To  drink  ńr  Arthur'*  health  and  minę ; 
Your  mastert  honour  to  maintaiu, 
And  get  the  like  returns  agam. 

Your  wher**  6  post  must  neat  be  handled : 
How  blessM  am  1  by  such  a  man  led  ! 
Under  wbose  wise  and  carełtil  guardsbip 
I  now  despise  fatigue  and  hardshtp : 
Familiar  grown  to  dirt  and  wet, 
Though  daggled  round,  I  scorn  to  fret : 
From  you  my  chamber-damsels  learn 
My  broken  bostf  to  patch  and  dearn. 

4  The  auther  preached  but  once  while  he 
Ibere.    F. 

*  The  butler. 

•  He  sometimae  ustd  to  walk  with  the  lady. 


Now  as  Kjetter  I  accost  you ; 
Whioh  never  yet  one  friend  has  lott  ytw. 
You  judge  so  nicely  to  a  hair, 
How  (ar  to  go,  and  when  to  spare  ; 
By  long  ezperienoe  grown  so  wise* 
Of  erery  taste  to  know  the  size; 
There  's  nonę  so  ignorant  or  weak 
To  take  ofienoe  at  what  you  speak  T. 
Whene'er  you  joke,  His  all  a  case 
Whether  with  Dermot,  or  his  grace; 
With  Teague  CMurpbey,  or  an  earl  2 
A  dutebess,  or  a  kitchen-girL 
With  such  desterity  you  fit 
Their  sereral  talents  with  your  wit, 
That  Moll  the  chamber-maid  can  fflfc^, 
And  Oahagan  8  take  every  joke. 

I  now  become  your  humbłe  suHor 
To  let  me  praise  you  as  my  tutor  K 
Poor  I,  a  savage  bred  and  boru. 
By  you  instructed  every  mora, 
Already  bave  improv'd  so  well, 
That  I  have  almost  learnt  to  spelt : 
The  neighbours  who  come  here  to  dine* 
Admire  to  hear  me  speak  toJine% 
How  enńously  the  ladies  look, 
When  they  surprise  me  at  my  book ! 
And  surę  as  they  're  alire  at  ntght, 
As  soon  as  gone  will  show  their  spite : 
"  Good  lord !  what  can  my  lady  meao, 
CouTerung  with  that  rusty  Dean ! 
She  's  grown  so  nice,  and  so  penurious, 
With  Socrate*  and  Epeurius. 
How  could  she  ot  the  liTe-long  day, 
Yet  nerer  ask  us  once  to  play  ?" 

But  l  admire  your  patience  most ; 
That  when  I  łm  duller  than  a  post, 
Nor  can  the  plainesjt  word  pronounce, 
You  neithar  frunę,  nor  fret,  nor  flounce  ; 
Are  so  indulgent,  and  so  mild, 
As  if  I  were  a  darling  chikL 
So  gentle  is  yonr  whole  proceeding, 
That  I  could  spend  my  fife  in  readmg. 
You  merit  new  employments  daily : 
Our  thateber,  diteber,  gardener,  baily. 
And  to  a  genius  so  extensive 
No  work  is  grievous  or  offensive ; 
Whether  your  fruitral  fancy  lies 
To  make  for  pigs  conrenient  styes  i 
Or  ponder  long  with  anxious  tbought 
To  banish  rats  that  haunt  our  rault : 
Nor  have  you  grumbled,  reverend  dean, 
To  keep  our  poultry  sweet  and  clean ; 
To  sweep  the  mansion-house  they  dwóll  in. 
And  cure  the  rank  unsayory  smelling. 
Now  enter  as  the  dairy  hand-maid  $ 
Such  cbarming  butter  10  never  man  madę. 
Let  others  with  rauatic  hce 
Talk  of  their  walk  for  bab*  of  grace; 


F. 


n  The  neighbouring  ladies 
standers  of  raillery.    F* 

•  The  clown  that  ent  down  the  old  thorn  at  Mar* 
keUhill.    See  abore,  p.  463. 

9  In  bad  weather  the  anthor  tised  to  direct  ary 
lady  in  ber  reading.    P, 

10  Awayofmakingbutter  for  breakfittt,  by  «. 
ing  a  bottle  with  cream,  and  thakmg  k  til  nV» 
butter  comej,    F* 
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tan  tub*  their  snufflmg  nonsense  ntter : 

liy  mik  shall  make  tu  tubs  ©f  butter. 

Im  bishop  with  his  foot  may  barn  it Ji, 

Kot  with  his  band  the  dean  cau  choru  it 

Iow  are  the  senrants  over joy*d 

'o  see  thy  deaoship  thos  employM! 

ostead  of  poring  on  a  book, 

*roviding  butter  for  tbe  cobk  ( 

Tirec  morning-houn  yoo  toss  and  fhakt 

*be  bottle  till  your  fingen  ake ; 

Iard  is  the  toU,  nor  smali  the  art, 

*he  batter  finom  the  whey  to  part : 

tehold  a  frothy  sobstance  risej 

te  cautkras,  or  your  bottle  flien 

lie  butter  comes,  our  fears  are  ceas'd  ; 

ind  out  you  sąueeze  an  ounce  at  least 

Your  rererence  thos,  with  like  succest 
Kor  is  your  skill  or  labour  less), 
RThen  bent  upon  some  smart  lampoon, 
¥IU  toas  and  tura  your  brain  till  nooo ; 
Phich,  in  its  jumblings  round  the  skuli, 
Mlatet  and  makes  the  vessel  fuli : 
Vhile  nothing  eomes  but  froth  at  fint, 
fcu  think  your  giddy  head  will  bunt ; 
lut,  sąueezing  out  four  lines  in  rhyme, 
kre  largely  paid  for  all  your  time. 
3ut  you  bave  rais'd  your  generoui  mind 
[V>  works  of  morę  ezalted  kind. 
?alladio  was  not  half  so  skillM  in 
rha  grandeur  or  the  art  of  building, 
rwo  temples  of  magninc  Bizę 
tttractthe  curious  traveller's  eyes, 
rhat  might  be  enry>d  by  the  Greek*  ; 
lais'd  up  by  you  in  twenty  weeks : 
iere  gentle  goddess  Cloacine 
teceirea  all  omsrings  at  ber  shrine. 
n  separate  cells  the  he's  and  she*s 
Iere  pay  their  vows  with  óended  hneet: 
Tor  tis  prophane  when  seses  mingle, 
knd  every  nymph  must  enter  single, 
knd  when  she  feels  an  inward  motion, 
Some  fillłd  with  reverence  and  derotion. 
The  bashful  maid,  to  hide  our  blush, 
bali  creep  no  morę  behind  a  bush; 
Iere  unobserv'd  she  boldly  goes, 
Ls  who  sbould  say,  to  pluck  a  rosę. 

Ye  who  freouent  this  halloWd  scenę, 
te  not  ungratef ul  to  the  dean ; 
tat  duły,  ere  you  leave  your  station, 
)fler  to  him  a  pure  kbation 
hr  of  bis  own  or  Smedley's  lay, 
hr  billet-douz,  or  lock  of  hay : 
ind,  oh !  may  all  wbo  hither  come, 
teturn  with  unpolluted  thumb  ! 

Yet,  when  your  lofty  doines  I  praise, 
sigh  to  think  of  ancient  days. 
>ermit  me  then  to  raise  my  style, 
Lnd  sweetly  moralize  awhile. 
^  Thee,  bounteous  goddess  Cloacine, 
"b  temples  why  do  we  confine  ? 
'orbid  in  open  air  to  breathe, 
¥hy  are  thine  altan  fort  beneath  ? 

When  Saturn  ruPd  the  skies  alone 
Thatgo^agetogotóujiknown), 

11  H  w  a  common  saying,  when  the  milkburns- 
0,  that  tbe  devil  or  the  bishop  bas  set  his  fbot  in  it, 
Iw  o^ahariDgbeeijcalled  bishop  cf  Heli    F. 


This  earthly  globe,  to  thee  assignM, 

Receiv'd  the  gifts  of  all  mankind. 

Ten  thousand  altan  smoking  round 

Werę  built  to  thee  with  otierings  crown*d : 

And  here  thy  daily  Totaries  placM 

Their  sacrifice  with  zeal  and  hastę : 

The  margin  of  a  purling  stream 

Sent  up  to  thee  a  graterul  steam 

(Thougb  sometimes  thoo  wert  pleasM  to  winkj 

If  Naiads  swept  them  from  the  brink). 

Or  where  appointing  loten  rore, 

Tbe  shelter  of  a  shady  grove ; 

Or,  offerM  in  some  flówery  Tale, 

Werę  wafted  by  a  gentle  gale : 

There  many  a  flower  abstenńre  grew, 

The  farourite  flowen  of  yellow  hue  ; 

The  crocus,  and  the  daifodil, 

The  cowslip  soft,  and  sweet  jonąniJ. 

But  when  at  last  usurping  Jove 
Old  Saturn  from  bis  empire  drore  j 
Then  giułiony  with  greasy  paws 
Her  napkin  pinn'd  up  to  ber  jaws, 
With  walery  chaps,  and  wagging  chin, 
Brac*d  like  a  drom  ner  oily  skin ; 
WedgM  in  a  spacious  elbow-chair, 
And  on  ner  plate  a  treble  share, 
As  if  she  ne*er  coold  have  enough, 
Taught  harmless  man  to  cram  and  ■*"<£ 
She  sent  ber  priest  in  wooden  shoes 
From  haughty  Gaul  to  make  ragoos  ; 
Instead  of  wholesome  bread  and  cheese. 
To  dress  their  soups  and  fiicassees ; 
And,  for  our  home-bred  British  cheer, 
Botargo,  catsup,  and  career. 

This  bloated  harpy,  sprung  from  Heli, 
ConfinM  thee,  goddess,  to  a  celi : 
Sprung  from  her  womb  that  impioua  ltrł% 
Contemnen  of  thy  rights  divine, 
First,  lolling  sbih  in  wooUen  cap 
Taktng  her  after-dinner  nap : 
Pale  dropsy  with  a  sallow  face, 
Her  belly  bunt,  and  slow  her  pace ; 
And  lordly  goul,  wrapt  up  in  fur; 
And  wheezing  <uthma,  loth  to  stir : 
Voluptuous  ease,  the  child  ofnealŁA, 
Infecting  thus  our  hearts  by  stealth. 
Noue  seek  thee  now  in  open  air, 
To  thee  no  rerdant  altan  rear ; 
But  in  their  cells  and  raults  obscene 
Present  a  sacrifice  unclean ; 
From  whence  unsaTory  vapoun  rosę 
Ofiensive  to  thy  nicer  nose. 
Ah  !  who,  in  our  degenerate  days, 
As  naturę  prompts,  his  ofiering  pays? 
Here  naturę  nerer  dinereoce  madę 
Between  the  sceptre  and  the  spade, 

Ye  great  ones,  why  will  ye  di^in 
To  pay  your  tribute  on  the  plain  ? 
Why  will  you  place,  in  lazy  pride, 
Your  altan  near  your  couches'  aide  - 
When  from  the  homelieat  earthern  wara 
Are  sent  up  offisrrags  morę  sincere 
Than  where  the  haughty  dutchess'lock» 
Her  silver  vase  in  cedar-bo*  ? 

Yet  some  derotion  still  remains 
Among  our  harmless  northern  swains, 
Whose  offerings,  plac'd  in  goklen  ranka. 
Adom  our  crystal  riTen^bank^i : 
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Nor  sektom  grace  tbe  flowery  down?, 
Wltb  spiral  tops  and  copple-erowns ; 
Or  gildmg  in  a  sunny  morn 
Tbe  humble  brancbet  of  a  thorn, 
So,  poeta  sing,  witb  golden  bough 
Tbe  Trojan  nero  paid  his  vow. 

Hither,  by  luckless  errour  Ud, 
The  crude  consistence  oft  l  tread : 
Herę,  when  my  shoes  are  out  of  case, 
Unweeting  gild  tbe  tarnish'd  lace  5 
Herę  by  the  sacred  bramble  ting*d, 
My  petticoat  is  doubly  fring'd» 

Be  witness  for  me,  nympb  divine, 
I  never  robb'd  thee  witb  design : 
Nor  will  the  zealons  Hannah  pont 
To  wash  tby  injur^d  ofiering  out. 

But  stop,  ambitious  Mose,  in  time, 
Nor  dwell  on  subjects  too  sublime. 
In  rain  on  lofty  beels  I  tread, 
Asphring  to  exalt  my  nead ; 
With  hoop  expanded  wide  and  light, 
In  vain  I  'tempt  too  bigb  a  flight. 

Me  Pboebus  in  a  midnighjt  dream 
Aocosting  taid,  "  Go  sbake  your  cream  w. 
Be  humbly  minded,  know  your  post ; 
Sweeten  your  tea,  and  watch  your -toast. 
Thee  best  befits  a  lowly  style : 
Teach  Dennis  bow  to  stir  tbe  gu.de  ,3 : 
With  Peggy  Dixon  l4  thougblful  sit, 
Contriving  for  the  pot  and  spit. 
Take  down  tby  proudly  sweUinc  sails, 
And  rub  thy  teeth,  and  parę  thy  nails ; 
At  nicely-carving  show  tby  wit ; 
But  ne'er  presume  to  eat  a  bit  : 
Turn  every  way  tby  watcbfu)  eye  'r 
And  every  guest  be  surę  to  ply : 
Łet  never  at  your  board  be  known 
An  empty  plate,  exoept  your  own. 
Be  these  thy  arts  $  nor  bigher  ąim 
Than  wbat  befits  a  rural  djame. 

"  But  Cloacina,  goddess  bright, 
Sleek  — — -  claims  ber  as  his  right: 
And  Smedley,  flower  of  ałl  dmnes, 
Shall  sing  tbe  dean  in  Smedley'*  hnes." 


TWELVE  ARTICLE& 

Ł  Lest  it  may  morę  ąuarrels  breed, 
I  will  nerer  hear  you  read. 

IL  By  disputing,  I  will  nerer, 

To  conyince  you,  once  endeavour. 

HL  When  a  paradox  you  stick  to, 
I  will  nerer  oontradict  yon. 

IV.  When  I  talk,  and  you  are  heedleat, 
I  will  show  no  anger  needless. 

V.  Wben  your  speeches  ąre  absurd, 
I  will  ne'er  object  a  word. 

VL  Wben  you  furiousąrguewrong, 
I  will  griere,  and  bold  my  tongue. 


VII.  Not  a  jest  or  humorom  story 
Will  1  crer  tell  before  ye  : 
To  be  cbiddcn  for  explaining, 
Wben  you  quitc  mistake  tbe 

VIII.  Never  morę  will  Psuppose, 

Yon  can  taste  my  ver*e  or  proso. 

IX  You  no  morę  at  me  shall  fret, 
Wbile  I  teach,  and  you  forget. 

m 

X.  You  shall  never  hear  me  thuoder, 
When  you  blunder  on,  and  blunder* 

XI.  Sbow  your  povcrty  of  spirit, 

And  in  dress  pJace  all  your  merit ; 
Give  yoorself  ten  thousand  airs  ; 
That  witb  uie  sball  break  no  *quarea, 

XII.  Never  will  I  give  advice, 

Till  you  please  to  ask  me  thrice : 
Whicb  if  you  in  scorn  reject, 
Twilfbe  just  as  I  expect. 

Thus  we  both  shall  hare  onr 
And  contirtue  spccial  friends, 


THE  REVOhVTlON 
AT   MARKET-HILL.      1730, 

Fsom  distant  regions  Fortune  sends 
An  odd  trium  virate  of  friends  ; 
Wbere  Pboebus  pays  a  scanty  stipend* 
Wliere  never  yet  a  cod  lin  ripen'd  : 
Hither  tbe  frantic  goddess  ciraws 
Three  sufierers  in  a  ruin'd  cause  s 
By  faction  banish*d,  berę  unitę, 
A  dean  l,  a  Spanianl  *,  and  a  kniglit  3  j; 
Unitę,  but  on  conditions  cnie  I : 
The  dean  and  Spauiard  find  it  too  well, 
Condemned'  to  live  in  seryice  bard  ; 
On  either  side  his  honour's  guard : 
The  dean,  to  guard  his  honour's  back, 
Must  build  a  castle  at  Drumlack  ; 
The  Spauiard,  sore  against  bis  will, 
Must  raise  a  fort  at  Market-hili. 
And  thus  the  pair  of  humble  gentry 
At  north  and  soitth  are  posted  centry  ; 
While,  in  his  lordly  castle  fixt, 
The  knight  triumphant  reigns  betwbtt : 
And,  what  the  wretches  most  resent, 
To  be  his  slares,  must  pay  him  rentj 
Attend  him  daily  as  tbeir  chief, 
Decant  his  winę,  and  carve  his  bee£ 
Oh,  Fortune  I  'tis  a  scandal  for  thee 
To  smile  on  those  wbo  are  Ieast  worthy  ; 
Weigh  but  tbe  merits  of  tbe  three, 
His  slaves  have  ten  times  morę  thąn  he. 

Proud  baronet  of  Nova  Scocia  ! 
The  dean  and  Spauiard  must  reproacb  ye 
Of  their  two  fames  the  world  enough 
Where  are  thy  aeiricea  and  suflerings  ? 
What  if  for  nojbrap  once  you  kist, 
Against  tbe  grani,  a  monarcho  ust  ? 


"Inthebottle,  tomakebutter,    £  I     » Dr.  Swift 

w  The  ąuańtity  of  ale  or  beerbrewę*  at  one  I     *  Gol.  Harry  Leslie,  wfeo  aerved  and  lired  long  m 
time.    F.  JSpain. 

"  Mrs,  Dixon#  tbe  house-keeBer,    F.  i    ?  Sir  Arthur  Aębeson. 


TRMJLUS. 


4flŁ 


WhaŁ  if,  among  the  coortły  tribe, 
You  lo>t  a  place,  and  sav'd  a  bribe  ? 
And  then  in  surly  mood  carae  here 
To  fifteen  hondred  pounds  a  year, 
And  fierce  against  the  Whigs  harangu'd  ? 
You  never  ventur'd  to  be  hang'<L 
How  dare  you  treat  your  bettere  thuf  ł 
Are  you  to  be  cosapartl  with,  os  ? 

Come,  Spaniard,  let  us  from  our  ferm* 
Cali  forth  our  cottagers  to  arm*  ; 
Our  forces  let  us  both  unitę, 
Attack  the  foe  at  left  and  right ; 
From  Market-hijl'8  eocalted  head, 
Fuli  northward  let  your  troops  be  led  i 
While  I  from  Drapier's  mount  desceud* 
And  to  the  south  my  squadrons  bend. 
New-river-walk  with  friendły  abade 
Shall  keep  my  host  in  ambutoade ; 
While  you,  from  where  the  bason  sfetnda, 
Shall  scalę  the  rainpart  with  your  banda* 
Kor  need  we  doubt  the  fort  to  win-; 
I  hołd  intelligence  witbjn. 
True,  lady  Annę  no  danger  fears, 
Brave  aa  the  Upton  fen  she  wearsj 
Then,  lett  opon  our  first  attack 
Her  valiant  arm  sbould  lorce  us  back, 
And  we  of  all  our  hopea  depriv'd  ; 
I  bave  a  stratagem  contrir'd. 
By  theae  embroiderd  high-heel'd  shoea 
She  shall  be  caugbt  as  in  a  noose; 
So  wetl  contriv'd  hęr  toes  to  pinch, 
She  łll  not  have  power  to  stir  an  ioch. 
Theae  gaudy  shoes  must  Hannah  place 
Direct  before  her  lady's  face ; 
The  shoes  put  on,  our  fiuthful  portres* 
Admits  us  in,  to  storm  the  frrtress  j 
While  tortur'd  madam  bound  remains, 
Łike  Montezume,  in  gokłen  chains;  • 
Or  like  a  cat  with  walnuta  shod, 
Stumbling  at  every  step  ahe  trod. 
Sly  hunters  thus,  in  Borneo**  isle, 
To  catch  a  monkey  by  a  wile, 
The  mimie  animal  amuse ; 
They  place  before  him  gloTes  and  shoes  ; 
Which  wben  the  brute  puts  awkward  on, 
All  his  agility  is  gone : 
In  vaiD  to  fnsk  or  cli  mb  be  tries  $ 
The  huntsmen  seize  the  grioning  prasę* 

But  let  us  on  our  first  assault 
Secure  the  larder  and  the  vault : 
The  va4iant  Dennśs  *  you  must  fix  on, 
And  1  Ul  engage  with  Peggy  Dixon  *  s 
Then,  if  we  once  can  seize  the  key 
And  chest  that  keeps  my  lady's  tea, 
They  must  surrender  at  discretion ; 
And,  soon  as  we  have  gain'd  possessioo, 
We  '11  act  as  other  conąuerors  do, 
Divide  the  realm  between  us  two : 
Then  (let  me  see)  we  'U  make  the  knight 
Our  clerk,  for  he  can  read  and  write  $ 
But  must  noftibink,  1  tell  him  that, 
Lakę  Lorimer  $  to  wear  his  hat : 
Yet,  wben  we  dine  without  a  firiena1, 
We  '11  place  him  at  the  lower  end* 
Madam,  whose  skiU  dces  all  in  dws*  lie, 
Jday  serreJo  walt  on  Mis.  Leslie  j 


<  The  butle* 

«  The  agent. 


*  Tl*  boose-keeper. 


|  But,  lest  it  migbt  not  ba  so  proper 
That  her  own  maid  sbould  over-top  ber, 
To  mortify  the  creature  morę, 
We  '11  take  her  heels  five  inches  lowen 

For  Hannah,  wben  we  have  no  need  of  ber : 
Twill  be  our  interest  to  get  rid  of  her : 
And,  when.  we  execute  our  plot j 
Tis  best  to  hang  her  on  the  spot; 
As  all  your  politicians  wise 
Dispatch  the  roguea  by  whom  tfyey  rise* 


TRAULUS. 
A    DIALOGUE 

BBTWSBM 

TOM  AND  ROBIN.     17301 
the  nur  pa*t. 

Tom,  Say,  Robin,  what  can  Traulus  *  meaą 
By  bellowing  thus  against  the  dean ? 
Why  does  he  cali  him  paltry  scribbler, 
Papistj  and  Jacobite,  and  libeler  ; 
Yet  cannot  proye  a  single  fact  ? 

Robin.  Forgivo  him,  Tom ;  bis  head  is  ccackt, 

T.  What  mischief  can  the  dean  have  dona  him* 
That  Traulus  calls  for  vengeance  on  hkn  ? 
Why  must  he  sputłer,  spawl,  and  alaYer  it 
In  vain  against  the  peopłe's  tfavourite  i 
Revile  that  nation-saying  paper, 
Which  gave  the  dean  the  name  of  Drapier  r" 

R.  Why,  Tom,  I  think  the  case  is  piain  i 
Party  and  spleen  have  turoM  his  bram. 

T.  Such  friendship  never  man  protest, 
The  dean  was  never  so  carest ; 
For  Traulus  long  his  rancour  nurs'd, 
Xiii,  God  knows  why,  at  last  it  burst. 
That  clum&y  outside  of  a  porter, 
How  could  it  thus  conceal  a  courtier  ? 

R.  I  own,  appearances  are  bad  ; 
Yet  still  tnsist  the  man  is  mad. 

T.  Yet  many  a  wretch  in  Bedlam  knowt 
How  to  distinguish  friends  from  foes ;. 
And,  though  perbaps  among  the  rout 
He  wildly  flings  his  filth  about, 
He  still  bas  gratitude  and  sapłence, 
To  spare  the  folks  that  gwe  him  ha'pence  j 
Nor  in  tlieir  eyes  at  random  pisses, 
But  torns  aside  like  mad  Ulysses: 
While  Traulus  all  his  ordure  scatters 
To  foul  the  man  be  chiefly  flatters. 
Wbence  come  these  inconsistent  fits  ? 

R.  Why,  Tom,  the  man  has  lost  his  wits* 

T.  Agreed  :  and  yet,  when  Towzer  snapt 
At  people's  heels  with  frothy  chaps, 
Hangs  down  his  head,  and  drops  his  taił, 
To  say  he  's  mad,  will  not  avail ; 
The  neighbonrs  all  ery, (<  Sboot  him  dead. 
Hang,  drown,  or  knock  him  on  the  head." 
So  Traulus  when  he  first  haranguM, 
I  wonder  why  he  was  not  bang'd  ^ 
For  of  the  two  without  dispute, 
Towzer  's  the  less  offensive  brute. 

R.  Tom,  you  mistake  the  matter  quite| 
Your  barking  curs  will  seldom  bite  ; 

lLordĄUeau    D.& 
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And  though  yoQ  heer  lutu  stut-tut-tut-ter, 

He  barki  as  fiut  as  he  cap  utter. 

He  prmtet  ia  spite  of  all  impediment, 

While  nonę  belieyes  that  what  be  said  he  meant  5 

Puts  in  bis  finger  and  his  thumb 

To  grope  for  words,  and  out  they  come. 

He  calh  you  rogue ;  there  's  nothing  in  it, 

He  fawns  upon  you  in  a  minutę : 

"  Begs  leave  to  raił,  but  d— -n  his  blood ! 

He  only  meant  it  for  your  good : 

His  friendship  was  exactly  tim'd, 

He  sbot  before  your  foes  were  prim'd« 

By  this  contróance,  Mr.  Dean, 

By  O—!  I  łll  bring you off  as  clean— ** 

Tben  let  him  ose  you  e'er  so  roughf 

"  Twas  all  for  lorę,"  and  that  *s  enough. 

But,  though  he  sputter  through  a  session, 

It  never  makes  the  least  impressiont 

Wham'er  he  speaks  for  madneas  goes, 

With  no  eJfeet  en  friends  or  foes. 

7.  The  serabbiest  cnr  in  all  the  pach. 
Cen  set  the  mastiff  on  your  back. 
1  own  his  madneas  is  a  jest, 
]f  that  were  all.    But  he  's  possest, 
Incarnate  with  a  thonsand  imps. 
To  work  whose  ends  his  madness  pimps; 
Who  o*er  each  string  and  wire  preside, 
fili  etery  pipę,  each  motion  guide  $ 
Directing  evcry  vice  we  find 
In  Scriptore,  to  the  deril  assign'd ; 
Seot  from  the  dark  mfernal  region, 
In  him  they  lodge,  and  make  him  Jegten. 
Of  brethrsn  he  's  mfake  accuser; 
A  slanderer,  traitor,  and  sedncer  ; 
A  fawnmg,  base,  trepanning  liar ; 
The  marks  peculiar  of  his  sire. 
Or,  grant  mm  bat  a  drone  at  best, 
A  drone  ean  raise  a  horaetfs  nest. 
The  dean  had  felt  their  stings  before ; 
And  must  their  malice  ntfer  gite  o'er  ? 
Still  swarm  and  busz  about  his  nose  ? 
But  Ireland's  friends  atfer  wanted  foes. 
A  patriot  is  a  dangerous  post, 
When/wanted  by  his  country  most  ; 
Penrersely  comes  m  etil  times, 
Where  rirtues  are  imputed  crimes, 
His  guiłt  is  elear,  the  proof*  are  pregnant ; 
A  traitor  to  the  ▼ices  regnant 

What  spirit,  sińce  the  world  began, 
Could  always  bear  to  strroe  with  mon  t 
Which  God  proDOuntfd,  be  never  would, 
Ąnd  soon  convroc'd  them  by  a  Rood. 
Yet  still  the  dean  on  freedom  raves  3 
His  spirit  always  strrres  whh  shwes. 
*Hs  time  at  last  to  spare  bi*  ink, 
And  let  them  rot,  or  hang,  or  srak. 


TRAULUS. 

THE  S1COKP  FA1T. 


Traulus,  of  amphibioos  breed, 
Motley  froit  of  mongrel  seed  ; 
By  the  dam  from  lordlmgs  sprung, 
By  the  sire  exhal'd  from  dung : 

9  This  is  the  usnal  eacnse  of  Tranlus,  when  he 
abusei  you  to  others  without  ptorocatkrn,    f* 


Think  on  every  vice  in  both  ; 
Look  on  him,  and  see  their  growtk 

View  him  on  the  mothert  aide, 
FilFd  with  falsehood,  spleen,  and  pridV  ; 
Positroe  and  overbearing, 
Changing  still,  and  still  adbering  j 
Spiteful,  peeetish,  rade,  untoward, 
Fierce  in  tongne,  in  beart  a  coward; 
When  his  friends  he  most  is  hard  on, 
Cringing  comes  to  beg  their  pardon; 
Reputation  ew  tearing, 
Ever  dearest  friendship  swcaring; 
Judgment  weak,  and  passion  strong, 
Always  rarioos,  always  wrong; 
I^roróation  nerer  waits, 
Where  he  tor*,  or  where  he  hates  $ 
Talks  whate>er  comes  in  bis  head  ; 
Wiihes  it  were  all  unsaid, 

Let  me  now  the  Yfces  tracę, 
From  thefatksft  scoundrel  race, 
Who  could  gro  the  looby  soch  airs  f 
Were  they  masons,  were  they  buUhtn  f 
Herald,  lend  the  Mnse  an  answer 
From  his  aiavus  and  grandsire : 
This  was  destrous  at  his  trowel, 
That  was  bred  tokill  a  oow  welU 
Hence  the  greasy  clnmsy  mień 
In  hit  dress  and  figurę  seen ; 
Hence  the  mean  and  sordid  soul, 
Like  his  body,  rank  and  fon) ; 
Hence  that  wild  suspkaouspeep, 
Like  a  rogue  that  steals  a  sheep; 
Hence  he  learat  the  butchert  gutte* 
How  to  ent  your  tbroat  and  smlłe; 
Like  a  butcher,  doom'd  for  Irfe 
In  his  mmlk  to  wear  his  knife ; 
Hence  he  draws  his  daily  food 
From  his  tenants*  Tital  blood. 

Łastly,  let  bis  gife  be  tryM, 
Borrow  d  from  the  mason1!  side : 
Some  perhaps  may  thmk  him  able 
In  the  state  to  build  a  Babel ; 
Could  we  place  him  in  a  station 
To  destroy  the  oM/oundatioru 
True  indeed,  I  should  be  gladder, 
Could  he  learn  to  moont  a  lodder* 
May  he  at  bis  latter  end 
Mount  alive,  and  dead  descend  1 

In  him  tell  me  which  prevaU, 
Female  vices  most,  or  małe  r 
What  produc*d  him,  oan  you  tell  r 
Humań  race,  or  imps  qf  Ueilt 


ROBIN  AND  HARRY \ 

Rosin  to  beggars,  with  a  curse, 
Throws  the  last  shilling  in  his  purse ; 
And,  when  the  coachman  comes  for  pay, 
Tbe  rogue  must  cali  another  day, 

GraTe  Harry,  when  the  poor  are  nifiin 
Gives  them  a  penny,  and  Ood'8  blcssma; ; 
But,  always  carami  of  the  main, 
Withtwo-penceleft,  walka  borne  in  rain. 


1  Sons  of  Dr.  Łeshe.  •  Harry 
Spaajsjisenioe.    See  ąbore,  p,  49a    K 
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tobSa,ftom  noon  to  night,  wiU  prate, 
ftuoa-out  fal  tongue,  as  in  estate  x 
And,  ere  a  twelremonth  ani  a  day, 
WUł  not  have  one  new  tbing  to  say# 
Much  talkhig  ia  not  Harry'*  vice  ; 
He  need  not  tell  a  story  twice : 
And,  if  be  alway  s  be  ao  thrifty, 
Hit  rond  may  laat  to  five  and  fifty. 

It  to  fell  out,  that  cautioos  Harry,. 
Al  soldien  uae,  for  lorę  must  many, 
And,  with  hi*  danie,  the  ocean  crost; 
(Ali  for  Love,  or  tbe  World  well  Lott !) 
Repairs  a  cabin  gone  to  ruin, 
Jurt  bigenough  to  ahelter  two  in  ; 
And  in  bis  house  if  any  body  come, 
Will  make  tbem  welcome  to  his  moditwn  i 
Where  goody  Julia  mflks  tbe  cow*, 
And  boils  potatoes  for  ber  spouse; 
Or  deąrns  bis  bose,  or  menda  his  breechcs, 
While  Harry  's  fencing  up  his  dhches. 

Robin,  who  neta  his  mind  could  fis 
To  lite  whbont  a  eoach  and  six, 
Tb  patch  his  broken  fortunes,  found 
A  mistress  worth  ftve  tbonsand  pound  ; 
Sweari  be  could  get  ber  in  an  hour, 
If  Gaffer  Harry  would  endow  ber  ; 
And  tell,  to  petity  his  wrath, 
A  buth-rigbt  for  a  mess  of  broth. 

Young  Harry,  as  all  Europę  knows, 
Was  kmg  tbe  quintessenoe  of  beaux  ; 
Bot,  when  espous'd,  he  ran  the  fate 
That  must  attend  the  marryM  state ; 
From  goM  brocade  and  sbining  armour, 
Was  metamorphoB'd  to  a  farmer ; 
His  grazier*s  coat  witb  dirt  besinearM  ; 
Nor  twice  a  week  will  sh«ve  his  beanL  . 

Old  Robin,  all  his  youtb  a  slorea, 
At  fifty-two,  when  he  grew  loving, 
Clad  in  a  coat  of  paduasoy, 
A  flazen  wig,  and  waiatooat  gay, 
Fowdertt  from  shoulder  down  to  flank, 
In  courtly  style  addreases  Frank  ; 
Twice  ten  years  older  than  bis  wife, 
la  doom'd  to  be  a  beau  for  life ; 
Snpplying  those  defects  by  dress, 
Wbich  1  must  leave  tbe  world  to  guei*. 


TO  BETTY  THE  GRIZETTE.    1730. 

Quran  of  wit  and  beauty,  Betty  f 
Kerer  may  the  Muse  forget  ye : 
How  thy  face  charms  erery  shepberd, 
Spotted  over  like  a  leopard ! 
And  thy  freckled  neck,  displayM, 
JBnTy  breeds  in  etery  maid, 
Like  afly-blown  cake  of  tallow, 
Or  on  parcbment  ink  turn'd  yellow  ; 
Or  a  tawny  speckled  pippin, 
8brivePd  witb  a  wintert  keeping. 

And,  thy  beauty  thus  dispatchM, 
JLet  ma  praise  thy  wit  unmatehM. 

Seta  of  phrases,  cut  and  dry, 
Srermore  thy  tongue  supply. 
And  thy  memory  U  loaded 
"With  oki  scraps  ftom  plays  ezplodad  x 
9tock'd  with  repartees  and  jokes, 
Anita*  to  all  Cbriftfan  fofcs  j 


Shreds  of  wit,  and  senseless  rhymes, 
BlonderMout  a  tbonsand  times. 
Nor  wilt  thou  of  gifts  be  sparing, 
Wbich  can  ne^er  be  worse  for  wearing: 
Picking  wit  among  ooUegians, 
In  the  play-house  upper  regions  ; 
Where,  in  tighteen-penny  gallery, 
Iriab  nympbs  kam  Iriab  raillery  s 
Bot  thy  merit  is  thy  failing; 
And  thy  raillery  is  miting. 

Thus  with  talents  well  endned 
To  be  scurrilous  and  rude; 
When  you  pertly  raiae  your  snont, 
Fleer,  and  gibe,  and  laugh,  and  floutf 
This  among  Hibernian  asses 
Forsheer  wit  and  humour  passes. 
Thus  indnlgent  Chloe,  bit, 
Swears  you  have  a  world  of  wit. 


DEATH  AND  DAPHNE. 

TO  AN  AGREEABLE  YOUNG  LADY. 

BVT  UTIEHBŁY   ŁBAK.      1730, 

D&ats  went  upon  a  solemn  day 

At  Ploto**  hall  his  court  to  pay: 

The  phantom,  having  humbly  kist 

His  grisly  monarch's  sooty  fiat, 

Presented  htm  the  weekly  bills 

Of  doctors,  ferert,  plaguet,  and  pOla, 

Pluto,  obserring  sińce  tbe  peace 

The  burial-article  decrease, 

And,  vext  to  see  affairs  miscarry, 

DeclarU  in  conncil,  Death  must  marry  % 

Vow'd  he  no  longer  could  support 

Old  bachefors  about  his  court; 

The  interest  of  his  realm  bad  need 

That  Death  should  get  a  mnnerous  breed  j 

Young  Deathlingg,  who,  by  piactioe  mada 

Proficient  in  their  fiUbe^s  trade, 

With  colonies  might  stock  around 

Hi*  large  dommions  under  ground. 

A  consult  of  coąuettes  bełow 
Was  callM,  to  rig  nim  out  a  beau : 
From  ber  own  head  Megssra  takea 
A  periwig  of  twisted  snakes; 
Wbich  in  the  nicest  foahion  curPd 
(Like  toupett  of  this  upper  world), 
With  flour  of  sulphur  powderM  well, 
That  graceful  on  hia  tboolders  fell ;  ' 

An  adder  of  the  sable  kind 
In  linę  direct  hung  down  behind  ; 
The  owi,  the  iw?en,  and  the  bat, 
Clubbtt  for  a  featherto  his  hat  j 
His  coat,  an  usurert  yebet  pall, 
Beqneathfd  to  Pluto,  corpse  andalL 
But,  loth  bis  person  to  expose 
Barę,  like  a  carcaae  pickt  by  crowt, 
A  lawyer  o'er  hi*  banda  and  face 
Stock  artfully  a  parchment-case. 
No  new-fluzt  rake  ihow'd  fairer  skin  ; 
Nor  Phyllis  after  lying-in. 
With  snuff  was  filTd  his  ebon  bos 
Of  shin-bones  rotted  by  the  nos. 
Ninę  spirita  of  blaspheming  rapa 
Witb  aoooite  anoint  big  ebopt} 


494 


SWlFfS  POEMS. 


And  give  him  words  of  dreadfiif  soimds, 
G— d  d— n  his  blood  I  and  b— d  and  V— dr! 

Thus  furnishM  oni,  he  sent  bis  train 
Tb  take  a  hoase  in  Warwick-laue : 
The  faeulhft  his  humbte  friends, 
A  complimental  message  sends : 
Their  president  in  scarlet  gown 
Harangu'd,  and  weleomM  him  to  town. 

But  Death  had  business  to  dispatch ; 
His  mind  was  running  on  his  tnatch. 
And,  hearing  much  of  Daphne*s  famę, 
His  majesty  of  ttrrours  came, 
Fine  as  a  colonel  of  tbe  guards. 
To  visit  wbere  she  sate  at  cards: 
She,  as  he  came  into  the  room, 
Thought  him  Adoriis  in  bis  bloom. 
And  now  ber  heart  with  pleasure  jnmps ; 
She  scarce  remeinbers  what  is  tramps ; 
For  such  a  shape  of  skin  and  bonę 
Was  never  seen,  exctfpt  her  own : 
Charm'd  with  bis  eyes,  and  chin,  and  snout, 
Her  pockeUglass  drew  slily  out ; 
And  grew  enamour'd  with  her  phiz, 
As  just  the  coonterpart  of  his. 
She  darted  many  a  prnrate  glanes, 
And  freely  madę  the  fint  advance  ; 
Was  of  her  beauty  grown  so  vain, 
She  doubted  not  to  win  the  raam. 
Nothing  she  thought  could  sooner  gmin  han* 
Than  with  her  wit  to  entertain  him. 
She  ask'd  about  ber  friewds  below : 
Tł  is  meagre  fop,  that  batterM  beau : 
Wbether  some  late  departed  ttasts 
Had  got  gallants  among  the  ghostB? 
If  Chloe  were  a  abarper  still 
As  great  as  erer  at  qttadrift6  ? 
(The  ladies  there  most  needs  be  rooks; 
For  cards,  we  know,  are  Pluto*s  books !) 
If  Florimel  had  found  her  fave, 
For  whom  she  hsng*d  hemelf  above  ? 
How  oft  a  week  was  kept  a  bali 
By  Proserpine  at  Pluton  hall  ? 
She  fancied  those  Ełyaian  shades 
The  sweetest  place  for  maamierades : 
How  pleasant,  on  the  banka  of  Styx, 
To  troll  it  in  a  coach  and  sncl 

What  pride  a*  fornale  heart inflames ! 
How  endless  are  ambitionł8  alms ! 
'Cease,  haughty  nymph ;  the  Fates  decree 
Death  must  not  be  a  sponse  for  thee : 
F«r,  when  by  chance  the  meagre  shade 
tTpon  thy  hand  his  foiger  laki, 
Thy  hand  as  dry  and  cokł  as  lead, 
His  matrimonial  spirit  fled ; 
He  felt  about  his  heart  a  damp, 
That  quite  extinguish'd  Coptdł6  lamp: 
Away  the  frighted  spectre  sctfds, 
And  feayej  my  lady  in  the  soda, 
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Danm  knowa,  wkb  eqaal  ease, 
How  to  vez,  and  how  to  płease  ; 
But  the  fblly  of  her  sex 
Makes  her  sole  delight  to  twu 
Kever  woman  morę  devi»'d 
SorerwaystobedesnisM: 


Paradoses  weakly  widdmg, 
Always  concraerM,  nerer  yfclding^ 
To  dispute,  her  chief  delight, 
With  not  one  opinkm  right : 
Thick  her  argoments  she  lays  ob, 
And  with  cavils  combats  reason; 
Answers  in  decisfre  way, 
Never  hears  what  you  can  say : 
Still  her  odd  penrersćuess  ahows, 
Chiefly  where  she  nothing  knows  ; 
And,  where  she  is  most  famtliar, 
Always  peeróher  and  sillier  : 
Ali  her  spiriti  in  8  flame, 
When  she  knows  she  '•  most  to  blatne. 

Send  me  hence  ten  thousand  miles, 
From  a  face  that  always  amiles : 
Nonę  could  ever  act  that  part. 
But  a  Fury  in  her  heart 
Ye  who  hate  such  inconsistence, 
To  be  easy,  keep  your  dhtance  ; 
Or  in  folly  still  befriend  ber, 
But  have  no  concern  to  mend  her* 
Lose  not  time  to  contradict  her, 
Nor  endeavour  to  conrict  her. 
Never  take  it  in  your  thought, 
That  she'11  own,  or  eure  a  faułt. 
Into  contradictłon  warm  her ; 
Then,  perhaps,  you  may  reform  her : 
Only  take  this  rule  along, 
Always  to  advise  her  wrong; 
And  reprore  her  when  ahe  *s  right ; 
She  may  then  grow  wise  for  sptght 

No— that  scheme  will  nCer  Bucceed, 
She  has  better  learnt  her  creed : 
She  *s  too  cutming,  and  too  skilftil, 
When  to  yield,  and  when  be  wilfuL 
Naturę  holds  her  forth  two  mirrors, 
One  for  truth,  and  one  for  erronrs : 
That  looks  hideous,  herce,  and  fnghtfnl : 
This  is  flattering  and  delightful : 
That  she  throws  away  as  foul ; 
Sits  by  this,  to  dress  her  soul. 

Thus  you  have  the  case  in  view, 
Daphne,  twist  the  dean  and  you. 
Heaven  fbrbid  he  should  despfoe  thee  ! 
But  will  nerer  morę  adrise  thee. 


THE  PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

A  PABŁB  BY  MU  DILAKY.   1730. 


f 


iis  imąnsB 
Tam  patiens  urbis,  tam  ferreos,  ut  teaeat  s 

In  ancient  times,  asbards  indite, 
(If  clerks  have  conn'd  the  records  right) 
A  peacock  reignM,  wbose  glorious  sway 
His  subjects  with  delight  obey : 
His  taił  was  beauteous  to  behold, 
Replete  with  goadly  eyes  and  gold 
(Fair  emblem  of  that  monarcho  guise, 
Whose  train  at  once  is  rich  and  wise). 
And  princely  ruPd  he  many  regions, 
And  statesmen  wise,  and  vaCant  teg«oftfr 

A  pheasant  lord  i,  above  the  rest, 
With  every  grace  and  talent  blest, 

*  Łwrd  Carteret,  lordiieutaoagt^lifimtl 
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"as  sent  to  sway,  with  all  his  skill, 
le  sceptre  of  a  neighbouiing  hi  11  *. 

0  science  was  to  him  uuknown, 
w  all  the  arts  were  all  his  own  : 
i  all  the  living learncd  nad, 
hough  morę  delighted  with  the  dead : 
ar  birds,  if  ancient  tales  be  trtie, 

lad  then  their  Popes  and  Homers  too, 

ould  read  and  write  in  prosc  and  verse, 

od  speak  like  ***,  and*  bu  i  Id  like  Pearce  '. 

e  knew  their  roices,  and  their  wings  ; 

Pho  smoothest  soars,  who  sweetest  sings  { 

f  ho  toils  with  ill-fledgM  pens  to  clinib, 

nd  who  attain'd  the  tnie  sublime  ; 

"heir  merits  he  eould  we  11  desery, 

Te  nad  bo  exquisite  an  eye ; 

.nd  when  that  failM,  to  show  them  elear, 

[e  had  as  exquisite  an  ear. 

:  chanc'd,  as  on  a  day  he  stray'd, 

leneath  an  acadernic  shade, 

le  lik'd,  amidst  a  thousand  throats, 

lie  wildness  of  a  woodlarlt's  *  notes, 

md  searchM,  and  spy'd,  and  seizM  his  gamę, 

Lnd  took  htm  homo,  and  madę  him  tamę ; 

round  him  on  trial  trać  and  able, 

fc>  cbeerM  and  fed  him  at  his  table. 

Herę  some  shrew'd  critic  finds  I  *m  caught, 
Ind  cries  out,  "  Better  fed  than  taught"— 
[*hcn  jests  on  gamę  and  tame%  and  reads 
Lnd  jests  ;  and  bo  my  tale  proceeds. 

Long  had  he  study'd  in  the  wood, 
3onversing  with  the  wise  and  good  ! 
lis  soiil  with  harmony  inspi^d, 
»Vrith  love  of  truth  and  rirtue  fir'd  : 
Tis  brethretfs  good  and  Maker's  praise 
rVcre  ali  the  study  of  his  lays ; 
r7ere  all  his  study  in  retreat, 
ind  now  employd  htm  with  the  grćat* 
lis  friendship  was  the  surę  resort 
>f  all  the  wretched  at  the  court ; 
5ut  chiefly  merit  in  distre«s 
iis  greatest  blessing  was  to  bless.— 

This  fiz*d  him  in  his  patron's  breast, 
Sat  fir'd  with  envy  all  the  rest : 

1  mean  that  noisy  craring  crew, 
RTho  round  the  court  incessant  flew, 

knd  prey'd  like  rooks,  by  pairs  and  dozens, 

To  fili  the  maws  of  sons  and  cousins  : 

1  Unmov'd  their  heart,  and  chill'd  their  blood, 

To  erery  thought  of  common  good, 

5onfining  erery  bope  and  care" 

Co  their  own  Iow  contracted  sphere. 

rhese  ran  him  down  with  ceaseless  ery, 

Jut  fbund  it  bard  to  tell  you  why, 

rill  his  own  worth  and  wit  supply'd 

lufficient  matter  to  deride  : 

•  Tis  Envy's  safest,  surest  nile, 

To  hide  her  ragę  in  ridicule 

fhe  vulgar  eye  she  best  begufles, 

Vhen  all  her  snakes  are  deck'd  with  smUes  r" 

tordonic  smiles,  by  rancour  ralsM ! 

'  Tormented  most  when  seemihg  pfeas1d  \n 

Tieir  spite  had  morę  than  half  eKpi^fl, 

tad  he  not  wrote  what  all  ądmir'd  ; 

SThat  morsels  had  their  malice  wanted, 

fit  that  he  buifc,  and  plamic,  and  plamili  l 
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How  had  his  sense  and  learning  grierU  them* 
But  that  his  charity  relieyU  them  ! 

"  At  highest  worth  duli  malice  reachefl, 
As  slugs  pollute  the  fairest  peacbes  : 
Envy  defames,  as  harpies  vile 
Devour  the  food  they  first  detile." 

Now  ask  the  fruit  of  all  his  favotir— 
"  He  was  not  hitherto  a  saver,,-7» 
What  then  could  make  their  ragę  run  mad  I 
"  Why  what  he  kapd9  not  what  he  had. 

"  What  tyrant  ełer  invented  ropes, 
Or  racks,  or  rods,  to  punish  hopes  r 
Th*  inheritance  of  hope  and  famę 
Is  seldom  earthly  wisdom*s  aim  ; 
Or*  if  it  were,  is  not  so  smali, 
But  there  is  room  enough  for  alt." 

If  he  but  chance  to  bi-eathc  a  song 
(He  seldom  sang,  and  never  long) ; 
The  noisy,  rude,  maligna nt  crowd, 
Wbere  it  was  high,  pronouncM  it  Tond : 
Plain  truth  was  pride ;  and  what  was  sillieY, 
Kasy  and  friendly  was  familian 

Or,  if  he  tun*d  his  lofty  lays, 
With  solemn  air  to  virtuełs  praise, 
Alike  abusive  and  cTroneou^, 
They  call'd  it  lioarse  and  unhannonious : 
Yet  so  it  was  to  souls  like  theirs, 
Tnneless  as  Abel  to  the  bears  1 

A  rook  5  with  harsh  malignant  ćaw 
Began,  was  follow*d  by  a  daw  • 
(Tliough  some,  who  would  be  thongTit  to  kńow, 
Are  pos'itive  it  was  a  crow)  ; 
Jack  Daw  was  seconded  by  Tit, 
Tom  Tit 7  could  write,  and  so  he  writ ; 
A  tribe  of  tuneless  praters  fbllow, 
The  jay,  the  magpie,  and  the  swallow ; 
And  twenty  morę  their  throats  let  loose, 
Down  to  the  witless  waddling  goose. 

Some  pick'd  at  him,  some  flew,  some  flutterM 
Some  hissM,  some  scream'd,  and  othars  mutter^d 
The  crow,  on  carrion  wont  to  feast, 
The  carrion  crow  condemnM  his  tasto  t 
The  rook  in  earne&t  too,  not  joking, 
Swore  all  his  singing  was  but  croaking. 

Some  thought  they  meant  to  śbow  their  wit, 
Might  think  so  still— "  but  that  they  writ"— 
Could  it  be  spite  or  envy  ?— M  No— 
Who  did  no  ill,  could  hare  no  foe."— 
So  wise  simplicity  estecmd, 
Quite  otherwise  tnie  wisdbm  deemM  ; 
This  questkm  rightly  understood, 
"  What  oiore  pro^okes  than  doidg  good  ? 
A  soul  ennobled  and  refinM 
Reproaches  every  baser  mind  : 
As  strałns  ezalted  and  meTodióus 
Make  every  meaner  rńu^c  odious.u— 

At  length  the  nightingale  6  was  hearfl, 
For  voice  and  wTsdom  long  rever  d, 
EsteemM  of  all  the  wise  and 'good, 
The  guardian  genios  of  the  wood  « 
He  long  in  discońtent  retiryd, , 
Yet  not  obscorM,  but  ńiore  admir*d  ; 
Hit  brethren'6  ternie  souls  disdainfng, 
He  liv'd  indignant  and  cdmpTaiuing : 
They  now  afresh  provoke  his  choler 
(It  seems  the  lark  h'ad"oeea  ms  schofcur, 
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A  mroorite  scholar  ahreyi  near  him, 

And  oŁV  had  wąk'd  whole  nights  to  hear  him) : 

£nrag'd  be  camrasses  tbe  matter, 

£xposes  all  Łheir  senseless  chatter, 

Shows  him  and  them  in  such  a  light, 

As  morę  ioflames,  yet  ąuełls  tbeir  spita. 

They  hear  his  voice,  and  frighted  0y, 

For  raga  had  raisM  it  rery  high : 

ShamM  by  tbe  wisdom  of  his  notes, 

Tb)Bj  bidę  tbeir  heads,  and  htuh  their  throats. 


ANSfTER  TO  DR.  DRLANY>S  FABLE 

or  THE 
PHEASANT  AND  THE  LARK. 

Im  ancient  times,  tbe  wise  were  able 

In  proper  terms  to  write  a  feble : 

Tbeir  tales  would  always  justly  suit 

Tbe  cbaracters  of  every  brute. 

Tbe  ass  was  duli,  tbe  bon  brave, 

The  stag  was  swh%  tbe  fas  a  knare ; 

Tbe  daw  a  thief,  tbe  ape  a  droll ; 

The  hoond  would  scent,  tbe  wolf  would  prole ; 

A  pigeon  would,  if  sbown  by  Asop, 

Fly  from  the  hawk,  or  pick  his  pease  up, 

Tar  otherwise  a  great  dirine 

Has  learnt  his  fables  to  refine : 

He  jumbles  men  and  birds  together, 

Asifthey  all  wereof  afeather: 

You  see  him  first  tbe  peacock  bring, 

Against  all  rules,  to  be  a  king ; 

That  in  his  taił  be  wore  his  eyes, 

By  wbicb  be  grew  botb  rich  and  wise. 

Now,  pray,  obsenre  the  doctor^  cboice, 

A  peacock  chose  for  flight  and  voke : 

Bid  ever  mortal  see  a  peacock 

Attempt  a  fligbt  above  a  haycock  ? 

And  ftnr  his  singing,  doctor,  you  know, 

Himself  oomplain'd  of  it  to  Juno. 

He  soualls  in  such  a  hellish  noise, 

It  frightens  all  the  TJllage  boys. 

This  peacock  kept  a  standing  force, 

In  regiment*  of  foot  and  hone ; 

Had  statesmen  too  of  every  kiud, 

Wbo  waited  on  his  eyes  bebind 

(And  this  was  thought  the  highest  post ; 

For,  nile  the  rump,  you  rule  tbe  roast). 

Tbe  doctor  names  but  one  at  present, 

And  he  of  all  birds  was  a  pheasant. 

This  pheasant  was  a  man  of  wit, 

Could  read  all  books  were  ever  writ ; 

And,  when  among  companions  privy, 

Could  quote  you  Cicero  and  livy. 

Birds,  as  he  says,  and  I  allow, 

Were  scholara  then,  as  we  are  now  ; 

Could  read  all  volumes  up  to  folio*. 

And  feed  on  fricassees  and  olios. 

This  pheasant,  by  tbe  peacock*s  will, 

Was  viceroy  of  a  neigbbooring  bill ; 

And,  as  he  wander'd  in  his  park, 

He  chanc'd  to  spy  a  clergy  lark  ; 

Was  taken  witb  bis  person  outward, 

So  prettily  he  pickM  a  cow  t— d : 

then  in  a  net  the  pheasant  caught  him, 

And  in  his  palące  fed  and  taught  him* 

The  morał  of  the  tale  is  pleasant, 

Himself  the  lark,  my  lord  the  pheasant : 


A  lark  he  is,  and  such  a  lark 

Am  nerer  came  from  N6ah's  ark : 

And  though  he  had  no  other  notion, 

But  building,  planmng,  and  derotiou  ; 

Though  *tis  a  mazim  you  must  know, 

Who  does  no  ill,  can  have  no  foej 

Yet  how  8bail  I  eipiess  in  words 

The  strange  stupidity  of  birds  ? 

This  lark  was  hated  in  the  wood, 

Because  he  did  his  brethren  good* 

At  last  the  nightingale  comes  in. 

To  hołd  the  doctor  by  the  chin  : 

We  all  can  find  out  what  be  meant, 

The  worst  of  disaflected  deans ; 

Whose  wit  at  bert  was  neat  to  nonę. 

And  now  that  littie  next  is  gone. 

Against  the  court  is  always  blabbing* 

And  calls  the  senate-house  a  cabra  ; 

So  duli,  that,  but  for  spleen  and  spite. 

We  ne,er  should  know  that  he  could  write  £ 

Who  thinks  the  nation  alwajrs  errM, 

Because  himself  is  not  preferrM : 

His  heart  is  through  bis  Iibel  seen, 

Nor  could  bis  maliee  spare  tbe  ąueeo  ; 

Who,  had  she  known  his  irile  behatiour. 

Would  ne'er  have  sbown  him  so  much  farom* 

A  noble  lord  >  bath  told  his  pranka, 

And  well  desenres  the  nation's  thanks. 

Oh !  would  the  senate  deign  to  show 

Resentment  on  this  public  foe ; 

Our  nightingale  might  fit  a  cage, 

There  let  him  starre,  and  rent  his  rafę  J    . 

Or,  would  they  but  in  fetters  bind 

This  enemy  of  human-kind ! 

Harmonious  Coffee  2,  show  thy  teal. 

Thy  champion  for  the  common-weaJs 

Nor  on  a  theme  like  this  repiae, 

For  once  to  wet  thy  pen  ditrine : 

Bestow  that  llbeler  a  lash, 

Who  daily  rends  seditious  trash  j 

Wbo  dares  revile  the  natkm's  wisdom. 

But  in  the  praise  of  virtue  is  dumb : 

That  scribbler  lash,  who  nehher  knowa 

The  tura  of  verse,  not  style  of  prcwe ; 

Whose  malice,  for  the  worst s  of  ends, 

Would  have  us  lose  our  English  friendss, 

Who  never  had  one  public  thought. 

Nor  ever  gave  tbe  poor  a  groat. 

One  clincher  morę,  and  I  haTe  dane. 

I  end  my  labours  with  a  pun. 

Jove  send  this  nightingale  may  lali. 

Who  spends  his  day  and  niski  in  getff 

So,  nightingale  and  lark,  adieu  ; 

I  see  the  greatest  owls  in  you 

That  ever  screecht,  or  erer/nr. 
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Yi  pehry  undeiiings  of  state  ; 
Ye  senators,  wbo  lorę  to  prate  % 
Ye  rascals  of  inferior  notę, 
Who  for  a  dinner  sell  a  vote  f 

1 1*  Allen,  the  same  wbo  is  meant  by  TYnlsje* 
D.  S. 
*  A  Dublin  garretteer. 
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Te  pnck  ofjneatioBmy  peets, 
Whose  fingers  itch  for  poets'  ears ; 
iTe  bishops  far  rcmov*d  front  saints  ; 
WTiy  all  this  ragę  ?  Why  tbese  coraplaints  ? 
»Vhy  against  printers  all  this  noise  ? 
rhis  summoning  of  blackguard  boye  ? 
RThy  so  sagacious  in  your  guesses  ? 
four  ę#v,  and  tses,  and  am,  and  <um*  ? 
Tak«  my  advice ;  to  make  you  safo, 
know  a  starter  way  by  half. 
rhe  point  is  plain :  remove  the  cause ; 
>efend  your  libcrties  and  laws. 
Je  semetimes  to  your  country  tnie, 
lave  ooce  the  public  good  in  view : 
fr»vely  desplte  chamnagne  at  court, 
ind  choee  to  dine  at  borne  wito  port : 
Let  prelates,  by  their  good  behaviour, 
2onrince  us  tbey  helieve  a  Saviour  ; 
*or  aell  what  tbey  so  dearly  bought, 
rhis  country,  now  their  own,  for  nought. 
le^er  did  a  true  satirtc  Muse 
iTirtue  or  innocenee  abuse ; 
Ind  *tis  against  poetic  rules 
To  raił  at  men  by  naturę  fools : 
3nt  *  **    ****** 
t ********* 


THE  PROGRESS  OF  MARRIAGEK 

Etatu  vom  fifty-two, 

i  rich  owinę  l  began  to  woo 

&.  handsome,  young,  imperious  girl, 

fearły  related  to  an  eari. 

ier  parents  and  her  friends  ćonsent, 

rhe  ctraple  to  the  tempie  went: 

rhey  first  invite  the  Cyprian  queen ; 

Pwas  ansver'd,  "  She  woold  not  be  seen  :* 

rhe  Graces  nart,  and  all  the  Muses, 

iVere  bid  io  form,  but  sent  excuse& 

uno  attended  at  the  porch, 

fifith  farthing-candle  for  a  torch  ; 

tfhile  tnistress  Iris  held  her  train, 

Phe  faded  bow  distilling  rain. 

rhen  Hebe  came,  and  took  her  place, 

lot  show'd  no  morę  than  half  her  face. 

Whate^r  those  dlrc  Jbrebodings  meant, 
m  miith  the  wedding-day  was  spent ; 
rhe  wedding-day,  you  take  me  right, 
'  promiae  nothing  lor  the  night 
rhe  bridegroom,  drest  to  make  a  figurę, 
uwmet  an  artineiat  vigomr; 
i  flourishM  night-cap  on,  to  grace 
in  ruddy,  wrinkled,  srailing  face  ; 
Like  the  mint  red  upon  a  pipptn, 
lalf  wither'd  by  a  wintert;  keepiug. 

And  thus  set  out  this  happy  pałr, 
rhe  swain  is  rich,  the  nymph  is  mir : 
Jut,  what  I  gladly  would  forget, 
rhe  swain  k  oid,  the  nympb  coquent» 
ioth  fram  the  goal  together  start, 
karcę  ran  a  step  befbre  they  part ; 
ffo  common  ligament  that  binds 
rhe  various  textures  of  their  mmds  ; 
rheir  thoughU  and  actkww,  hopes  and  feara, 
j&s  corresponding  than  their  years. 

3Tbedateandherv<»?Uitfpoimai*imknfWBv 
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Her  spouse  desires  his  coffee  soon, 

She  rises  to  her  tea  at  noon. 

While  he  goes  out  to  cheapen  books, 

She  at  ber  glass  consults  her  looks ; 

While  Betty  's  buzztng  in  her  ear, 

*'  Lord,  what  a  dress  these  parsons  wear  I 

So  odd  a  choiee  how  could  she  make  !" 

Wish'd  him  a  culoneł  for  her  sake. 

Then,  on  her  fingers*  ends,  she  counts, 

Exact,  to  what  his  aee  amounts. 

The  rlcan,  she  heard  her  uncle  say, 

U  sixty,  if  be  be  a  day ; 

His  ruddy  ebeeks  are  no  disguise ; 

You  see  the  crows-feet  round  his  eyes* 

^t  one  she  rambles  to  the  shops, 
To  cheapen  tea,  and  talk  with  fopś  ; 
Or  calls  a  eouncil  of  her  maids, 
And  tradesmen,  to  compare  brocades. 
Her  weig:hty  morning-busines?  o'er, 
Sit«  down  to  dinner  just  at  four; 
Minds  nothing  that  is  done  or  satd, 
Her  cvening-work  so  fi!ls  her  head. 
The  dean,  who  usłd  to  dine  at  one, 
Is  maukish,  and  hń  stomach  gone ; 
In  thread-hare  gown,  would  scarce  a  louse  hołd, 
Looks  like  the  chaplain  of  his  howehold  i 
Beholds  her,  frora  the  chaplain's  place, 
In  French  brocades,  and  Flanders  lace: 
He  wonders  what  employs  her  brain. 
But  never  asks,  or  asks  in  vam ; 
His  mind  is  fuli  of  other  cares, 
And,  in  the  sneaking  parson's  air5f 
Computes,  that  half  a  parish  dues 
Will  hardly  find  his  wife  in  shoes. 

Canst  thou  iraagioe,  duli  diriae, 
Twill  gain  ber  lorę,  to  make  her  fine; 
Hath  she  no  other  wants  beside  ? 
You  raise  desire,  as  well  as  pride, 
Enticing  coxcombs  to  adore, 
And  teach  her  to  despise  thee  raore. 

If  in  her  coach  she  'II  condescend 
To  place  nim  -at  the  binder  end, 
Her  hoop  is  hoist  above  his  nose, 
His  odious  gown  would  aoil  her  clothes; 
And  drops  him  at  the  church,  to  pray, 
While  she  drives  on  to  see  the  play. 
He,  like  an  orderly  divine, 
Comes  bome  a  quarter  after  nine, 
And  meets  her  hasting  to  the  bali : 
Her  chairmen  push  him  from  the  wsJL  ' 
He  enters  in,  and  walks  up  stairs, 
And  calls  the  family  to  prayers ; 
Then  goes  ąlone  to  take  his  rest 
In  bedf  where  he  can  spars  her  best, 
At  nre  the  footmen  make  a  din, 
Her  tadyship  is  just  corae  in ; 
The  masąuerade  began  at  two, 
Sbe  stole  away  with  much  ado  ; 
And  shall  he  chid  this  afternoon. 
Por  leaving  company  so  sooa : 
She  '11  say,  and  she  may  trały  aay  % 
She  ean't  abide  to  stay  out  Ute. 

But  now,  though  scarce  a  twelvemonth  mafrjM* 
Poor  lady  Jane  nas  thrice  miscarry'd  ; 
The  eause,  alas,  is  ąuiokly  guest  ( 
The  town  bas  whisper^d  round 
Think  on  some  remedy  in  time, 
You  find  his  faweismce  past  bis  prima, 

Kk 


*9* 


SWIFT3  POE3MS. 


Already  dwindl<-d  to  a  lath  ; 
No  other  way  bot  try  the  bath. 

For  Vcnus,  rising  from  the  ocean, 
InfusM  a  stronę  prolitic  potion, 
That  mix'd  with  Acheloiis'  spring, 
The  łwrncd  tiood,  as  poeto  sini?, 
Who,  w  th  an  F.nglish  beauty  smittcn, 
Ran  under-eround  from  Ctreece  to  Bhtatn  ; 
The  gen iu  1  virtue  with  nim  hrotight, 
And  gave  the  aymph  a  plenteons  draught ; 
Then  fled,  and  left  his  horn  ben  ind, 
For  hu*bands  part  their  youth  to  tńid  : 
The  nymph,  who  still  with  pas^ion  burn'd, 
Was  to  a  borling  fountain  turn'd, 
Where  childless  whres  crowd  every  mora, 
To  drink  in  AchelouY  horn. 
And  here  the  fathe r  nften  gains 
That  title  6y  nnnthcr'?'  pains. 

Hither,  t  ho  uch  much  against  the  grain, 
The  dean  has  carryłd  lady  Jane. 
He,  for  a  whiie.  woold  not  consent, 
But  vow'd  his  monry  alt  was  spent : 
Hi»  mouey  spent !  a  clownish  reason ! 
And  must  my  lady  slip  her  season  ? 
The  doctor,  with  a  double  fee, 
Was  bribM  to  make  the  dean  agree. 

Here  all  dirersions  of  the  place 
Are  proper  in  my  lady's  case : 
With  which  she  patiently  compJiea, 
Merely  because  her  friendś  adyise  $ 
His  money  and  her  time  employs 
In  musie,  raffiing-roomN,  and  t<>5§ ; 
Or  in  the  Cross-batn  seeks  an  heir, 
Since  otbcrs  oft  bare  found  one  there : 
Where  if  the  dean  by  r  bance  apnears, 
It  shnmes  his  cassoc  and  his  years. 
He  keeps  his  distance  in  the  pa  Hery, 
Till  banish'd  by  sorae  coxcomb's  raillery ; 
For  't  would  his  character  expose, 
To  bathe  arnong  the  helles  and  beaux. 

So  have  I  seen,  within  a  pen, 
Young  ducklings  fosterd  by  a  ben  ; 
fiut,  when  let  out,  they  run  and  muddle, 
As  instinct  leads  them,  in  a  puddłe : 
The  aober  ben,  not  born  to  switn, 
With  mournfnJ  notę  rlucks  rouud  the  britn. 

The  dean,  with  all  his  best  endeavourf 
Gets  not  an  heir,  bat  gets  a  fever. 
A  victim  to  the  last  essayt 
Of  vigour  in  declining  days, 
He  diesy  and  leares  his  mournmg  mato 
( What  could  he  less  ?)  bis  whole  estate, 

l%e  widów  goes  through  all  her  formę  i 
New  lovers  now  will  come  in  swarins. 
Oh,  may  I  eee  her  soon  dispensing 
Her  farours  to  sonie  broken  ensign  I 
Him  let  her  marry,  for  his  face, 
And  only  coat  of  tarnish'd  lace ; 
To  turn  her  naked  out  of  doors, 
And  spend  her  jointure  on  his  wboret ; 
But,  for  a  parting  present,  leare  hor 
A  rooted  pox  to  last  for  ever  I 


AN  EZCELLBNT  NETT  BALLAD  s 

OR,  TUB 

TRUE  ENGLISH  DEAN  » 

TO   BE   HANCED   FOR   A   RAPE.       1730. 

Our  bretbren  of  England,  who  love  us  so  dear. 
And  in  all  they  do  for  us  bo  kiudly  da  meau, 

(A  bleising  upoi'  them  !)  have  sent  as  this  year. 
For  the  goud  of  our  church,  a  tnie  Euglish  den. 

A  holier  pricst  ne'er  wat  wrapt  up  in  ermpe; 

Tbe  worst  yon  can  wy,  he  committed  a  rape. 

In  his  journey  to  Dublin,  he  lighted  at  Chester, 
And  there  be  grew  fund  of  anotber  man'3  waV ; 

Burst  into  her  cbamber,  and  would  hare  caress'dber; 
But  sbe  valued  ber  honour  much  morę  tbao  ber 
life. 

Sbe  bustłed  and  stntggłed,  and  madę  her  escap* 

To  a  room  fuli  of  guests,  for  fear  of  a  rape. 

The  dean  be  pursued,  to  recover  his  gaoie ; 

And  now  to  attack  ber  again  he  prepares : 
But  the"  company  stood  in  defence  of  the  damę, 

They  cudge.  a,  and  euff  d  him,  and  kickM  nim 
dowu  staira. 
His  deanship  was  now  in  a  damnable  scrape, 
And  this  was  no  time  for  coinmittiug  a  rape. 

To  Dublin  be  comes,  to  the  bagnio  he  goes. 
And  orders  the  landlord  to  bring  him  a  wbore  5 

No  scrople  came  on  him,  his  gown  to  expose, 
Twas  wbat  all  his  Hfe  be  bad  practisN)  before. 

He  bad  madę  himself  dronk  with  tbe  juice  of  tht 
grap*, 

And  got  a  good  clap,  but  committed  no  rape. 

The  dean,  and  his  landlord,  a  jolly  comrade, 
KesolvM  for  a  fortnigbt  to  swim  in  delight ; 

For  why ,  they  had  both  been  brought  up  to  the  feraót 
Of  drinking  all  day,  and  of  whorin*  all  night 

His  landlord  was  ready  bis  deanship  to  ape 

In  every  debauch  but  committing  a  rape. 

This  protestant  zealot,  this  English  diTine, 

In  church  and  in  state  was  of  primńplessonadf 

Was  truer  than  Steele  to  the  Hanover  linę, 
And  grier'd  that  a  Tory  sbould  ltve  abore  granB4 

Shall  a  suhject  so  loyal  be  hang'd  by  the  napę, 

For  no  other  crime  but  committing  a  rape  ? 

By  old  popisb  canons,  as  wise  men  bave  penaVl  'tm, 
Each  priest  bad  a  ooDOubioe,  Jurę  eedesi*  ; 

Wbo  'd  be  dean  of  Fernes  without  a  commemdam  9 
And  precedeuts  we  can  produce,  if  it  please  ye: 

Tlien  why  sbould  tbe  dean,  when  whorasaresocaean, 

Be  put  to  the  peril  and  toil  of  a  rape  ? 

If  fortunę  should  please  but  to  take  soch  a  crotebst 
(To  theo  I  apply,  great  SmedleyfB  stieeeasor) 

To  give  thee  lawn  tknes,  a  tńlre,  and  rockei, 
Wbom  wouldst  thou  reseoible?  I  leśne  thee  ą 
guesser. 

But  I  only  behold  thee  in  AtherWs  *  shape, 

For  sodomy  hang*d  $  as  thou  for  a  rape. 

Ah  !  dost  thou  not  enry  the  brave  colonel  Chartnw, 
Condemn^d  for  thy  crime  at  threescore-and4enł 

To  hang  him,allEngland  would  leod  him  tbeirgartaB; 
Yet  be  lires,  and  is  ready  to  rarisb  agahk 

1  Sawbridge,  dean  of  Femes,    F. 
*  A  bisbop  of  Waterfbrd,  of  mfinnoaa 
ter.    N. 
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Tben  throttle  thyself  wfch  an  ell  of  strong  tape, 
Por  thou  hast  not  a  groat  to  atone  for  a  rape. 

The  dean  be  was  vex'd  that  bit  wboret  were  so 
wifling: 

He  longM  for  a  g  rlthatwotild  rtruggleand  sonall; 
He  ravish'd  ber  feirly,  and  soVd  a  good  shilling; 

Bat  here  was  to  pay  the  de  vi  I  and  all. 
His  trouble*  and  sorrows  now  come  in  a  heap, 
And  haitgM  be  mnst  be  fur  cotnmitting  a  rape. 

if  maidens  are  rayishM,  it  is  their  own  choice : 
Why  are  tbcy  so  wilful  to  struggle  with  men  ? 

If  they  wouid  but  lie  auiet  aad  stile  their  voice, 
No  <tevil  or  dean  could  ravbb  them  tben : 

Nor  would  there  be  wed  of  a  strong  hempen  cape 

Ty'd  raund  the  dean's  neck  for  committing  a  rape. 

Our  church  and  oar  state  dear  England  maintains, 
For  which  all  true  protestant  hearts  should  be  glad : 

She  sends  us  our  bishops,  and  judges,  and  deans ; 
And  better  wottld  gtre  us,  if  better  the  had. 

But,  lord !  bow  the  rabbi©  will  stare  and  will  gapę, 

Wben  the  good  Knglish  dean  is  hang'd  up  fura  rape. 


ON  STEPHEN  DUCK. 

THE  THRESHKfc   AND   FAYOTJRITE   POET. 

a  auiiBLiwj  BrtonAM.     1730. 

Tae  thresher  Dach  could  o'er  the  queen  prenul ; 
The  prorerb  says,  no  je  net  against  afail. 
From  thretking  corn  be  tunw  to  thresh  his  braios  ; 
For  which  ber  majesty  allows  him  grains, 
Tboagh  'tis  emfest,  that  those  who  ever  -saw 
His  poems,  think  tbem  all  not  worth  a  straw  ! 

Thriee  happy  Duck,  employ'd  in  thresbing  stabłlc! 
Thj  toil  is  lessertl,  and  tby  prefits  double. 


THI 

LADY*S  DRESSISG-ROOM.    1730. 

Fcre  hours  (and  who  can  do  it  less  in  ?) 
By  haughty  Caslia  spent  in  dressing  ; 
The  goddess  from  ber  chatnber  issues, 
Array'd  in  lace,  broeades,  and  tissues. 
8trephon  who  found  the  room  was  vok^ 
And  Betty  otherwise  employ'd, 
Stole  in,  and  took  a  strłct  survey 
Of  all  the  litter  aa  it  lay : 
Whereof,  to  make  the  matter  elear, 
An  tnventory  foltows  here; 

And,  fint,  a  dirty  smock  appeafM, 
Beoeath  the  arm-pits  well  besmeartl  ; 
Strephon,  the  rogue,  displayM  it  wide» 
And  turn'd  k  ronnd  on  every  side  z 
In  auch  a  case,  few  words  are  best, 
And  Strephon  bids  us  guess  the  rest; 
Bot  sweacs,  bow  damnably  the  men  lie 
in  calling  Cslia  sweet  and  cleaoly. 

Now  listen,  while  he  next  producea 
Ule  rarious  Comba  for  wious  uses; 
FSird-up  with  dirt  so  closely  met, 
126  brush  could  force  a  way  betwbtt  $ 
A  poste  of  oomposition  rare, 
dereat,  dandriff,  powder,  lead,  aad  bair, 


A  fbrehead-ejoth  with  oil  opon  t 

To  smooth  the  wrinkles  on  her  front  t 

Here  alam-flower,  to  stop  the  steams 

Exhal'd  from  sour  unsavory  streams ; 

There  night-gloves  madę  of  Tripsey's  bidę* 

Bequeath'd  by  Tripsey  wben  she  died  ; 

With  puppy-water,'  beauty's  help, 

DistilPd  from  Tripsey  *s  darltng  whelp. 

Here  gallipots  and  vials  plac'd, 

Some  fillM  with  washes,  some  with  pastę  { 

Some  with  pomatums,  paints,"and  slops, 

And  ointments  good  for  scabby  chops. 

Hard-by  a  tilthy  bason  stands, 

Fould  with  the-scouring  of  her  hands : 

The  bason  takes  wbatever  comes, 

The  scrapiugs  from  her  teeth  and  gums, 

A  nasty  compound  of  all  hues, 

For  here  she  spite,  and  berę  she  spues. 

But,  oh  !  it  turn'd  poor  Strephon's  boweI% 
When  he  bebeld  and  smelt  the  towels, 
Begumm*d,  bematterM,  and  beslimM, 
With  dirt,  and  sweat,  and  ear-wax  grim'aV 
No  object  Strephon'*  eye  escapes  ; 
Here  petticoats  m  frowzy  heaps ; 
Nor  be  the  handkerchtefe  forgbt 
All  varnigh'd  ołer  with  snuff  and  snob 
The  stockings  why  should  1  expose, 
StainM  with  the  moisture  of  her  toes; 
Or  greasy  coifs,  or  pinners  reeking, 
Which  Ćtelia  slept  at  least  a  week  in  w 
A  pair  of  tweezers  next  he  found, 
To  pluck  her  brows  in  arches  round  ; 
'  Or  bairs  that  sink  the  fbrehead  Iow, 
Or  on  her  chin  like  bristles  grow. 

The  virtues  we  must  not  let  pass 
Of  Gelia's  magnifying-glass ; 
Wben  frighted  Strephon  cast  his  eye  on  %■ 
It  sbow'd  the  Tisage  of  a  giant : 
A  glass  that-can  to  sight  disclose 
The  smallest  worm  in  Coelia*s  nose, 
And  faithfully  direct  her  nail 
To  sąuecze  it  out  from  head^  to  tali ; 
For,  catch  it  uicely  by  the  head, 
It  mnst  (X>rae  out,  alive  or  deaiL 

Why,  Strephon,  will  you  tell  the  rest* 
And  must  you  needs  describe  the  ebest  ? 
That  careless  wench !  no  creatnre  wara  her 
To  morę  it  out  from  yonder  corner ! 
But  leave  it  standing  fuli  in  sight. 
For  you  to  exercise  your  spite  ? 
In  vatn  the  workman  showM  his  wh^ 
With  rtngs  and  hinges  counterfeit, 
To  make  it  seem  in  this  disguise 
A  cabinet  to  vulgar  eyes, 
Which  Strephon  Yentur'd  to  look  in, 
Resolv'd  to  go  through  ikick  and  Uttn. 
He  lifts  the  lid :  there  needs  no  moro, 
He  smelt  it  all  the  time  before, 

As,  from  within  Pandora's  boz» 
When  Epimetheus  op'd  the  locln^ 
A  sudden  uniwersał  crew 
Of  buman  evils  upward  flew, 
He  still  was  comlbrted  to  find 
That  kapę  at  last  remainM  bebind| 
So  Strephon  lifting  up  the  lid, 
To  view  what  in  the  ebest  was  hid, 
The  yapours  flew  from  out  the  vent  t 
But  Strephon,  cautious,  nerer  meani 
The  bottom  of  the  pan  to  grope, 
And  fiml  his  handi  in  searoh  of  kopę. 
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Ob !  ne*er  may  snch  a  *i!e  machina} 
I$e  once  łn  Caeiia'8  chamber*  seen !       * 
Oh  !  may  she  better  learn  to  keep 
Tbose  secrels  of  tke  hoary  deep  l  ! 

As  mutton-cut  Jets,  pę  ime  of  meat  *, 
Which  tbough  with  art  you  salt  and  beat, 
As  laws  of  cookery  reąuire, 
And  roast  thcm  at  tbe  clearest  fire ; 
If  from  adown  the  hopeful  chops 
The  fat  upon  a  cinder  drops, 
To  stinking  smoke  it  taras  tbe  flame, 
Poisoning  the  flesh  from  whence  it  came. 
And  up  cxhales  a  greasy  stench, 
For  which  you  curse  the  careles*  wench  : 
•So  things  which  most  not  be  exprest, 
When  ptumfft  into  the  reektnpr  chest, 
Sen<J  up  an  excremerital  smell  ' 
To  taint  the  parte  from  whence  they  fełl ; 
The  pettieoats  and  gown  perfume, 
And  waft  a  stink  round  every  room. 

Thus  troishing  bis  grand  sur*ey, 
The  swain  disgusted  slunk  away ; 
Repeating  in  his  amorous  fits, 
"  Oh  !  Caelia,  Cwlia,  Caelia  sh— «  !" 
But  Vengeance,  guddess  never  sleeping, 
1   Soon  punishM  Strephon  for  his  peeping  : 
•'   His  foul  imagrnation  links 
Each  damę  be  sees  with  atl  ber  stinks ; 
And,  if  unsavory  odours  fly, 
Conceives  a  lady  standing  by. 
Ali  women  his  dcscription  fits, 
And  both  ideas  jump  like  wite; 
By  vicious  fancy  coupled  fest, 
And  still  appearing  in  contrast. 

I  pity  wretcbed  Strephon,  blind 
To  all  tbe  charms  of  woman-kind. 
Sbould-  I  the  queen  of  love  refuse, 
Because  she  rosę  from  stinking  ooze  I 
To  him  that  looks  behind  the  scenę,    ' 
Statira  's  but  some  pocky  quean. 

When  Caelia  all  ber  glory  shows, 
If  Strephon  would  but  stop  his  uose, 
Who  now  so  impiously  blasphemes 
Her  ointments,daubs,  and  paints,  and  creama, 
Her  washes,  slops,  and  evcry  ciout, 
With  which  he  makes  so  fbtil  a  rout; 
He  soon  would  learn  to  think  like  me, 
And  bless  bis  ravish'd  eyes  to  see 
fiuch  order  from  oonfnsion  sprung, 
Such  gaudy  tulips  rais'd  from  dung. 


THE  POWER  OF  TIME.    1750. 

If  neither  brass  nor  marble  can  withstand 
The  mortal  force  of  Time's  destraetive  band; 
If  mountains  sink  to  vales,  if  cities  die, 
And  lessening  rivers  mourn  tbeir  fountains  dry : 
When  my  old  cassoc  (said  a  Welsh  dmne) 
U  out  at  elbows ;  wfay  sbould  I  repinc  ł 


ON  MR.  PVLTENEY>$ 
BEING  PUT  OUT  OF  THE  COUNCIL.    1731. 

Sir  Robert,  weary'd  by  Will  Połteney^s  taasjngs, 
Who  interrupted  him  in  all  his  leasmgs, 


ResoWd  that  Vfp\  and  he  alioutd  mcet  o» 
Fuli  in  his  face  Eob  snuts  the  oonncil-door; 
Nor  lets  him -sit  as  justice  on  the  bencb, 
To  punish  theftes,  or  lash  a  suburb-wenck. 
Yet  still  St  ftcphen's  chapel  open  lies 
For  Will  to  enter—  What  shall  1  advise  ? 
Ev'n  quit  tbe  housb,  for  thou  too  long  hast  sat  ia  *t  j 
P. od uce  at  last  thy  dormant  ducal  patent ; 
There,  near  thy  master's  throne  in  sbełtrr  płac'4, 
Let  Will  unheard  by  thee  his  thunder  waste. 
Yet  still  I  fear  your  work  is  done  but  balf ; 
For,  while  he  keep*  his  pen,  you  are  not  safe. 

Ilear  an  old  fable,  and  a  duli  one  too  ; 
It  bears  a  morał,  when  apply'd  to  you. 

A  hare  had  long  escapM  pnrsuing  hoands, 
By  ofton  shifting  into  distant  grounds; 
Till,  finding  all  hi*  artHkes  Tam, 
To  «iave  his  life  he  leap'd  iuto  the  mara* 
But  th?re,  atas !  he  coułd  no  safcty  find, 
A  park  of  dog-fish  had  him  in  the  wind. 
He  scours  away ;  and,  to  avoid  tbe  foe, 
Descends  for  sbelter  to  the  sbades  below : 
There  Cerheni6  lay  watcbing  in  his  den 
(He  had  not  seen  a  hare  the  lord  knows  wlien). 
Out  bounc'd  the  mastiff  of  che  triple  bead ; 
Away  the  hare  with  double  swiftnejsfied ; 
Hunted  from  earth,  and  sea,  and  Heli,  he  flies 
(Fear  lent  him  wings)  for  saiety  to  the  skses. 
How  was  the  fcarful  aniinal  distrest ! 
Behold  a  foe  morę  jierce  tban  all  the  rest ! 
Sirius,  the  swiftest  of  the  beaTenly  pack, 
Fail'd  but  an  inch  to  seize  him  by  tbe  baek. 
He  fled  to  Earth,  but  first  it  cost  hit  i  dear : 
He  left  his  scut  behmd,  and  balf  an  ear. 

Tbus  was  the  hare  pursued ,  thongh  freefrom  guiltj 
Thus,  Bob,  shalt  thou  be  maulM,  fly  where  tbou  wit 
Then,  bonest  Robin,  of  thy  corpse  bewmre ; 
Thou  are  not  half  so  nimbie  as  a  hare  : 
Too  ponderous  is  thy  bulk  to  ssount  the  sky ; 
Nor  can  you  go  to  Heli,  before  you  die. 
So  keen  thy  hnntcrs,  and  thy  *cent  so  strong, 
Thy  iurnt  and  doubling*  cannot  sava  thea  kmg  i. 
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FREDERICR  DUKE  OF  9CHOMBERG* 

Hicjnfra  situm  estcorpus 
FRKDERIC1  DUC1S  DE  SCHOMBERG, 
ad  BUDINDAM  occisi,  A.  D.  1690. 
DECANUS  et  CAPITULUM  muTJmuprre  etia 
atque  etiam  petierunt, 
Ut  habmi  nccis  monjimentum 
In  memoriam  parsktis  erigendura 
Sed  postquam  per  epistolas,  per 
diu  ac  sa*pe  oraudo  atl  pwrfacAe ; 

1  This  hunting  en^ed  in  tbe  promotiou  bothaf 
Will  and  Bob.  Bob  was  no  kmger  flrst  .aiiunfcj, 
but  earl  of  Orford ;  and  Will  was  bo  kmgar  his  aa* 
ponent,  but  earl  of  Bata.    H. 

«  The  duke  was  nnhappiły  kiHed,  m  iiiMiii|  tat 
river  Boyne,  Jnly  1,  1690;  and  mu  buitad  ia  ft, 
Patrickvs  catbadnl ;  where  the  dea 
erected  a  smali  monuaaeatt  b»  m*  kwsir,  <H ' 


CASSINUS  AND  PETEIt. 


50i 


Jfunc  deihum  lapidcm  ipsi  statucrunt, 

3  Saltem  ut  hcias,  tjospes, 

Vhirwn  terraruui  SC0N3KRGBNSES  ctneres 

delilescunt. 
"  Plus  potuit  fama  virtutis  apud  alienos, 
Quam  sanguinis  projcirnitas  apud  suw." 
A.  D.  1731. 


CASSINUS  A^D  PETER. 

A   TtAGICAL  SLEGY.       1731. 

rwo  college  sophs  of  Cambridge  growth, 

Joth  special  wiU,'  and  lovers  both, 

>onferring,  as  thcy  usd  to  meet, 

>o  love,  and  books,  iu  rapturc  sweet 

Muse,  (ind  me,  na  mes  to  fit  my  metre, 

^assinus  tbis,  and  t'  other  Peter)  ; 

rrieud  Peter  to  Cassinus  goes, 

To  chat  awhjle,  and  warm  his  nosa : 

Jut  s uch  a  sight  was  nercr  seen, 

The  lad  lay  swallowM  up  in  spleen* 

le  seetn'd  as  just  crept  out  of  bed  ; 

>ne  greasy  stocking  round  his  head, 

The  other  he  sat  down  to  dearn 

Wtth  threads  of  difforent  -colourM  yarn ; 

lis  breeches  tom  exposing  wide 

i  ragged  shirt  aud  tawny  hide. 

icorchM  were  his  shins,  his  legs  were  bar*, 

lut  well  cmbruwn'd  with  dirt  and  hałr. 

k  rug  was  o'er  his  shoulders  thrown 

A  ruj: ;  for  night-gown  he  bad  nonę). 

lis  jordan  stood  in  manner  fitting 

tetween  his  legs  to  spew  or  spit  in  ; 

łis-ancient  pipę,  in  sable  dy'd, 

ind  half  u.nsmokM,  lay  by  his  side. 

Hien  thus  accontred  Peter  found, 
ITitb  eyes  in  smoke  and  weeping  drown'd  ; 
1ieleavn)gs  of  his  last  nighfs  pot 
>n  embers  plac'd,  to  drink  it  hot 

•'  Why,  Cas*y,  thou  wilt  dozę  thy  pate : 
IThat  makes  thee  lie  a-bed  so  late  ? 
"be  nnch,  the  linnet,  and  the  thrush, 
"hołr  mafios  chant  in  every  bush : 
ind  I  have  heard  thee  oft'  salote 
turora  with  thy  carly  flute. 
leaven  send  thou  hast  not  got  the  hyps  ! 
Iow !  not  a  word  come  from  thy  lips  ?" 

Then  gave  him  some  femiliar  thumps; 
i  college- jukę,  to  cure  the  durops. 

The  swain  at  last,  with  grief  oppre^t, 
IryM,  "  Caslia !»  thrice,  and  sigh'd  the  rest. 

"  Dear  Cassy,  though  to  ask  I  dread, 
ret  ask  1  must,  U  Caelia  dead  ?" 

•'  Huw  happy  I,  were  that  the  worst  ? 
tut  I  was  fatedto  be  curst." 

"  Come,  tell  os,  has  she  playM  the  whore  ?* 

*'  Ob,  Peter,  would  it  were  no  morę  !M 

"  Why,  plague  confound  her  sandy  loeks  ( 
ay,  has  the  smal!  or  greater  pox 
•unie  down  her  nose,  or  seam'd  her  fece  ? 
te  easy,  tis  a  common  case." 

3  The  words  \hat  Dr.  Swift  fint  ooncluded  the 
pitaph  with,  were  "  Saltem  ut  aciat  viator  indig- 
abundos,  quali  ja  ceUuU  ttnti  duetom  anerts 
BUteBcnpŁ" 


"  Ob,  Peter !  be.iuty's  but  a  yarnish, 
Which  tirae  and  accidents  wił)  tarntsh : 
But  Caelia  has  contnVd  to  blast 
Those  beauiies  that  might  ever  last* 
Nor  cari  hnagination  guesś, 
Nor  eloqucnce  divinc  espress, 
How  that  urgraieful  charmiag  ,maid 
My  pure  >t  p  ssfon  has  betra^L 
Concei^  tbc:  most  cuvenum'd  ftart 
To  pienre  an  injurM  loye^s  beart" 

"  \Yhy,  hang  her ;  though  she  seeias  io  eoj, 
I  know  she  loves  the  barber's  boy." 

*'  Friend  Peter,  this  1  could  excuse  ; 
For  every  nymph  has  Ieave  to  chusej 
Nor  have  I  rea<on.  to  cooiplain, 
She  loves  a  morę  deserring  swahv 
But,  uh !  how  ill  hast  thou  divin'd 
A  crime  that  shocks  alt  bun.an^kind; 
A  deed  unknown  to  female  race, 
At  which  the  Sun  should  hide  his  face ! 
Adrice  in  vain  you  would  apply-— 
Tlien  leave  me  to  despair  and  die. 
Ye  kind  Arcadiaos,  on  my  ani 
Tbcsc  elegies  and  sonnets  bum  ; 
And  on  the  marble  grave  these  rhymes^ 
A  monument  to  after-times : 
•  Hcre  Cassy  lies,  by  Oelia  slain, 
And  dying  never  told  his  pain.' 
Vain  empty  world,  farewell.    But  harfe, 
i'ho  loud  Ce^Ksrian  triple  bark. 
And  there— beliold  Alecto  stand, 
A  whip  of  scorpions  in  her  hand. 
Lo,  Charon  from  his  leaky  wherry 
Beckouing  to  waft  me  o*er  the  ferry. 
i.  I  come,  1  come,  Mcdusa !  see, 
Her  serpents  hias  direct  at  me. 
B<  trone  unhand  me,  hellish  fry : 
'  Avauut — ye  cannot  say  'tia  I  K* n 

"  Dear  Cassy,  tl»ou  must  purge  and  bleedj 
I  fear  thou  wilt  be  mad  indeed. 
But  now,  by  rriendshipłs  sacred  laws, 
I  here  conjjure  thee,  tell  the  cause  ; 
And  Geli^s  horrid  fact  relate : 
Thy  fnend  would  gladly  share  thy  fate." 

ł<  To  force  it  out,  my  heart  must  rend : 
Yet  when  conju^d  by  such  a  fnend— 
Think,  Peter,  how  my  soul  is  rackt ! 
J  nese  eyes,  these  eyes,  beheld  the  fact. 
Now  bend  thine  ear,  stnee  out  it  must; 
But  when  thou  seest  me  laki  in  dust, 
The  secret  thou  shalt  ne^er  impart, 
Not  to  tbc  nymph  that  keeps  thy  beart; 
(How  would  her  virgin  soul  bemoan 
A  crime  to  all  her  sex  unknown  1) 
Nor  whisper  to  the  tattiing  reeds 
The  blackest  of  all  female  deeds  ; 
Nor  Wab  it  on  the  lonely  rocks, 
Where  Echo  sits,  and  listening  mocks; 
Nor  let  the  Zephyrs'  treacherous  gale 
Through  Cambridge  waft  the  direfiil  tale; 
Nor  to  the  chattering  feathe^d  race 
Discover  Oeelia* s  foul  disgmoe. 
But,  if  you  fail,  my  spectre  dread, 
Attending  nightly  round  your  bedj 
And  yet  I  dare  confide  in  you : 
So  take  my  secret,  and  adieu. 
Nor  wonder  how  I  kat  my  witsi 
Oh!  Cnlia, Cslia, C»Ua, sh— * !«l 

1  En?  Mai* httht 


502 


8W1FTS  POEMS. 


A  ŚRAUTIFUL  YOUNG  SYMPH 
0OING  TO  BED. 

"WfclTTEN  FOR  THE   HOKOUR  OF  THE   FAIR  MX. 

Corinna,  pride  of  Drnry-lane, 
For  whom  no  sbepherd  sighs  in  vain ; 
Kuver  did  Covent~garden  boast 
So  bright  a  batter'd  stroi  ling  toast  f 
No  drunken  rake  to  pick  ber  up ; 
No  cellar,  where  on  tick  to  Bup; 
Returniiig  at  the  midnight  honr, 
Four  stones  cłimbing  to  ber  bower  ; 
Then  seated  on  a  three-leggM  chair, 
Takes  off  her  artificial  hair. 
Now  picking  out  a  crystal  eye, 
She  wipes  it  clean,  and  lays  it  by : 
Her  eyc-brows,  from  a  mouse's  hide, 
Stuck  on  with  art  on  either  side, 
Pulls  off  with  care,  and  first  diypfays  'cm, 
Then  in  a  play-book  smoothly  lays  'em  : 
Now  dextrou8ły  her  plnmper*  draws, 
That  serve  to  fili  her  holiow  jaws  : 
Untwists  a  wire,  and  from  her  gum* 
A  set  of  tecth  completely  comcs : 
Pulls  out  the  rags  contrivłd  to  prop 
Her  flabby  dugs,  and  down  thcy  drop. 
Proceeding  on,  the  lovely  goddeas 
Unlaces  next  her  stcel-ribbM  bodicey 
Which,  by  the  operator'8  skilt, 
Press  down  the  himps,  the  hollows  fil). 
Up  goes  her  band,  and  off  she  slips 
The  bolsters  that  supply  her  hips. 
With  gentlest  touch  sbe  next  explores 
Her  shankres,  issues,  running  sores, 
Effects  of  many  a  sad  disaster: 
And  then  to  each  applies  a  plaster : 
But  must,  before  sbe  goes  to  bed, 
Rub  off  the  daubs  of  wbite  and  red, 
And  smootb  the  furrows  in  ber  front 
With  greasy  paper  stuck  upon  Jt, 
She  takes  a  bolus.ere  she  sleeps  j 
And  then  letween  two  blankets  creepsr 
With  pains  of  love  tormented  liesj 
Or,  if  she  chance  to  clrwc  her  eyi*s, 
Of  Bridewell  and  the  Compter  dreaim, 
And  feels  the  lash  and  faintly  screams  ', 
Or,  by  a  frithless  bully  drawn, 
At  some  hedge-tarern  lies  in  pawn  ; 
Or  to  J&macia  seems  transported 
Alone,  and  by  no  plan  ter  conrted; 
Or,  near  Fleet-ditch's  oozy  brinks, 
Surrounded  with  a  hnndred  sttoks. 
Belated,  seems  on  watch  to  lie, 
And  snap  some  cully  passing  by ; 
Or,  struck  with  fear,  her  fancy  runs 
On  watchmen,  constables,  and  dui^a, 
From  whom  she  meets  with  fi  equeut  rubs  j 
But  never  from  religions  clubs, 
Whose  favour  she  is  surę  to  find, 
Because  sbe  pays  them  all  in  kind. 

Corinna  wakea.    A  dreadful  stgbt ! 
Behold  the  ruina  of  the  night  1 
A  wicked  rat  ber  plaster  stole, 
Half  eat,  and  dragg'd  it  to  bis  bole. 
The  crystal  eye,  alas!  was  missM; 


And  puss  nad  on  ber  płumpers  p— ssVL 
A  pidgeon  ptck'd  her  usue-peas : 
Aud  Sbock  ber  tresses  fllPd  with 


The  nymph,  thougb  in  this  mangfed  ptigfct, 
Must  every  mora  ber  limbs  unitę. 
But  how  sball  I  describe  ber  arts 
To  re-collect  the  scatterM  parta  ł 
Or  show  the  ańguish,  toil,  and  pain, 
Of  gathering  up  hersełf  again  ? 
The  bashful  Muse  will  never  bear 
In  such  a  scenę  to  interfere. 
Corinna  in  the  morning  dizen'd, 
Who  sees,  will  spue  5  who  smelis,  be  poitoo'd. 


STREPHOS  ASD  CHLOE.     1731. 

Qw  Chloe  all  th«  town  bas  rung, 

By  erety  size  of  poets  sung : 

So  beautiful  a  nymph  appears 

But  once  in  twenty  tbousaud  years  ; 

By  Naturę  foraTd  with  nicest  care, 

And  faultluss  to  a  single  hair. 

Her  graceful  mein,  her  sbape,  and  face, 

Confess'd  her  of  no  mortal  race : 

And  then  so  nicc,  and  so  genteel ; 

Sucb  cleanliness  from  head  to  beel : 

No  humoun*  gross,  or  frowzy  steams, 

No  noisome  whifis,  or  sweaty  streama, 

Before,  behmd,  above,  below, 

Could  from  her'taiutle«s  body  flow : 

Would  so  discrectly  thmgs  disposc, 

NTone  erer  saw  ber  pluck  a  rosę. 

Mer  dearrst  comrades  never  caught  her 

Squat  on  her  bams,  to  make  ma;d's  water: 

You  M  swear  that  so  dmne  a  crealure 

Felt  no  necessitics  of  naturc 

In  sutnmer  had  she  walk'd  the  town* 

Her  arm-pits  would  not  stain  ber  gown : 

At  coutitry-danccs  nut  a  nose 

G»uld  in  the  dog-days  smcll  ber  toes. 

Her  milk-white  banda,  both  paimi  and  backs, 

Uke  ivory  dry,  and  soft  as  wax9 

Her  hands,  the  sof>cst  ever  felt, 

Though  cold  would  burn,  though  dry  would  melL 

Dear  Venus,  bidc  this  wondrous  mmdp 
Nor  let  her  loose  to  spoil  your  trade. 
Whilc  she  engrosses  ^rery  swain, 
You  but  o 'er  half  the  world  can  reign. 
Think  what  a  case  all  men  are  nov  in, 
What  ogling,  si^hing,  toasting,  vowing  ! 
What  powdcrM  wigs !  what  dames  and  darta ! 
What  bampers  fuli  of  bleeding  bearts ! 
What  sword-knots !  what  poetic  strains ! 
What  biJlet-doux,  and  clouded.  canea ! 

Bnt  Strq>bon  sigh'd  so  loud  and  stroog, 
He  blew  a  setllement  along ; 
And  bravely  drove  bis  rWals  down 
With  ooach  and  ant,  and  houae  in  town. 
The  bashful  nymph  no  morę  withstands» 
Because  her  dear  papa  commands. 
The  charming  couple  now  unites ; 
Proceed  we  to  the  marriage-rites. 

Imt>rh*is ,  at  the  temple-porch 
Stood  Hymen  with  a  flaming  toreb  : 
The  smiling  Cyprian  goddess  bringa 
Her  infant  Loves  with  purple  wingB; 
And  pigeons  biłling,  sparrows  treadin^ 
Fair  emblems  of  a  fruitful  weddiog. 
Tbe  Moses  next  in  order  fołlow, 
Conducted  by  their  squire,  Apollo : 
Then  Mercury  with  siłv«r  tongne; 
And  Hebe,  godden  erer  youns> 


STREPHON  AND  CHLOE. 
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lehold,  the  bridegroom  and  his  brtde 

iValk  hand  in  band,  and  side  by  stde ; 

Hie  by  the  tetider  Grace*  drrst, 

Jut  he  by  Mars,  in  scarlet  vcsL 

Che  nymph  was  cover'd  witb  herfłammeum, 

Ind  Phcebus  snag  th'  epithalumiu.n. 

Ind  last  to  make  the  matter  surę, 

>ame  Juno  brought  a  prieet  deunure. 

Luna  was  absetit,  on  preteuce 

ier  time  was  not  till  nine  months  bence* 

The  rites  pcribrnTd,  the  patron  paid, 
n  state  return  d  the  grand  paradę : 
>Vith  loud  huzza's  from  all  the  boys, 
rhat  now  the  pair  murt  crown  Ihtir  joys. 

JBwt  still  the  hardest  part  reman.s : 
faepbon  had  long  .perplex\l  his  braios, 
Iow  with  so  high  a  nymph  he  might 
Demean  himstlf  the  wedding-night: 
?or,  as  he  view'd  hi*  per>on  round, 
Merę  mortal  flesh  was  all  he  tound  : 
flis  hand,  his  neck,  his  mouth,  his  feet, 
5Vere  dulv  wash*d,  to  kcep  them  sweet 
With  other  parta  thai  shall  be  nameless, 
rhe  ladies  else  might  think  me  shamelcss). 
Hie  weather  and  his  love  were  hot ; 
Ind,  shoold  he  strnggte,  I  know  what— 
SVhy,  let  it  go  if  I  must  tell  it— 
ie  '11  sweat,  and  then  the  nymph  may  smell  it ; 
rYhiłe  she,  a  goddeas  dy\l  in^grain» 
HTas  unsusceptible  of  stain, 
ind,  Venus-Jike,  herfragrant  skin 
2xhal'd^zfR^ro*-ra  from  within. 
}an  sucb  a  deity  endure 
1  mortal  haman  touch  impure  ? 
iow  did  the  humbłed  swain  detest 
lis  prickly  beard,  and  hairy  breast ! 
flis  night  cap,  borderd  round  with  lace, 
Sould  give  no  softness  to  bis  face. 

Yet,  if  the  goddess  could  be  kind, 
Wbat  endłess  raptures  must  he  find  ! 
fcnd  goddesses  have  now  and' then 
Come  down  to  visit  mortal  men ; 
To  visit  and  to  court  them  too : 
1  certain  goddess,  God  knows  who, 
As  m  a  book  he  heard  it  read) 
rook  oolonel  Peleus  to  ber  bed. 
But  what  if  he  shoutd  Jose  his  life 
ły  Tenturing  on  his  beavenly  wife } 
Fot  Strephon  could  remeinber  well» 
rhat  once  he  beard  a  school-boy  tell, 
Iow  Semele  of  mortal  race 
3y  thnnder  died  in  Jove's  embrace.) 
knd  what  if  daring  Strephon  dies 
By  lightung  shot  from  Chloe's  eyes  ? 

Wbile  these  reflections  filPd  his  bead, 
rhe  bride  was  put  in  form  to  bed  : 
Se  followM,  stript,  and  in  he  crept, 
But  awfojly  his  distance  kepc 

Now  pondęr  węll,  ye  parenłs  dear  ; 
Poibid  your  daugblers  guzzling  beer ; 
Ind  make  tbem  every  afternoon 
Porbear  their  tea,  or  drink  it  soon ; 
Fhat,  ere  to  bed  they  renture  up, 
fhey  may  discbarge  it  every  *tip : 
[f  not,  they  must  in  cvii  plight    . 
Be  often  forc'd  to  rise  at  night. 
Keep  tbem  to  wholesome  footf  oon6n'd, 
Kor  let  them  taste  what  causes  wind  i 
(Tm  this  the  sagę  of  Samos  manna, 
fbttklduif  bit  discipk*  beans.) 


Oh  !  think  what  evils  must  ensue ; 
Miss  Moll  the  jadę  will  burn  it  blue: 
And,  w  hen  she  once  has  got  the  art, 
She  cannut  help  it  for  her  heart ; 
But  out  it  nieś,  evłn  when  she  uieets 
Her  bi  idegroom  iu  the  wedding-sheets. 
Carmtnatite  aad  diuretic 
Will  damp  all  paWion  sympathetie  : 
And  love  such  nicety  rcuuires, 
One  bUtt  wdl  put  out  all  J)is  ńros. 
Since  hubinids  get  hchind  the  scena, 
The  wife  whould  study  to  be  clcan ; 
Nor  g»vc  the  smal  Jest  rooui  to  gue^s 
The  time  when  wants  uf  naturę  press  -t 
Rut  after  marra^e  pr:tcti*c  morę 
Oecorum  than  she  did  before ; 
To  keop  ber  spouse  deluded  stiil, 
And  make  inni  fancy  what  she  will. 

In  bed  we  Jeft  the  mamed  pair  : 
Tis  time  to  j»hów  how  things  went  there. 
Strephon,  who  had  been  olten  told 
That  lortune  still  assists  the  bold, 
kt^jly^d  u>  make  the  l.-rst  attack ; 
Hut  Chloe  drove  him  fiercely  back. 
How  could  a  nymph  so  chante  as  Chloe, 
With  C"n»titution  cold  aud  snowy, 
Permit  a  brnrtsh  man  to  touch  her  ? 
Er'n  lambs  by  instinct  tly  the  butcher. 
Kesistance  ou  the  wedding-night 
Is  what  our  maiden*:  claim  by  right: 
And  Chloe,  tis  by  ali  agreed, 
Was  maid  in  thought,  and  word,  and  deed. 
Yet  soine  assigu  a  dirlereut  rcason ; 
That  Strephon  chose  no  proj>er  season*  ■ 

Say  fair  ones,  must  1  make  a  pause, 
Or  trt^ely  tell  the  secret  cau^e  ? 

Twelve  cups  of  tea  (with  grief  I  speakt 
Had  now  constram'd  the  nymph  to  leak.  ] 
Tliis  point  must  needs  be  settled  first; 
The  bridc  must  either  void  or  bursL 
Then  see  the  dire  efFects  of  pease  ; 
Think  what  can  give  the  colic  ease. 
The  nymph,  oppress'd  before,  behind, 
As  ships  are  10^'d  by  waves  and  wind. 
SteaU  out  her  hand,  by  naturę  led, 
And  brings  a  vessei  into  bed ; 
Pair  ntensil,  as  smooth  and  white 
As  Chloe's  skin,  almu&t  as  bright. 

Strephon  who  heard  the  fuming  rtll 
As  from  a  uiossy  cliffdistil, 
Cr>'d  out,  ",Ye  gods !  what  sound  is  thisl 

Can  Chloe,  hcarenly  Chloe, ?»' 

But  when  he  smelt  a  noisome  steam, 
Which  ofc*  attends  that  luke-warm  stream  i 
(Salerno  both  together  joins, 
As  sovereign  medicines  for  the  loins ;) 
And  though  contriv'd,  we  may  suppose, 
To  slip  his  ears,  yet  struck  his  nose  j 
He  found  her,  while  the  scent  inereasNL 
As  nutrłdl  as  bimself  at  least. 
But  soon,  with  like  occasions  prest,  J 
He  boldly  tent  his  hand  in  quest     J 
(Inspir'd  with  courage  from  his  bridei 
To  reach  the  pot  on  t*  other  side ;      T 
And,  as  be  fiJPd  the  reeking  vase, 
Let  fly  a  rouser  in  hef  face. 

The  little  Cupids  hoTering  round, 
(As  pictures  prove,  whh  garlands  ciown'd} 
Abash'd  at  what  they  saw  and  heaid, 
Flew  offj  nor  ever  morę  appea^d. 
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Adieu  to  rarisłńng  delighto, 
High  raptures,  and  roinantic  flights? 
To  goddesses  so  heavculy  sweet, 
Expiring  shcpbcrds  at  their  feet ; 
•  To  silrer  ineads  and  shady  bowers, 
Dres*'d  up  with  amaranthine  flowers. 

How  great  a  change  \  how  quickly  madę  ? 
They  learn  to  cali  a  spade  a  spade. 
They  soon  from  all  constraints  are  freed  j 
Can  see  each  other  do  their  need. 
On  box  of  cedar  sits  the  wife. 
And  makes  it  warm  for  dearett  Uf*  ; 
And,  by  the  b*astty  way  of  thinkiug, 
Finds  great  society  in  stinking. 
Now  Strephon  daily  entertains 
Hi*  Chloe  in  the  homełiest  strains  ; 
And  Chloe,  morę  experienc'd  grown, 
With  interest  pays  bim  back  his  owu. 
Ko  maid  at  court  is  less  asham'd, 
Howe'er  for  selling  bargains  fam'd, 
Than  she  to  name  her  parts  behind, 
Or  when  a-bed  to  let  out  wind. 

Fair  Decency,  cełestial  maid  I 
Descend  from  Heavcn  to  beauty'*  aid  \ 
Though  beauty  may  begtrt  desire, 
łTis  thou  must  fan  the  luver's  fire  ; 
Por  beauty,  like  supremę  douiraiuii, 
Ih  best  supported  by  opinion: 
lf  decency  bring  no  supplie*, 
Opiniom  fali,  and  btauty  dies. 

To  see  some  radiant  nyinph  appear 
In  all  her  glittering  birth-day  gear, 
You  think  some  goddess  from  the  sky 
Dcscended,  ready  cut  and  dry : 
But,  «re  you  sell  yours«?lf  to  lauchur, 
Consider  well  what  may  come  after  ; 
for  fine  idea*  van;sh  fast, 
While  all  the  gross  and  filthy  last 

O  Strephon,  ere  that  fatal  day 
When  Chloe  stofe  your  heart  away 
Had  you  but  through  a  cranny  spy'd 
Ou  house  of  ease  your  futurę  bride, 
In  all  the  postures  of  her  face 
Which  naturę  gires  in  such  a  caae  ; 
Dibtortions,  groanings,  ctminings,  hoarings; 
Twere  better  you  had  lickłd  her  learings, 
Than  from  cxperience  find  tpo  lato 
Your  godde&s  grown  a  tilthy  matę. 
Your  fancy  then  had  always  dwelt 
On  what  you  saw,  and  what  you  smelt ; 
Would  stUl  the  same  ideas  give  ye, 
As  when  you  spyM  her  on  the  privy  ; 
And,  spite  of  Chloe's  charras  divine, 
Your  heart  had  been  aa  whole  as  minę. 

Autborities,  both  old  and  recent, 
l)irect  that  women  must  be  decent ; 
And  from  the  spouse  each  blemish  hide, 
Morę  tłian  from  all  the  world  beside. 

Unjustly  all  our  nymphs  complain 
Their  empire  holds  so  short  a  reign ', 
Is  after  marriage  lost  so  soon, 
Jl  hardly  holds  the  honey-moon : 
For,  if  they  keep  not  what  they  caught, 
It  is  entircly  their  own  fault. 
They  take  posseasion  of  the  crown, 
And  then  throw  all  their  weapons  down : 
Though,  by  the  politician^  scheme, 
Whoe'er  arrhres  at  power  supremę, 
Those  arts  by  which  at  first  they  gain  fet, 
They  stUl  must  praetbe  to  maintaia  ił. 


What  rarions  ways  onr  femaferttto 
r  To  pass  for  wit*  befure  a  rake ! 
And  in  the  fruitless  search  pumie 
AU  other  methods  but  the  trne  1 

Some  try  to  learn  pol  i  te  bebarioar 
By  reading  books  agaimt  tbeir  Sariowr; 
Some  cali  it  witty  to  reflect 
On  evcry  natural  deiect ; 
Sonie  show  they  nerer  want  eaplaimug* 
To  cotnprehend  a  doubłe-ineaning  r 
But  surę  a  tell- tale  out  of  schodł 
ls  of  all  wita  the  greatest  fuol ; 
Wbose  rank  iraagination  fiils 
Her  heart,  and  from  her  lipa  dńttits  z 
You  'd  think  she  utterM  from  behinfl, 
Or  at  her  month  was  breakiog  wiud. 

Why  is  a  bandsome  wife  adorM 
By  every  coscomb  but  her  lord  r 
From  yonder  pappet-man  inąuire, 
Who  wisely  hides  his  wood  and  wire  ; 
Shows  Sheba*s  queen  completely  dreśt, 
Aud  Solomon  in  royal  rest : 
But  view  them  litter'd  on  the  floor, 
Or  strnng  on  pegs  behind  the  door  ; 
Punch  is  exactly  of  a  piece 
With  Lorrain'8  duke,  and  prtnee  of  Greecav 

A  prudent  builder  should  fbrecast 
How  long  the  stuff  is  like  to  last ; 
And  carefully  ofoerre  the  ground, 
To  build  on  some  foundation  sound. 
What  house,  when  it*  materiale  cnanbfc, 
Must  not  inevitably  tumbie.? 
What  edifice  can  long  endure, 
Rais'd  on  a  basis  unsecure  ł 
Rash  mortals,  ero  you  takc  a  wife, 
Contrive  your  pile  to  last  for  life : 
Since  beauty  icarce  endures  a  day 
And  youth  so  swiftły  glides  away  ; 
Why  will  you  make  yourself  a  bubble, 
To  build  on  sand  with  hay  and  stuboJer* 

Ou  sense  and  wit  your  passion  fbund, 
By  decency  ceinentćd  runnd ; 
\jct  prudence  with  good-nature  strire 
To  keep  estecm  and  lorc  ali^e, 
Then  come  old-age  whine'er  it  will, 
Your  friendship  shall  continne  still : 
And  thus  a  mutual  gentle  fire 
Shall  nerer  but  with  life  expire>   - 


Jł-POLltOi 


OR, 


A  -PROBLEM  SOLTED.    T*T3t, 

Apollo,  god  of  ligfat  and  wit, 
Could  verse  inspire,  but  soldom  irrit* 
Refin'd  all  metals  with  his  looks, 
As  well  as  chymists  by  their  books : 
AS'handaome  as  my  lad^s  page  \ 
Sweet  fire  and-twenty  was  his  age. 
His  wig  was  madę  of  sunny  rays, 
He  crown 'd  his  youthful  head  with  bayt; 
Not  all  the  court  of  Hearen  could  thenr 
So  nice  and  so  compłete  a  bean. 
No  beir  upoo  his  first  appearanoe, 
With  twenty  thoojand  póuads  a-year 
E'er  drore,  before  łic  soki  bit  land, 
80  fine  a  ooach  aleoctha^traoil 


JUDAS. 

The  spokes,  we  are  by  Ovid  toM, 
Werę  silver,  and  thc  axle  gołd : 
(I  own  'twas  but  a  coach  and  four,  . 
For  Jupiter  alłows  ao  morę  1) 

Yet,  with  his  beauty,  wealth,  and  parta* 
Enouga  to  win  ten  thousand  hearts, 
No  vulgar  deity  above 
Was  «o  unfortunate  hi  love. 

Tbree  weighty  causes  were  aasignM, 
Tbat  morM  the  nymphs  tu  be  unkind, 
Ninę  Muses  always  wafeing  round  him,  ' 
He  left  them  virgins  as  he  funnd  them. 
His  ainging  was  auotber  fault ; 
For  he  could  reach  to  B  in  alt : 
And,  by  thc  scntiments  of  Pliny, 
Such  singers  are  like  Nicołini. 
At  last,  the  point  was  ful  ty  clearM  ; 
la  abort,  Apollo  nad  no  beard. 
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THE  PLACE  OF  THE  DAMNED. 

1731. 

Alł  folks  who  pretend  to  religion  and  grace, 
Al  Iow  therc  's  a  Hell,  but  dispute  of  thc  place  : 
JJut,  if  Hell  may  by  logical  rules  be  definM 
Tbo  place  of  the  damn'd — I  Ml  tell  you  my  miud, 
Wherc-cver  the  damnM  do  chiefly  abouud, 
Most  certainly  thcre  is  Hell  to  be  found  : 
DamnM  pccłs,  damnM  critics,  damnM  blcckhead*, 

damnM  knavest 
DamnM  stnators  bribM,  damn'd  prostitute  slaves  ; 
DamnM  lazsuers  and  judgcs,  damnM    lords  and 

damnM  scuires  ; 
DamnM  spies  and  informers,  damnM  friends  and 

damnM  liars  ; 
DamnM  villatns,  corrupted  in  evcry  słation  ; 
DamnM  thue-scroing  priests  all  over  the  nation  ; 
And  tnto  the  bargain  l  'Ii  readiły  give  you 
DamnMignorant  prdates  and  counsellon  prhy. 
Then  let  us  no  longer  by  par sons  be  flammM, , 
For  we  know  by  these  mam  the  place  of  the  damnM: 
And  Hell  to  be  surę  is  at  Paris  or  Romę. 
How  happy  for  u*  tbat  it  is  not  at  home  / 


JUDAS.     1731. 


Br  the  just  rengeance  of  incensed  skies, 
Foor  bisbop  Judas  late  repenting  diea. 
The  Jews  cngagM  him  with  a  paltry  bribe, 
Amounting  hardly  to  a  crown  a  tribe ; 
Which  though  bis  conscience  forcM  him  to  restore 
(And,  parsons  tell  us,  no  man  could  do  morę)  ; 
Yet,  thjrough  despair,  of  God  and  man  accurst, 
He  lott  his  bishopric,  and  hangM  or  burst 
Those  fbrmer  ages  differM  much  from  tbis  ; 
Judas  betrayM  his  master  with  a  kiss : 
But  some  bave  kissM  the  gospel  fifty  timest 
Wbose  perjury  's  the  least  of  all  their  crimes; 
Some  who  can  perjure  through  a  two-iach  board, 
Yet  keep  their  bishoprics,  and  'scape  the  cord : 
like-hemp,  which,  by  a  skilful  spin,  ter  drawn 
To  slender  threads,  may  sometimes  pass  for  iawn, 

As  ancient  Judas  by  trarugression  feU, 
tadiu?*  ajmdsrtfebeweiiŁtotiaUj 


So  could  we  see  a  set  of  new  Iscariots  x 
Come  beadlong  tumbling  from  their  mitred  chariots£ 
Each  modem  judas  perish  like  tbe  first ; 
Drop  from  the  tree,  with  all  his  bowels  bunt; 
Who  could  forbear,  that  TiewM  each  guilty  face* 
To  ery,  "  Lo !  Judas  gone  to  his  own  place  ; 
His  habitation  let  all  men  forsa ke, 
And  let  his  bishopric  anotber  tako  l" 
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How  could  you,  Gay,  disgrace  tbe  Mnses'  train, 
To  serve  a  tasteleas  court  twehre  ycars  in  vain  ! 
Fain  would  I  think  our  female  friend  *  sincere, 
Till  Bob,  the  poet'8  fbe,  posaessM  her  ear. 
Did  female  virtue  e'er  so  high  ascend, 
To  lose  an  inch  of  fatour  for  a  friend  ? 

Say,  had  the  court  no  better  place  to  chuse 
For  thee,  than  make  a  dry-nnree  of  thy  Muee  t 
How  cheaply  had  thy  liberty  been  sold, 
To  squire  a  royal  girl  of  two  yeare  old ; 
In  leading-strings  her  infent  steps  to  guide, 
Or  witb  ber  go-cart  amble  side  by  side  1 

But  princely  Douglas  and  his  glorious  damę 
AdvancM  thy  fortunę,  and  piesenrM  thy  famę. 
Nur  will  your  n  jbier  gifts  be  misapplyM, 
When  o'er  your  patrón's  treasnre  you  preside  : 
The  wortd  should  own,  hfs  choice  was  wise  aod  jtis^ 
For  sons  of  Pliosbns  nerer  break  their  trust- 

Not  love  of  beauty  less  tl>e  heart  inflamea 
Of  guardian  euouchs  to  tbe  sultan's  dames : 
Their  passions  not  morę  impotent  and  cołd,        ' 
Than  those  of  poct?  to  the  lust  of  gold. 
With  Paean'8  purest  fire  his  fwourites  glow, 
The  dregs  will  ser*e  to  ripen  ore  below ; 
His  meanest  work :  for,  had  he  thenght  it  flt 
That  weaKh  should  be  tbe  appennage  of  wit, 
The  god  of  light  could  ne*er  have  been  so  Mm& 
To  deal  it  to  the  worst  of  human-kmd. 

But  let  me  now,  for  I  can  do  it  well, 
Your  conduct  in  tbis  new  empłoy  fbretell. 

And  first:  to  make  my  observation  rigbt, 
I  place  a  ttmtesman  fuli  before  my  sight, 
A  bloated  minister  in  all  his  geer, 
With  shameless  visage  and  perfidious  leer; 
Two  rowś  of  teeth  arra  each  devouring  jaw. 
And  ostrieb-like  his  all-digestmg  maw. 
My  fancy  drags  this  monster  to  my  view, 
To  show  the  world  his  chief  rererse  in  you# 
Of  loud  unmeaning  sounds  a  rapid  flood 
Rolls  from  his  month  in  plenteous  streams  of  mud| 
With  these  the  court  and  senate-bouse  he  płies, 
Madę  up  of  noise,  and  impudence,  and  lies. 
_  Now  let  me  show  how  Bob  and  you  agree: 
You  serre  a  poient  prince,  as  well  as  he. 
The  ducal  coffiers,  tnLsted  to  your  charge, 
Your  hotiest  care  may  fili,  perhaps  enlarge: 
His  vatsals  easy,  and  the  owner  blest, 
They  pay  a  trifle,  and  enjoy  the  rest. 

*  Thedean  baring  beentold  by  an  mtimatefner^, 
that  the  dukeof  Queensbury  had  employed  Mr. 
Gay  to  jnspect  the  aceounts  and  management  of  his 
grace'8  receirere  and  stewards  (which  huwerer 
proved  to  be  a  mistake),  wrote  thk  epistle  ta  hb 
friend. 
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Not  80  a  tiation's  lereuucs  are  paid  : 
The  seraratfs  faults  are  on  the  master  laid. 
The  people  with  a  sigh  their  taxes  bring ; 
And,  cursing  Bob,  fbrget  to  bless  the  king. 

Next  bearken,  Gay,  to  what  thy  charge  remiires, 
With  seroants,  tenants1  and  the  neighbouring  sguires. 
Let  all  domcstics  fecl  your  gentle  sway ; 
Nor  bribe,  insult,  nor  flatter,  nor  bctray. 
Let  due  reward  to  merit  be  allow'd  ; 
Nor  with  your  kiodrcd  hał/the  palące  croicd  ; 
Nor  think  yourself  secure  m  doing  wrong 
By  telling  m*ses  with  a  parły  strottg. 

Be  rich  ;  but  of  your  wealth  make  no  paradę  j 
At  least,  before  yonr  master' s  debls  are  paid  : 
Nor  in  a  palące,  built  with  diarge  immense, 
Presume  to  treat  him  at  his  own  es-pense- 
Bach  farmer  in  the  neighboitrhood  can  count 
To  what  your  lawful  penjuisites  aoiount. 
The  tenants  poor,  the  hardness  of  the  times, 
Are  tli  eacuses  for  a  serranfs  crimes. 
With  interest,  and  a  premium  paid  beside, 
The  master's  pressing  wanto  must  be  supplyM  j 
With  hasty  zeal  behold  the  steward  eonie 
By  his  own  credit  to  advance  the  sum ; 
Who  while  Łh}  unrighteous  mamtnon  is  his  friend, 
May  well  conclude  his  power  will  never  eiid. 
A  fiaithtul  treasurer  1  what  could  he  do  morę  ? 
Me  lends  my  lord  what  was  my  lord's  before, 

The  law  so  strictly  guards  the  monarcb's  hcalth 
That  no  physician  dares  presenbe  by  sfralth : 
The  council  sit;  approve  the  docb*r's  skill ; 
And  give  advice,  before  he  gives  the  pili. 
But  the  siatę  empirk  acts  a  safer  part ; 
And,  while  he  poisons,  wins  the  royal  heart. 

But  how  can  l  describe  the  ravenoti*  breed  ? 
Then  let  me  now  by  negatiires  proceed. 

Suppose  your  lord  a  trusty  seromt  send 
On  weighty  business  to  some  neighbouring  friend  : 
Presume  not,  Gay,  unless  you  seire  a  drone, 
To  oountermand  his  orders  by  your  own. 

Should  some  imperious  neighbottr  sink  the  boats, 
And  drain  the  Jish-pond*,  while  your  master  dotes  j 
Shall  he  upon  the  ducal  r:ghts  intrench, 
Because  he  brib'd  you  with  a  braee  of  tench  ? 

Nor  ffom  your  lord  his  bad  coodition  hidc, 
To  feed  his  luxury,  or  sooth  his  pride : 
Nor  at  an  under-rate  his  timber  sell, 
And  with  an  oath  assure  him,  all  is  well; 
Or  swear  it  rotUn,  and  with  humbte  airt 
RequeU  it  of  him  to  complele  your  stairs : 
Nor,  when  a  raortgege  lies  on  half  his  lands, 
Come  with  a^rse  of  guineas  in  your  bands. 

Have  Peter  Waters  always  in  your  mind : 
That  rogue,  of  genui**  mimsterial  kind, 
Can  half  tbe  peerage  by  bis  arts  bewitch, 
Starre  twenty  lords  to  make  one  scouudrel  rich  $ 
And,  when  he  gravely  has  undone  a  score, 
Ib  humbly  pray'd  to  ruin  tweuty  morę. 

A  deptrous  steward,  when  bis  tricks  are  fbund, 
Hush-money  sends  to  all  the  neighbours  ronod ; 
His  master,  upsuspicious  of  his  prauks, 
Pays  all  the  cost,  and  gives  the  villain  thanka, 
And  sbould  a  friend  attempt  to  set  him  right, 
His  lordship  sbould  impute  it  all  to  spite ; 
Would  lorę  his  favourite  better  than  before, 
And  trust  his  bonesty  just  so  much  morę. 
Thus  familie*,  like  realms,  with  equal  fetę, 
Are  sunk  by  premier  ministers  of  stałe, 

Some,  when  an  Jjeir  succeeds,  go  boldly  oo, 
And,  aa  they  robb*d  tfae/ufcr,  rob  sJm-m. 


A  knare,  who  ó>op  embrotls  his  )ord's  aflair% 

Will  soon  grow  mcessary  to  his  heirs. 

His  policy  consists  in  setting  trapi, 

In  finding  ways  and  means  and  stopping  gafa ; 

He  knows  a  thousand  tricks  whene*er  he  ptease, 

Though  not  to  cure,  yet  palliate  eacb  disease. 

In  eitber  case,  an  equal  cbance  is  run  ; 

For,  keep  or  tum  him  out,  my  lord's  undone. 

You  want  a  band  to  elear  a  fiithy  sink  ; 

No  cleanły  workman  can  endnre  tbe  stiok. 

A  strong  dilemma  in  a  desperate  case  ! 

To  act  with  infamy,  or  quit  the  place, 

A  bungler  thus,  who  scarce  the  nail  can  hr>, 
With  driving  wrong  will  make  the  rmnnet  spłit: 
Nor  dares  an  abler  workman  undertake 
To  drire  a  second,  test  the  whoJe  should  break. 

In  erery  court  tbe  parał  lei  will  hołd  ; 
And  kings,  like  private  folks,  are  bought  and  sold. 
The  ruling  rogue,  who  dreads  to  be  caahmrM, 
Contrives,  as  he  is  hated,  to  befeaiUl ; 
Confounds  accounts,  perplexes  all  ąffairs; 
Fur  vengeance  morę  embroilą,  than  skill  repairu 
So  robbers  (and  their  ends  are  just  the  same), 
To  >scape  ioqutries,  leove  Ute  house  injiame. 

I  knew  a  brazen  minister  uf  state, 
Wbo  borę  for  twice  ten  years  the  poblic  hate. 
In  every  mouth  the  question  most  in  vugue 
Was,  When  will  tliey  tum  out  th's  odians  rogue  f 
A  juncturc  happen'd  in  his  highest  pride  : 
While  he  went  robbing  on,  old  master  dyM. 
We  thought  there  now  rcmainM  no  room  to  doubt; 
Mis  work  is  doney  the  minnter  must  out . 
The  court  invi/ed  morę  than  one  or  two ; 
Will  you,  sir  Spencer  ?  or,  will  you,  or  you  f 
Bot  not  a  soul  his  ofnee  durst  accept ; 
The  subt!e  knave  had  all  the  plunder  swept  s 
And  such  was  then  tlie  temper  of  the  times, 
He  ow'd  his  preservation  to  his  crimes. 
The  candidates  observ*d  bis  dirty  paws, 
Nor  fbund  it  difficolt  to  guess  the  cause :         fhhn, 
But  when  they  smelt  such  fonl  corruptions  round 
Away  they  fled,  and  left  him  as  they  iound  him. 

Thus,  when  a  greedy  s1oven  once  has  thrown 
.His  snot  into  tbe  me*s,  'tis  all  his  own. 


ON  THE  IRISH  BISHOPS  K 

1731. 

Old  Latimer  preaching  did  fairly  describe 
A  bishop,  who  ruPd  all  the  rest  of  his  tribe  : 
And  who  is  this  bishop?  and  where  does  be  dwell  9 
Why  truły  *tis  Satan,  arch  bishop  of  Heli, 
And  he  was  a  primate,  and  ns  wore  a  mirrę  - 
Surroiinded  with  jewels  of  sulphur  and  nitre. 
How  uearly  this  bishop  our  btshops  reaembles ! 
But  he  has  the  odds,  who  belieoes  and  teko  trembir*. 
Could  yon  see  his  grim  grace,  for  a  pound  to  a  peany. 
You  'd  swear  it  mtist  be  the  baboon  of  Kilkemry : 
Poor  Satan  will  think  the  comparisoa  odkws  % 
I  wish  I  conld  6nd  him  out  one  morę  comtnodioA 
But  this  I  am  snre,  the  most  reoerend  old  dragom 
Has  got  on  the  bench  many  btshops  sufTragan  ; 
And  all  men  beliere  he  resides  there  incog, 
To  give  them  by  tnrns  an  iovisible  jog. 

i  Occasioned  by  their  endeavoaring  to  get 
todiride  thechorch-Uvings;  w 
by  the  Irish  bonie  of  commnna> 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SWIFT. 


«of 


6or  bishops,  pufPd  up  with  wealth  and  with  pride, 
To  Heli  on  the  backs  of  the  clergy  would  ride. 
Vhey  moanted  and  labour'd  with  whip  and  with  spor, 
fn  ▼ain— 4br  the  dcvil  a  parson  woukl  stir.  [doom, 
Jo  the  commons  unhors'd  them ;  and  this  wat  tbeir 
3n  their  cnwiers  to  ride,  like  a  witch  on  a  brootn. 
rhough  they  gallopM  so  fast,  on  the  road  you  maj 

find  Vni , 
And  have  left  us  but  three  out  of  twenty  behind  'ero> 
Lord   Bolton's  goud  grace,   lord  Car,    and    lord 

Howard, 
In  upite  of  the  devil,  would  still  be  tintoward  : 
They  ca  mc  of  good  ki  ml  red,  and  could  not  endure 
Tbeir  former  companions  *honld  beg  at  tbeir  door. 
When  Christ  wat.  betrayM  to  Pilnte  the  praetor, 
Of  a  dfizen  apostles  bnt  one  provfd  a  traitor : 
One  traitor  alone,  and  faithful  eleven ; 
Bat  we  can  afibrd  you  six  traitors  in  teren. 
What    a  clntter  with    clippings,    diriding*,  and 

clearings !  [łearings. 

And  the  clergy  foisooth  must  take  np  with  their 
If  making  divisions  was  all  their  tntent,      [me»nt ; 
They  łve  done  H,  *e  tbank  them,  but  not  as  they 
And  so  may  such  bishops  for  ever  divide, 
Tbat  no  honest  heathen  wonld  be  on  their  side. 
How  should  we  rejoice,  if,  like  Judas  the  first, 
Those  tplittert  of  parsons  in  sunder  should  burst  I 

Now  hear  an  al  Imion  :— A  mitrę,  yon  know, 
Is  dmded  abore,  but  uaited  below.     ' 
lf  this  you  comider  our  etnblem  is  rtght ; 
The  bishops  di uWe,  bnt  the  clergy  unitę. 
Should  the  bottora  be  split,  our  bishops  would  dread 
Tbat  the  mitrę  wonld  never  stick  fart  on  their  head  : 
And  yet  they  have  learnt  thc  chief  art  of  a  sore- 

reign, 
As  Machiavel  tanght  them ;  dhide,  and  y*  gooern. 
But  courage,  my  lords ;  tbough  it  cannot  be  said 
That  one  cłwen  tongue  ever  aat  on  yonr  head  ; 
I  Ml  boki  you  a  groat  (and  I  wish  1  eon  W  tee  Jt), 
If  yonr  stockings  wereoff,  yoa  could  show  elwenftet. 
"  Bnt  hołd,"  ery  the  bishops;  "and  give  us  fair 
Befbre  yon  condemn  ns,  hear  what  we  can  say.  [play ; 
What  trner  affections  could  ever  be  shown, 
Than  savmg  your  souls  by  damning  our  own  ? ' 
And  bave  we  notpractisM  all  methori*  to  gam  you  ; 
With  the  tithe  of  the  tithe  of  tbe  tithe  to  mamtatn 
Prorided  a  fiund  for  buildmg  you  spittals  ?      [you ; 
You  are  only  to  liva  fbur  years  without  victuals." 

Content,  my  good  lords  j  but  let  us  change  hands; 
First  take  you  our  tithe*,  and  give  us  your  )and& 
So  God  blea  the  church  and  three  of  ourmitres ; 
And  God  blets  the  commons,  for  bUinf  tkt  biters. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  DR.  SWIFT  >. 

Occasioned  by  reading  the  following  maxim  in 
Rochefbucault,  Dans  l'adversite  de  nos  meil- 
ieurs  amis,  nous  trouvons  tonjours  quelque 
chose  qui  ne  nous  deplait  pas. 

In  the  adversity  of  our  best  friend*,  we  always 
find  sometbing  that  doth  not  displease  os. 

As  Rochefbucault  his  nuucims  drew 
From  naturę,  I  beliere  them  true : 

* Written  in  Norember,  1731.— There  are  two 
distinct  poems  on  this  subject,  one  of  them  contain- 
tog  many  spańoos  lines.  In  what  is  here  printed, 
Hm  geoiuae  parts  of  botb  are  preamed,    N. 


They  argue  no  corrupfed  mind 
In  him  ;  the  fault  is  in  mankind. 

This  maaim  morę  than  all  tbe  rest 
Is  thought  too  baae  for  human  breast  r 
"  In  all  dłstresses  of  our  friends, 
We  first  consnlt  our  pnvate  ends ; 
While  naturę,  kindry  bent  to  ease  us, 
Points  out  sonie  circumstance  to  please  us.4f 

if  this  perhaps  your  patience  morę, 
Let  reason  and  experience  prove. 

We  all  bebold  with  enrious  eves 
Our  equals  ratt'd  above  our  size. 
Who  wonld  not  at  a  crowded  show 
Stand  high  himself,  keep  others  Iow  ? 
I  love  my  friend  as  well  as  you : 
But  why  should  he  obstruct  my  view  • 
Then  let  ro«  have  the  htgher  post; 
Suppose  it  but  an  inch  at  most. 
If  in  a  battłe  you  sbould  find 
One,  a  bom  you  love  of  all  mankmd, 
Had  some  heroic  action  done, 
A  champion  kil  Pd,  or  trophy  won  ; 
Rather  than  thns  be  ower-topt, 
Would  yon  not  wish  his  hnirels  croptP 
Dear  honest  Ned  is  in  the  gout, 
Lies  rack'd  with  pain,  and  yon  without  i 
How  patiently  you  bear  him  groan  ! 
How  glad  the  case  is  not  your  own  I 

What  poet  would  not  griereto  see 
His  brother  write  as  well  a*  he  ? 
But,  rather  than  they  should  excel, 
Would  wish  his  rivmb  ali  in  Heli  ? 
.  Her  end  when  emulation  missts, 
She  turns  to  envy,  stings,  and  hfssea: 
The  strougest  friendsbip  yields  to  pride, 
Unless  the  odds  be  on  our  side. 
Vain  human-kind !  fantartic  race ! 
Thy  yanous  fol  l  i  es  who  can  tracę  ? 
Self-love,  ambition,  envy,  pride, 
Their  empire  in  our  heart  dmde. 
Give  others  riches,  power,  and  station, 
'Tis  all  to  me  an  usnrpation. 
I  have  no  title  to  aspire ; 
Yet,  when  you  siok,  I  seem  the  htgher. 
In  Pope  l  cannot  read  a  linn, 
But  with  a  sigh  I  wish  it  minę: 
When  he  can  in  one  couplet  fix 
Morę  sense  than  1  can  do  in  six ; 
It  gWes  me  such  a  jealous  fit, 
I  ery,  "  Pox  take  him  and  his  wit !" 
I  grieve  to  be  outdone  by  Gay 
In  my  own  hnmorons  biting  way. 
Arburtbnot  is  no  morę  my  friend, 
Who  daret  to  irony  pretend, 
Which  1  was  bora  to  introduce,  . 
RefinM  at  first,  and  show'd  its  use. 
St  John,  as  well  as  Pulteney,  knowg 
That  I  had  some  repute  for  prose  ; 
And,  till  they  drore  me  out  uf  ^atef 
Could  raaul  a  minister  of  state. 
If  they  have  mortified  my  pride, 
And  madę  me  throw  my  pen  aside; 
lf  with  such  talents  Heaven  hath  blessM  'em, 
Have  I  not  reason  to  detest  'em  ? 

To  all  my  foes,  dear  Fortune,  send 
Thy  gifbj;  but  never  to  my  friend : 
I  tamely  can  endure  tbe  first ; 
Bnt  this  with  enry  makes  me  burst. 

Thua  much  may  serve  by  way  of  proem^ 
Prooeed  we  tberefore  to  our  poem. 


«a» 


swmre  roem 


The  time  is  not  retoote  wfcen  I 
Must  by  the  course  of  naturę  die ; 
When,  I  foresee,  my  special  fricnds* 
Will  try  to  fiod  ^heir  pnvate  ends  : 
And,  though  'tis  bardly  understood 
Which  way  my  death  can  do  them  good, 
Yet  thus,  methwiks,  I  hear  them  speak : 
"  See  how  the  dean  begins  to  break ! 
Poor  gentleman,  hc  droops  apace ! 
Yoa  płainly  find  it  in  his  face. 
That  old  vertigo  iu  his  bead 
Will  never  leave  him,  ti!l  he  's  dead. 
Besirie*,  his  inemory  decays ! 
He  recollects  not  w  bat  he  says ; 
Ile  cannot  cali  his  friends  to  uiiiid ; 
Forgets  the  place  where  last  he  dmtff 
Plies  you  with  storlcs  o'cr  and  o'er  j 
Ile  told  thein  lifty  time*  bcfure. 
How  dtes  hefancy  we  can  sit 
To  hear  his  oul-of-fasluon  wit  ? 
But  he  takes  up  with  yoonger  folki, 
Who  f  r  his  winę  will  b«?ar  his  johes. 
Ta!»!i !  lv?  mu>t  make  hi*  stories  shorter, 
Or  char.ee  hit  corm-adi*  once  a  ouarterf 
In  half  the  time  h<»  ralks  them  ruuod, 
T.łfcrt'  must  anotUcT  set  te  found. 

"  Tor  poctry,  hc  *s  pait  his  primei 
He  takes  an  hcnir  to  uwl  a  rhyme  ; 
His  fire  is  Mit,  his  wit  dccay^d, 
His  fancy  snnk,  his  Muae  a  jadę. 
1  M  hi •  <■  h«"  tiirow  away  his  pen; 
But  t-  err-  's  rfo  tałkrajr  to  swrae  min  !" 

Ar  !  then  thrir  tenderness  appeani 
By  addiiig  brgely*to  my  years: 
"  He  's  older  than  hewoułd  be  reefconM, 
And  well  remem  1  en  Charles  the  Seoone* 
He  hardiy  drinks  a  pint  of  vine ; 
And  that,  I  doubt,  U  no  good  wgn. 
His  stomach  too  begins  to  fail : 
Last  year  we  thought  him  strong  and  hale ; 
But  now  be  '*  quite  anotber  thmg r 
I  wfcnYfcc  may  bold  out  tiH  spring !" 
They  hug  themsekes  and  reaaoa  thus  t 
*'  It  is  not  yet  so  bad  with  ns  !" 

In  such  a  ca«e,  they  talk  m  tropem, 
And  by  their  fears  express  their  bopea. 
Borne  great  misfbrtune  to  portead, 
No  enemy  can  match  a  tirtend. 
Wilh  al!  the  kindnessthey  profcas, 
The  merit  of  a  lucky  guess 
(When  daily  how-d'ye's  come  of  course, 
And  smants  answer,  "  Worse  and  worse!") 
Woitld  please  them  better,  than  to  tell* 
That,  "  God  be  wais?d,  the  des*  n  well.* 
lTien  he  who  prophesyM  the  beat, 
Appwwes  his  fbresight  to  the  rest : 
u  You  know  I  always  frar'd  thc  woni, 
And  often  told  you  «o  at  firsŁ" 
He  'd  rather  ehoo*e  that  I  shouW  die> 
Than  his  predictions  prove  a  lie. 
Kot  one  foretells  I  shatt  recoTer ; 
But,  all  agree  to  give  me  owr. 

Yrt  *honld  some  neigttbour  feel  a  pala 
JuH  in  the  parts  whete  I  complain ; 
How  many  a  message  would  he  send ! 
What  hearty  prayen  that  I  stonki  mend  I 
Inauire  what  regimen  I  kept; 
What  gave  me  ease,  and  how  I  tlept  i 
/nd  morę  lament  wlien  1  was  dead,  . 
Than  all  Ute  snMen 


My  food  cwnpantOTuy  nerer  iear  j 
For,  though  you  may  mistake  a  year, 
Though  your  prognostics  run  too  faatj 
Iney  must  be  venfy'd  at  last. 

Behotó  the  ratal  day  axńve  ! 
,f  How  is  the  dean  ?"— "  He  's  just  alire." 
Now  the  departiiig  prayer  is  read  *, 
He  hardiy  breathes— The  dean  ia  deacL 

Before  the  passiog-bell  beguo, 
The  news  through  half  the  town  is  run. 
"  Oh  !  may  we  all  for  deatb  prepare  ' 
yVhat  kas  he  leftf  awd  who  's  his  faeir  łiP 
"  I  know  no  morę  than  what  the  new*  is; 
Tis  all  beoueAlh'd  to  public  uses." 
4t  To  public  oaes  !  there  's  a  whim ! 
What  had  the  public  done  for  him>7 
Merę  etrry,  avahoer  and  pride : 
He  gave  k  all— but  Brat  he  dy'd. 
And  had  the  dean,  in  all  the  natiun. 
No  worthy  friend,  no  puor  relatioa  ? 
So  ready  to  do  strangers  good, 
Fargetting  his  owo  Jfcsh  jlo/1  błood  !* 

Now  órab-srreet  wits  are-all  emplo^d^ 
With  clegies  tlie  town  is  cloy'd : 
Some  pamgniph  in  erery  paper, 
To  curse  the  <ieao,-or  biea  the  Drapier. 

The  djctors,  tender  of  their  farae, 
Wisoly  on  me  lay  all  the  blame. 
"  We  must  confess,  his  caae  was  nice  ; 
But  he  woold  never  take  adńce. 
Had  hc  been  ruTd,  for  aught  appears, 
He  might  have  hv'd  these  twenty  years  : 
For,  when  we  open'd  him,  we  fouńd 
That  all  his  vital  parts  were  sound." 

From  Dublin  soon  to  London  ;pr(*a8, 
Tis  told  at  oourt,  "  The  dean  is  dead." 
And  lady  Sufiblk  a.  in  the  spleen, 
Runi  laugbing  up  to  tell  the  ąueen. 
The  queen,  so  gracious,  mild,  and  good. 
Cries,  "  ls  be  gone  !  'tis  time  be  sbould. 
Ile  %  de«ul,  you  sny ;  then  lot  him  roC 
1  'oi  glad  the  nudtUs  3  were  Corgot. 
I  prorais'd  him,  I  owo ;  but  when  ? 
I  onky  was  the  priucess  then : 
But  nqw  as  consoit  of  the  kin?, 
You  know,  'tis  quite  another  thms>" 

Now  Chartres,  at  sir  Rohert's  levee, 
Tells  with  a  sneer  the  tklings  heavy : 
"  Wby,  if  he  dy'd  without  his  sboes/' 
Cries  Bob,  "  I  'm  sorry  for  the  news : 
Oh,  were  the  wrSich  but  Hring  still. 
And  in  bis  place  my  good  fnend  Will  1 
Or  had  a  mitrę  on  his  head, 
Provided  Bolingbroke  wam  dead !" 

Now  Curll  his  shop  from  rubbish  drains : 
Three  genuine  tomes  of  SwmW  remaiBs! 
And  then,  to  make  tbem  pass  the  glibber, 
Revis'd  by  Tibhal  J$,  Moore,  and  Gbher. 
He  'U  treat  me  as  he  does  my  bettere, 
Pubtish  my  wHl,  my  ln%,  my  iettertf 
Revive  the  libels  boni  to  die : 
Which  Pope  must  hear  as  well  *b  Ł 
Hese  shift  the  scenę  to  ropresont, 
How  those  I  love  my  death  lament. 


«  Mrs.  Howard,  at  one  time  a  saTOorita  wimue 
dean.    N~ 

9  Wkick  the  dean  in  Tam  ecpeoted,  ia  return  JaT 
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9on  ?ope  will  griere  *  month,  and  Gey 
A  week,  and  Arbuthnot  a  day. 

SL  John  himself  will  bcstcc  ftrbear 
To  bite  hb  pen,  and  drop  a  taar. 
Tbe  rest  will  give  a  shrng,  and  ery, 
4  •  I  'm  sony— but  we  al!  must  die  !* 

Indifierence,  clad  ra  wiadomi  guiee, 
Ali  fortitude  of  mind  suppltes : 
For  now  can  itony  bowels  melt 
In  those  who  aever  pity  felt ! 
Wben  we  are  bsh'd,  they  kiss  the  rod, 
•Resigning  to  the  will  of  God. 

The  fuols,  my  juniora  by  a  year, 
Are  torturo  with  suspensę  and  fear ; 
Who  wisely  thought  my  age  a  screen, 
When  death  approach'd,  to  stand  between  : 
Tlie  screen  remov'd,  their  hearts  are  treu»bnng  } 
They  mourń  for  me  without  diasembling. 

My  fornale  friende,  whote  tender  hearts 
Have  better  learrtd  to  act  their  parta, 
Receive  the  new*  in  doteful  dumpe  : 
*'  The  dean  isdead:  (Pray  wint  is  trampa?) 
Tben,  Lord  have  merey  on  hi*  sout ! 
(Ładies  1 11  ventare  for  thc*ole.) 
Six  deans,  tney  saw,  mast  bear  the  pal!  9 
(I  wish  1  knew  what  king  to  eaU.) 
Madam  your  hasband  will  attend 
The  funeral  of  so  good  a  friend. 
No,  madam,  >tis  a  sboeking  stght ; 
And  be  's  engagM  tosaorrow  night :    • 
My  lody  Club  will  tatę  it  iłl. 
If  be  sbould  fail  her  at  auadrille. 
He  lov'd  the  dean— <I  lead  a  keart.) 
But  dearest  rriends,  tney  say,  most  part. 
His  time  was  eonie ;  he  ran  his  race  ; 
We  bope  he  's  in  a  better  place.  ** 

Why  do  we  griere  that  rriends  should  die? 
.No  loss  morę  easy  to  supply. 
One  year  is  past ;  a  draferent  scenę  t 
Ko  farther  mentkm  of  the  dean, 
Who  now,  alas  \  no  mero  is  miss*d, 
Than  if  he  nerer  did  ex'«t. 
Where'8  now  the  faro  arkę  of  Apollo  I 
Departed  :—~and  his  works  mttstfoUoms 
Muat  undergo  the  common  face  ; 
His  kind  of  wit  is  out  of  datę. 

Some  country  squire  to  Lintot  goea, 
Inquires  for  Swift  !n  *erse  and  prosa. 
Says  Lintot,  "  I  hare  beard  the  name  ; 
He  dy'd  a  year  ago.'* — "  The  same." 
He  searebes  all  tbe  shep  in  raio. 
•'  Sir,  you  may  flnd  them  m  Dack4ane: 
I  aent  them,  with  a  lead  of  beoks, 
Last  Monday  to  the  paatry-eoak'8. 
To  foncy  tney  cautd  Irre  a  year ' 
I  find  you  're  but  a  stranger  here. 
The  dean  was  fasttous  in  bis  time, 
And  had  a  kind  of  knaek  at  rhyme. 
His  way  of  writing  now  is  past : 
Tbe  town  bas  got  a  better  tarte. 
I  keep  no  anskrnated  stnff ; 
Bot  spiek  and  span  I  bave  enongtk 
Pray,  do  but  gfoe  me  leawe  to  show  tan: 
Herę  'a  Colley  Obber^s  birth~day  potas. 
This  ode  you  never  yet  hare  aten, 
By  Stephen  Duck,  upe*  tbe  queen» 
Tben  here  >s  a  letter  flneły  penn'd 
Ai«u«tthe4>arnvaanaadlńfrUa4: 


'■ 


It  clearly  shows  that  all 

On  minister*  is  disafiection. 

Nert,  here  's  sir  Robert**  Tindicatśoo, 

And  Mr.  Henleyl  last  ontioa, 

Tbe  hawkers  hare  not  got  them  yet : 

Your  honour  please  to  boy  a  set } 

"  Here  'a  Woła**'*  tracta,  tbe  twełsU  edition  $ 
Tis  read  by  every  politieian: 
Tbe  country-merabers,  when  ia  town, 
To  all  their  boroughs  send  them  down; 
You  nerer  met  a  tbing  so  smart ; 
The  courtiers  have  them  all  by  beart : 
Those  maids  of  honour  who  caa  read, 
Are  taugbt  to  uaa  them  for  their  creed, 
The  rcverend  author'*  good  intention 
Hath  been  rewarded  with  a  panston  *  t 
He  doth  an  honour  to  bis  gown, 
By  bravely  runntng  priest-crąft  down : 
He  shows,  as  surę  as  God  's  in  Gloucester^ 
That  Moses  was  a  grand  impostor  j 
That  all  his  miracle*  were  eheats, 
Perform*d  as  jugglere  do  their  faats : 
The  church  had  never  snch  a  writer  | 
A  shame  he  hath  not  got  a  mitrę ! " 

Suppose  me  dead ;  and  tben  mppoae 
A  club  assembled  at  the  Rosę ; 
Where,  from  discouree  of  this  and  that, 
I  grow  the  subieot  of  their  cbat. 
And  while  they  toss  my  name  about, 
With  niroar  some,  and  soma  without ; 
One,  quite  indifferent  in  the  canse, 
My  charaeter  impartial  draws. 
"  The  dean,  if  we  betie*e  report, 
Was  never  ill  raeeirM  at  court, 
Although4  ironieally  grave, 
He  sham*d  thecool,  and  laeh'd  tha  kaarej 
To  steal  a  hint  was  narer  known, 
But  what  he  writ  was  all  his  own.'* 

u  Sir,  I  have  heard  another  story  | 
He  was  a  most  cemfounded  Tory, 
And  grow,  or  he  is  much  bely'd, 
Eztremely  duli,  beibre  he  dy'd.^ 

"  Can  we  the  Drapier  thenforgat ; 
Is  not  our  nation  in  his  debt  ? 
'Twas  he  that  writ  the  Drapier**  letter*  !"— 

u  He  sbould  hare  left  tbem  for  bis  hiUrtf 
We  had  a  hundred  abltr  mtn, 
Nor  need  depend  upon  hw  Ma  — 
Say  what  you  will  about  his  reartmf, 
You  never  cau  tiefend  hi*  brśeding  ; 
Who,  in  his  salirtt  running  riot, ' 
Gould  never  leave  the  world  in  qvt€tf 
Attacking,  when  hc  took  the  wAim,  -v 
Court,  city,  camp— a!)  one  to  bim.— 
But  why  would  he,  eacept  he  *lokł*r'Ą 
Offend  our  patrioty  great  sir  Robert,     ' 
Whose  counsels  aid  the  sovere%u  ^ower 
To  save  the  natinn  erery  hoor  ! 
Wh&t  tcenet  of  evH  he  unraveła 
In  satiresy  Ubek,  fymg  trtnełs : 
Not  sparing  Ms  own  clergp  cloth, 
Bot  eaU  into  it,  Hue  a  motk  ."• 

"  Perbapa  I  may  allaw  the  deaa 
Had  too  much  satire  in  his  rem, 
And  seem'd  d#termoi'd  net  tostem !», 
Because  no  age  eonld  saore  deserw  it. 
Yet  malice  never  was  hi*  aira  | 
He  lash'd  the  tka,  ant  spartł  tkwi 


*  Walston  it  bera  confoondfd  with  Woolaston.  J9i 
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No  indtridual  could  resent, 

Where  thóusands  equally  were  meant : 

His  satire  pointo  at  no  defect, 

But  what  all  mortals  may  correct ; 

For  he  abhor'd  the  senseless  tribe 

Who  cali  it  humour  wheu  they  gibe  i 

He  spar'd  a  hump,  or  crooked  nose, 

Whose  owners  set  not  up  for  beaux. 

Tnie  genuine  dullness  mov'd  his  pity, 

Unleas  it  offer'd  to  be  witty. 

Those  who  their  ignorance  confest, 

He  ne'er  offended  with  a  jest ; 

But  laugh'd  to  hear  an  ideot  quote 

A  verse  from  Horace  learn'd  by  rota. 

Vice,  if  it  e'er  can  be  abash'd, 

Must  be  or  ńthcul'd  or  lask*d. 

If  you  resent  it,  who  '» to  blame  } 

He  neither  knows  yoa,  nor  your  name. 

Should  vice  expect  to  'scape  rebuke, 

Because  its  owner  is  a  duke  f 

His  friendships,  stall  to  few  cmuin'd, 

Were  always  of  the  middling  kind ; 

No  fools  of  rank,  or  mongrel  breed, 

Who  fain  would  pajs  for  lords  indeed  : 

Where  titlet  give  no  right  or  power, 

And  peerage  is  a  wither'd  flower ; 

He  would  have  deeoTd  it  a  disgrace, 

If  such  a  wretch  had  known  his  face* 

On  mral  squires,  that  kingdom's  bane, 

He  vented  oft  his  wrath  in  vain : 

*******  sąuires  to  market  brought, 

Who  sell  their  soula  and  ****  for  nonght  i 

The  ****  ****  go  joyfal  back, 

To  rob  the  ćhurch,  their  tenants  rack ; 

Go  snacks  with  *****  justices,  . 

And  keep  the  peace  to  pick>up  fees j 

In  every  jobb  to  have  a  share, 

A  jail  or  turnpike  to  repair; 

And  turn  *******  to  public  roads, 

Commodious  to  their  own  abodes. 

"  He  never  thought  an  honour  done  him*  . 
Because  a  peer  was  proud  to  own  nim  ; 
Would  rather  slip  aaide,  and  choose 
To  talk  with  wita  in  dtrty  shoes ; 
And  scorn  the  tools  with  stare  and  garters, 
So  often  aean  caressing  Chartres. 
He  nerer  courted  men  in  station, 
Nor  person*  held  in  admiratwn  ; 
Of  no  man's-greatness  was  afraid, 
Because  he  sought  for  no  man's  aid. 
Though  trusted  long  in  great  afiairs, 
He  gaye  himself  no  haughty  airs  : 
Without  regarding  prirate  ends,  * 
8pent  all  his  credit  for  his  friends  $ 
And  only  chose  the  wisc  and  goud; 
No  flatterers  j  no  allies  in  blood : 
But  succour'd  tirtue  in  distress, 
And  seldom  mil'd  of  good  tuccess ; 
As  numbers  in  their  bearts  miist  own. 
Who,  but  for  him,  had  beeii  unknown.  • 

"  He  kepi  with  princes  due  decorum; 
Yet  nerer  stood  in  awe  before  em* 
He  foliowi  DavkTs  lesson  just  j 
In  princes  never  put  his  trust : 
And,  would  you  make  him  truły  scur, 
Proroke  htm  with  a  slave  iu  power. 
The  Irish  senate  if  you  namM, 
Witi*  what  isupatiance  he  declaim'd ! 


Fair  libemy  was  all  bis  ery  | 
For  ber  he  stood  preparM  to  diej 
For  her  he  boklly  stood  atone; 
For  her  he  oft  espos'd  his  own. 
Two  kmgdoms,  just  as  factjou  fed, 
Had  set  a  price  upon  his  head  $ 
But  not  a  traitor  could  be  found. 
To  sell  him  for  six  hundred  pouncL 

_"  Had  he  but  sparM  his  toogoe  and  pen, 
He  might  have  rosę  like  otber  men : 
But  power  was  never  in  his  thought, 
And  wealth  he  Tałned  not  a  groat : 
Ingratitude  hć  often  -found, 
And  pHy'd  those  who  meant  the  wonni  | 
But  kept  the  tenour  of  his  miód, 
To  merit  well  of  human-kind ; 
Nor  madę  a  sacrifice  of  those 
Who  still  were  tnie,  to  please  his  fbea, 
He  labourM  mawy  a  fruitless  hbur, 
To  reconcile  his  friends  in  power  ; 
Saw  mischief  by  a  foctkm  brewiog, 
While  they  pursued  each  other's  ruin. 
But,  finding  rain  was  all  his  carje, 
He  left  the  court  in  merę  despair. 

"  And,  oh !  how  short  are  buman  schemes 
Herę  ended  all  our  golden  dreams. 
What  St  Johns  skill  in  słate  afiaiis, 
What  OrmoraTs  vaiour,  OdbnTs  cares, 
To  sare  their  sinking  country  lent, 
Was  all  destroy'd  by  one  erent. 
Too  soon  that  precious  life  was  ended, 
On  wbich  alone  our  weal  depended. 
When  up  a  dangerous  foction  starts, 
With  wrath  and  vengeance  iu  their  hearU* 
By  solemn  Uague  and  eaoenani  boumd, 
To  ruin,  slaughter,  and  confbund  $ 
To  turn .  religion  to  a  fiible,  > 

And  make  the  gorernment  a  Babel ; 
Perrert  the  lawa,  disgrace  the  gowo, 
Corrapt  Ute  senate,  rob  the  crown  ; 
Toaacrifice  Ołd  Eagiand^  glory, 
And  make  ber  infamous  in  story : 
When  such  a  tempest  shook  the  land, 
How  could  unguarded  virtue  stand ! 

"  With  horrour,  grief,  despair,  the  deam 
Beheld  the  dire  destructive  scenę : 
His  friends  in  exile,  or  the  Tower, 
Himself  within  the  frown  of  power; 
Pursued  by  base  envenom'd  pena, 

Far  to  the  land  of  s and  fens  ; 

A  servile  race  in  folly  nursM, 
Who  trackie  most,  when  treated  wonU 
.   "  By  innocence  and  resolution, 
He  borę  continual  penecution  ; 
While  numbers  to  preferme.it  rosę, 
Whose  merit  was  to  be  his  foes ; 
When  et>'n  hit  own  famiłiar  friendt, 
Intent  upon  their  private  ehds, 
Like  renegadoes  now  he  feels, 
Agtńnst  htm  lifting  up  their  heelu 

"  The  dean  did,  by  his  pen,  de 
An  infamous  destroctive  cheat ; 
Taught  fools  their  interest  how  to  kno*v 
And  gave  them  arms  to  ward  the  blow. 
Envy  hath  owuM  it  was  his  doing. 
To  save  that  hapless  land  from  ruin  ; 
While  they  who  at  the  steerage  stood, 
And  reapM  the  profit,  sought  his  blood; 
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m  To  save  them  from  their  cvii  fate, 
9b  him  was  held  a  crime  of  state. 
A  wicked  monster  on  the  bench, 
Whose  fury  bloud  could  never  quench  } 
As  vile  and  profligate  a  villain, 
As  modern  Scroggs,  or  oM  Tressilian  ; 
Who  long  all  jnstice  had  di»carded, 
JS'orfearyd  he  Cod,  nor  man  regnrded  ; 
Vow'd  on  tbc  dean  his  ragę  to  vent, 
And  make  him  of  his  seal  repent:. 
But  Heaven  his  innocence  dufcuds, 
Tbe  grateful  people  stand  hi^  friends  ; 
Kot  strains  of  law,  nor  judges'  frown, 
Nor  topics  brought  to  please  the  crown, 
Nor  witness  hir'd,  nor  jury  pick'd, 
Pnscail  to  bring  hiui  in  couvicL 

••  In  exile,  wiih  a  steady  heart, 
He  spent  his  IHVs  declining  part ; 
Whtre  folly,  pride,  and  faction  sway, 
Remote  from  St  John,  Pope,  and  Gay.* 

'*  Alas,  poor  dean !  his  only  scope 
Was  to' be  held  a  misantkrope. 
This  into  generał  odium  drew  him, 
Which  if  he  likd,  muca  goud  may  *i  do  him. 
His  zeai  was  not  to  lash  our  crimes 
Bat  disconlcnt  agaiust  tbe  times  : 
For,  had  we  madę  him  timely  offers 
To  raise  his  post,  orjill  his  coffers, 
Pc  rbaps  he  tntght  have  truckled  dowr>, 
Like  otber  brełhren  of  his  gown ; 
For  perty  he  would  scarce  have  bied  :— 
I  eay  no  morę— because  he  's  dead.— 
What  writings  has  be  left  behind  r" 

**  I  bear  they  're  of  a  different  kind : 
A  few  in  verte  ;  but  most  in  proee— " 

"  Sorae  high-flown  pamphUts,  I  suppote  :— 
AU  scribbled  in  the  ttorst  of  times, 
To  palliate  his  friend  OfcfonTs  crimes  ; 
To  praise  queen  Annę,  nay  morę;  defend  hec 
As  nerer  favouring  the  Pretender : 
Or  Itbels  yet  cooceald  from  sight, 
Against  the  court  to  show  his  spite  : 
Perhaps  his  tratels,  part  the  third  ; 
A  lit  at  every  second  tcord— 
Offensire  to  a  loyal  ear : — 
But— not  one  termon,  you  may  swear." 

*'  Ue  knew  an  hundred  pleasmg  storiea, 
Wita  all  the  turns  of  Whigs  and  Tories : 
Was  cheerful  to  his  dying-day ; 
And  friends  would  lei  him  have  his  way. 

"  As  for  his  works  in  verse  or  prose, 
J  own  myself  no  judge  of  those. 
Nor  can  I  tell  wbat  critjcs  thought  them  ; 
But  this  I  know,  all  people  bought  them, 
As  wita  a  morał  riew  design'd 
To  please  and  to  reform  mankind : 
And,  if  he  often  missM  his  aim, 
The  tcorld  most  own  it  to  their  skórne, 
Tbe  praise  is  hit,  and  theirs  the  błam* 
He  gave  the  little  wealth  he  had 
To  build  a  house  for  fools  and  mad  j 
To  show,  by  one  satiric  tonch, 
No  nation  wanted  it  so  mocb. 
That  kingdom  he  hath  left  bis  debtor, 
I  w'tsh  it  soon  may  ha*e  a  better. 
And,  sińce  you  dread  no  f urther  łask**, 
^geUuoks  jonmMjforgi**  hit  asket." 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  TrYO  FRIENDS  K 
TO  DR.  HELSHAM. 

Sit,  Nov.  23,  at  night,  1731. 

W  hen  I  left  you,  I  found  myself  of  the  grapę* 

juice  sick ; 
I  'm  so  fuli  of  piły.  I  nerer  abuse  sick ; 
And  the  patientest  patient  that  ever  you  knew  sicky 
Both  when  L  am  purge-sick,  and  when  I  am  spew? 

sick. 
1  pitied  my  cat,  whom  I  knew  by  ber  mew  sick  f 
Stie  mended  at  fint,  but  now  she  *s  a-new  sick. 
Captain  Butler  madę  some  in  the  church  black  and 

blue  sick ;  [pew-sick. 

Dean  Cross,  had  he  preachM,  would  have  madę  us  all 
Are  not  you,  in  a  crowd  when  you  sweat  and  stew, 

sick }  [sick. 

Łady  Sairtry  got  out  of  the  church  when  she  grew 
And,  as  fast  as  she  could,  to  the  deanery  flew  sick* 
Miss  Morice  was  (I  can  assure  you  ytta  tnie)  stek : 
For,  who  would  not  be  in  that  numerous  crew  sick  ! 
Sncb  musie  would  make  a  fanatic  or  Jew  sick, 
Yet,  ladies  are  seldom  at  ombie  or  lue  sick :  [sick. 
Nor  is  oid  Nanny  Shales,  whene'er  she  does  brew, 
My  footman  came  home  from  the  church  of  a  bruisa 
sick,  [sick ; 

And  1ook'd  like  a  rake,  wbo  was  madę  in  the  stewt 
But  you  learned  doctors  can  make  whom  you  choosc 

stek : 
And  poor  I  myself  was,  when  I  wtthdrew,  sick ;  [sick. 
Por  the  smell  of  them  madę  me  like  garlic  and  rue 
And  I  got  through  the  crowd,  though  not  let  by  a 

clne,  sick. 
You  hopM  to  And  many  (for  that  was  your  cne)  sick : 
But  tbere  was  not  a  dozen  (to  give  them  their  due) 

sick, 
And  those,  to  be  surę,  stnek  together  like  glew,  sick. 
So  are  ladies  in  crowds,  when  they  sąueeze  and  they 

screw,  sick.  [sick  ; 

You  may  find  they  are  all,  by  their  yellow  pale  hue# 
Sp  am  l,  when  tobaeco,  like  Robin,  I  chew,  sick. 

TO  DR.  SHERIDAN. 

IF  I  write  aay  morę,  it  will  make  my  poor  Musa 

sick. 
This  night  I  came  home  with  a  very  cotd  dew  sick. 
And  1  wish  I  may  soon  be  not  of  an  ague  sick ; 
'  But  1  hope  Ishall  ne^erbe,  like  you,  of  a  shrew  sick, 
Who  often  has  uiade  me,  by  looking  askew,  sick. 


DR.  HELSHAOTS  ANSWER. 

Tob  doctors  flrst  rhyme  would  make  any  Jew  slcki 
1  know  it  has  madę  a  fine  lady  in  blue  sick, 
For  which  she  is  gone  in  a  coach  to  Killbrew  sick, 
Like  a  hen  1  once  had,  from  a  faz  when  she  den  sick. 
Last  Monday  a  lady  at  St  Patriek*sdid  spaw  sick, 
And  madę  all  the  rest  of  the  folks  in  the  pew  siok; 

*  This  medley  (for  H  cannot  be  called  apoem)  ią 
giveo  ai  a  specimen  of  those  bagateUet  for  whicfc 
the  dean  hath  perhaps  been  two  sererely  censnred. 
Some,  which  were  still  mora  eicoeptioosbŁe,  ars> 
sttppreflsad.    & 
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SW1FTSP0EMS. 


The  surgeon  who  bied  ber,  bis  lancet  out  drew  stek, 
And  stopt  tbe  distemper,  as  being  but  new  sick. 
The  yacht,  the  laststorm,  had  atl  herwhole  crewsick; 
Had  we  two  been  there,  it  woukl  hare  madę  me  and 

ycMi  sick : 
A  lady  that  long'd,  is  by  eating  of  glew  sick ; 
Bid  you  ever  know  one  in  a  very  good  Q  sick  ? 
I  'm  told  that  my  wife  is  by  winding  a  clue  sick ; 
The  doctors  have  madę  lier  by  rhyme  and  by  me  stek. 
There  's  a  gamester  in  town,  for  a  turów  that  he 
threw  sick, 
And  yet  tbe  old  trade  of  his  dice  he  'U  pursue  sick ; 
I  *re  known  an  old  miser  for  paying  his  due  sick ; 
At  present  1  *m  grown  by  a  piuch  of  my  shoe  sick, 
And  what  would  you  have  me  with  verse*  to  do  sick  ? 
Send  rbymes,  and  I  'U  send  you  some  others  in  lue 
Of  rhymes  I  >ve  a  pleoty,  (sick. 

And  therefore  send  twenty. 
Answered  tbe  same  day  when  sent,  Nov.  23. 
1  desire  you  wili  carry  both  these  to  the  doctor, 
iogetber  with  his  own;  and  łet  him  kuow  we  are 
not  persona  to  be  insulted. 

"  Can  you  matcb  with  me, 
Who  send  thirty-tbree  ? 
You  must  get  fourteen  morę, 
To  make  up  thtrty-four : 
But,  if  me  you  can  conquer, 
I  'II  own  you  a  strong  cur  *.n 
This  morning  1  'm  growing  by  smelling  of  yew  sick; 
My  brother  's  eome  orer  with  gold  from  Peru  sick; 
Last  night  I  came  borne  ma storm  that  then  blew  sick; 
Tbis  moment  my  dog  at  a  cat  I  halloo  sick ;  [sick, 
1  hear,  from  good  hands,  that  my  poor  cousin  IIugbfs 
By  quar&ng  a  bottle,  and  pullmg  a  screw  sick  : 
And  now  there  *s  no  morę  I  can  write  (you  'ii  ex- 

cuse)  sick ; 
You  aee  that  I  scom  to  mentkm  word  musick* 
I  '11  do  my  best, 
Tosendtherest; 
Withoutajest, 

I  Ml  stand  the  test  [sick ; 

These  lines  that  I  send  you,  I  hope  you  '11  peruse 

I  HI  make  you  with  writing  a  little  morę  news  sick : 

Last  night  I  came  borne  with  drinking  of  booze  sick  ; 

My  carpenter  swears  that  be  'U  hack  and  he  Ml  hew 

An  officer'8  lady,  I  'm  toW,  is  tattoo  sick  :      [sick; 

I  'aa  afreid  that  tbe  linę  thirty-fbur  you  will  view 

Lord !  I  could  write  a  dozen  morę ;     [sick. 

You  aee,  I  've  mounted  Ihirty-fuur. 


EPIGRAM, 

f)Jf  THI  1WSTS  *  Uf  E1CHKOKD  HERM  ITACE,      1732. 

Sic  sibi  lartantur  docti. 

With  honour  thus  by  Carolina  plac'd, 
How  are  these  yenerable  bustoes  grac'd ! 
O  ojueen,  with  morę  than  regal  title  crown'd, 
For  lore  of  arts  and  piety  renown'd ! 

*Ta«  h'nes  M  thus  marked"  wers  written  by  Dr. 
Swift,  at  the  bottom  of  Dr.  Hełabam'8  twenty  lines ; 
and  the  ibllowmg  fourteen  were  afterwards  added  to 
tjM  same  paper.    A'. 

fttfewton,  Locka,  Ciarkę,  and  Woolaston. 


How  do  the  frieads  of  rńtoa  joy  to 
Her  darling  sous  exaltsd  thus  by  thee  ! 
Nought  to  their  famę  can  now  be  added 
ItarerM  by  ber  whom  all  mankind  adose. 


ANOTHER. 


Lewis  the  Irring  learned  fed, 
And  rais'd  the  scientinc  head : 
Our  frugal  queen,  to  save  her  meat, 
Ezalts  the  head  that  cannot  eat 


A  COKCLUSIOK  DRAWY  flOM    TBB    ABOYE 
AND   SENT  TO  THE  DHAFIEŁ. 


Since  Anna,  whese  bounty  tby  merits  bad  fed, 
Ere  her  own  was  laid  Iow,  had  esalted  tby  head; 
And  sińce  our  good  qneen  to  the  wisa  is  so  jost. 
To  raise  heads  lor  sueh  as  are  bumbled  iw  duet ; 
I  wonder,  good  man,  that  you  are  not  emraubtod ; 
Pr*y  thee,  go  and  be  dead,  and  be  doobły 


DU.  SWIFTS  ANSWER. 

Her  majesty  never  shall  be  my  exalter; 

And  yet  ahe  would  raise  me,  1  know,  by  a  balfaer! 


TO  THE  REFEREND  BR.  SJFIFT. 

WITH  A  PRESENT  OF  A  PAPia-BOOK  FINtLT  aOTO*, 
ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAT,  KOTOM*  KR  SO,  1732. 

BY  JOHN  EAUL  OF  OKKERY. 


To  thee,  dcar  Swift,  these  spotless  feaves  I 
Smali  i« .the  present,' but  sincere  tbe  frieud. 
Think  not  so  poor  a  book  below  thy  care  ; 
Who  knows  the  price  that  thou  caast  make  it 
Though  tawdry  now,  and,  like  Tyriłla's  face, 
The  specieus  front  shines  out  with  borrowłd  gr 
Though  paste-boasds,  glitiering  like  a  tinseTd 
A  rasa  tabula  withio  denote : 
Yet,  if  a  veoal  and  corrupted  age, 
And  modern  vices,  should  provoke  thy  ragę ; 
If,  warn'd  once  morę  by  their  impeodiog  fate, 
A  sinking  country  and  an  injurM  state 
Thy  great  assistance  sbould  again  demand, 
And  cali  fortli  reason  to  defendthe  land ; 
Then  shall  we  view  these  sheets  with  glad 
lnspir'd  with  thought,  and  speaking  to  our 
Each  vacant  space  shall  then,  enricifd, 
True  fbrce  of  eloquence,  and  nenrous  sense, 
Inform  the  judgment,  animate  the  heart, 
And  sacred  rules  of  policy  tmpart 
Tbe  spangled  covering,  bright  with  splendid 
Shall  cheat  the  sigbt  with  empty  show  no  mora 
Bot  lead  us  raward  to  those  golden  minet, 
Where  all  thy  soul  in  native  lustre  shines. 
So  when  the  eye  survey*  some  lorely  fair, 
With  bloom  of  beauty  gracM,  with  sbape  and 
How  is  the  rapture  heighten'd,  when  we  fiod 
Her  form,  excell'd  by  ber  celestaal  mind  Ł 


ł 


THE  BEASTS  CONFESSION. 


iii 


FERSES 
LEPT  WITH  A  SILVER  STANDISH 

©F  THE  DIAN  OF  CT.  PATKICfc'*  DtSK 

ON  HIS  BIRTB-DAY. 

BY  DB,   DELANY. 

f  mam  from  Motico  I  canse, 
'o  serve  a  proud  lernian  damę : 
Vas  long  tubmitted  to  ber  will ;     » 
ki  lengtfc  she  lost  me  at  cuadrilte. 
""hrough  Tarioiis  thapes  I  often  pass'd, 
Itill  hoping  to  have  rest  at  last ; 
kod  still  ambitious  to  obtain 
hdmittance  to  the  patriot  deao ; 
ind  sometimes  got  whbin  bit  door, 
łut  toon  tarn'd  out  to  sera  the  poor  li 
fot  strolling  Idleness  to  ud, 
*at  tanett  Industiy  decay'd. 
U  length  an  artist  purchas*d  me, 
ind  wrougbt  me  to  the  shape  you  see, 

Thi»  dooe,  to  Hermet  1  appty'd : 
•  O  Hermes  !  gtatify  my  pride; 
le  it  my  fetę  to  serve  a  sagę, 
Fne  greatett  genius  of  his  age  : 
rhat  matchless  pen  let  me  supply, 
flftiose  Ifring  lines  will  nerer  die  !» 

"  I  grant  your  suit,"  the  god  replyM  -t 
ind  here  he  left  me  to  reńde. 


FERSES 

OCCASIONBD  IT 


THE  FOREGOING  PRESENTŁ 

K  pakb-book  is  sent  by  Boyle, 
Too  neatly  giH  for  me  to  aoiL 
Delaoy  sends  a  silver  standisb, 
WTien  t  no  morę  a  pen  can  brandisb. 
-et  both  aroand  my  tomb  be  plac'd, 
is  trophies  of  a  Muse  deceas'd : 
lad  let  the  friendly  Iiues  tbey  writ 
n  preise  of  Jong~departed  wit 
3e  grav'd  on  either  side  iu  columns, 
Morę  to  iny  praise  tbao  all  my  roluines, 
\  o  bunt  with  envy,  spite,  and  ragę, 
Pbe  Yandals  of  the  present  age. 


THE  BEJSTS  CONFESSION 

TO  THE  PRIEST. 

•N  OBUBTIMO  HOW   MOŁT  MEN  MlfcTAKg  THEIB  0WM 
♦       TALENT*.        1733. 

Wiem  beatts  amid  speak  (the  learaed  tayt 

They  still  can  do  so  every  day), 

It  seems,  they  had  religion  tben, 

Aj  much  as  now  we  find  m  men. 

It  happen'd,  when  a  plague  broke  out 

(Whłcb  therefore  madę  them  mora  devoot), 

» Allodmg  to  500/.  a  year  lent  by  U*  dean,  with* 
•otinterest,topoortrt4esmeiL    F. 
Voi.  XL 


■ 


• 


The  king  of  brutes  (to  make  it  plain, 

Of  quadnipeds  I  onty  mean) 

By  proclamation  gare  command, 

That  every  subject  in  the  land 

Shoułd  to  the  pricst  confess  tt<eir  sins  ; 

And  thos  the  piooi  wołf  begins : 

"  Good  fether,  I  most  own  with  shame, 

That  often  1  bave  been  to  Marne  t 

I  must  confess,  on  Friday  last, 

Wretch  that  I  was !  I  broke  my  fest: 

But  I  dery  the  basest  tongue 

To  prove  1  did  my  neighbour  wrong  ; 

Or  ever  went  to  seek  my  food 

By  rapine,  theft,  or  thhrrt  of  blood." 

The  ass,  approacbing  next,  oonJess'd, 
That  in  his  heart  be  tov'd  a  jest : 
A  wag  be  was,  be  needs  must  owa. 
And  oonld  not  let  a  dunce  alone : 
Sometimes  his  friend  hę  would  not  spare, 
And  might  perhaps  be  too  serere : 
But  yet,  the  worst  that  conld  be  takt, 
He  was  a  wit  both  born  and  bred; 
And,  if  it  be  a  sin  or  shame, 
Naturę  alone  must  bear  the  blame  r 
One  fault  be  hath,  is  sorry  for  % 
His  ears  are  half  a  foot  too  short ; 
Which  could  he  to  the  standard  brmg, 
He  M  show  his  feoe  before  the  king : 
Tben  for  his  voice,  there  *s  nonę  disputes 
That  he  's  tbe  irigfatingale  of  brutes. 

Tbe  swine  with  contrite  heart  alk>w'd, 
His  shape  and  beauty  madę  him  proud: 
In  diet  was  perhaps  too  nioe 
But  gluttony  was  ne'er  his  vice : 
In  erery  tura  of  life  content, 
And  meekly  took  what  fortunę  tent : 
Jnquire  throogfa  all  the  parish  roond, 
A  better  neighbour  nełer  was  found : 
His  Tigilanoe  might  some  displease; 
Tis  true,  he  hated  aloth  like  pease. 
The  mimie  ape  began  bis  chatter, 
How  evil  tdogues  his  life  bespatter: 
Much  of  tbe  oensuring  world  oomplain*df 
Wbo  said,  his  granty  was  feign'd : 
Indeed  the  strietness  of  his  morals 
Fj>gag'd  him  in  a  hundred  quarrełs : 
He  saw,  and  he  was  griev'd  to  see  % 
His  *eal  was  sometimes  indiacreet : 
He  found  his  rtrtues  too  severe 
For  our  corrupted  times  to  bear : 
Yet  such  a  lewd  lioentious  age 
Might  well  excuse  a  stoic*s  ragę. 

The  goat  advanc'd  with  decent  pace  ; 
And  fint  exous'd  his  youthfol  face ; 
Forghrenew  bcgg'd,  that  be  appeaHd 
(Twas  naturę^  niult)  without  a  beanL 
'Tis  tnie,  he  was  not  much  inclinM 
To  fondneu  for  the  fornale  kind ; 
Not,  as  his  enemies  object, 
Prom  cbanoe,  or  natura!  detect; 
Not  by  his  frigkł  constitution ; 
But  throogh  a  pious  resołution : 
For  he  had  madę  a  boly  vow 
Of  chastity,  as  monks  do  now  ; 
Which  he  resotrM  to  keep  for  erer  henae. 
And  strictly  too,  as  doth  his  reTerenoa^, 

Apply  the  tale.  and  you  shalł  find, 
How  just  H  sujts  with  hucnan-kind. 

^TliepriafthisconfcisoŁ 


ĆH 


SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Som*»  faults  wo  own  :  bot,  can  you  gness? 
— Why,  virtues  carriod  to  excess, 
Wherewith  our  vanity  endows  us, 
Though  neither  foe  nor  friend  altowa  iw. 

The  lawyor  łw«»ars  <yon  tnay  reły  on  't) 
He  nevpr  squeez*d  a  nredy  eliwit ; 
And  this  h**  makes  his  coimtant  role; 
For  whirh  h;s  brethrm  całl  hhn  fool : 
His  conscicrife  always  was  so  nk*e, 
Ile  freely  i-avie  the  poor  ad  vice  ; 
By  uhich  he  lost,  he  may  affirra, 
A  łmndred  fec*  last  Easter-term. 
Whiie  others  uf  the  learncd  robę 
Wonld  break  the  patience  of  a  Job, 
No  pleader.at  the  bar  could  match 
H  s  d  ligence  and  qnick  dispateh  ; 
NVer  kept  a  catue,  he  welł  may  boast, 
Abore  a  term,  or  two  at  most. 
*  The  criDjrmg  knave  who  seeks  a  place 
Without  succe^s,  thus  tells  his  case: 
Why  should  he  ląnger  mince  the  tnatter  ? 
He  fail  d,  because  he  could  not  flatter ; 
He  had  not  learnd  to  tam  his  coat, 
Kor  for  a  party:  give  his  vote  : 
His  er  i  me  he  quickly  underatood; 
Too  zeaious  for  tbe  nation's  good  : 
He  found  thetninisters  resent  it, 
Yct  could  not  for  his  heart  repent  it. 

The  chapłain  tows  he  cannot  fawn, 
Though  it  wouid  raise  bttn  to  the  ławn : 
He  passd  bis  hours  among  his  books ; 
You  find  it  ifa  his  meagre  iooks: 
He  might,  if  he  were  worldly  wiae, 
Preferment  get,  and  spare  his  eyes; 
But  own'd  he  had  a  stubborn  spirit, 
That  madę  nim  trust  alone  to  merit : 
Wouid  rise  by  merit  to  promotion  ', 
Alas  !  a  merę  chimeric  notion. 

The  doctor,  if  you  will  bełiere  him, 
ConfcssM  a  sin;  and  (God  forgnre  him  !) 
Calld  up  at  midnight,  ran  to  save 
A  blind  old  beggar  from  the  graye  : 
fiut  see  ho*  Satan  spreads  his  snares; 
He  quite  fbrgot  to  say  his  prayera. 
He  cannot  help  it  for  his  heart 
Sometimes  to  act  the  paraon  s  part : 
Quotes  from  tbe  Bibie  many  a  aentence, 
That  moves  his  pfltients  to  repentance : 
And,  when  his  medicines  do  no  good, 
Supports  their  minds  wiih  heavenly  food, 
At  which,  however  well  intended, 
He  hears  the  clergy  are  offended, 
And  grown  so  bold  behind  his  back, 
Te  cali  him  hypocrite  and  qu»ck. 
In  his  own  church  he  keeps  a  seat ; 
Says  grace  befbre  and  aftor  meat ; 
And  cali*,  without  affectmg  airs, 
His  household  twice  a  day  to  prayera, 
He  shuns  apothecaries*  shop*, 
And  hates  to  cram  the  aick  with  alops : 
He  scorns  to  make  his  art  a  trade, 
Nor  bribes  my  ladyłs  ravc*rite  maid  t 
Old  nurse-keepers  wouid  never  bire, 
To  recommend  him  to  the  aquire; 
Which  othert,  wtiom  he  will  not  nama, 
Barę  often  •pra**^  to  *****  sbame, 

The  statesman  tells  you,  wtth  a  tn4er, 
His  fault  is  to  be  too  sincere  ; 
And,  having  no  Nuister  enda,' 
It  apt  to  disoblige  his  friends. 


The  nation's  good,  his  master^  glory, 

Without  regard  to  Whig  or  Tory, 

Werę  all  the  schetnes  he  had  iu  %'iewj 

Yet  he  was  seconded  by  few : 

Thongh  somc  had  spread  a  thousand  lyes, 

Twas  he  defeated  the  excise. 

Twas  known,  though  he  had  borne  aspersion, 

That  słanding  troops  were  his  aversion  : 

His  practise  was,  in  every  station, 

To  aeire  the  king,  anrl  ple.ise  the  aatioa  ^ 

Thongh  hard  to  find  m  every  case 

The  fitte<r  man  to  fili  a  place ; 

His  promises  he  nełcr  forgot, 

Rut  tor»k  mcmorials  on  the  spot : 

His  cnemirs,  for  want  of  charity, 

Said.  be  afle  ted  popularity : 

'Tis  tnie,  the  ptniple  understood, 

Tbat  all  he  did  was  for  their  good  ; 

Their  kind  auections  he  has  try'd  j 

No  love  is  lost  on  either  side. 

He  came  to  court  with  fortunę  elear, 

^rhich  now  he  runs  out  every  year ; 

Mu^t,  at  the  ratę  that  be  goes  on, 

Inevitably  be  undone : 

Oh  !  if  his  majesty  wouid  pleaae 

To  give  him  but  a  writ  of  ease, 

Wouid  grant  him  licence  to  retire, 

As  it  hath  long  becn  his  desire, 

By  fair  accoonts  it  wouid  be  found, 

He  's  poorer  by  ten  thousand  pound. 

He  owns,  and  hopes  it  is  no  sin, 

He  ne'er  was  partial  to  his  ktn ; 

He  thought  it  base  for  men  in  station* 

To  crowd  the  court  with  their  relations : 

His  country  was  his  dearest  mother, 

And  every  virtuous  man  his  brother; 

Through  modesty  or  awkward  sbame 

(For  which  he  owns  hiuiself  to  blamc), 

Ile  found  tbe  wisest  man  he  could, 

Without  respect  to  friends  or  blood; 

Nor  nerer  acts  on  prirate  riews, 

When  he  hath  liberty  to  choose. 

The  sharper  swore  he  hated  piaty, 
Except  to  pass  an  hour  away : 
And  well  he  might ;  for,  to  his  cost, 
By  want  of  skill  be  always  lost : 
He  heard  there  was  a  club  of  cheats* 
Who  had  contriv*d  a  thousand  feats  ; 
Could  change  the  stock,  or  cog  a  dye. 
And  thus  deceive  the  sharpest  eye. 
Nor  wonder  how  his  fortunę  sunk  ; 
His  brothers  fleece  him  wben  he  's  dranic. 

(own  the  morał  not  enrat : 
Besides,  thte  tale'  is  false  in  fact ; 
And  so  absurd,  tbat  could  I  raise  up 
From  6elds  Rlysian,  fabling  iEsop, 
I  wouid  aceuse  him  to  his  race 
For  libeling  the  fonr-foot  race. 
Creatures  of  every  kind  but  oura 
Well  comprehend  their  natoral  powers  ; 
While  we,  wbom  reąton  ooght  to  swaf  # 
Mistake  Our  talents  every  day. 
The  aas  was  never  knowu  so  atapid 
To  act  the  part  of  Tray  or  Cupidi 
Nor  leaps  upon  bis  master's  iap^ 
There  to  be  strok'd,  and  fed  wkh  ptaa, 
to  JEJKp  wouid  the  world  persuade  ; 
He  betUr  understaadi  ais  trade : 
Nor  oómes,  whęwe'er  his  lady  whiatkay 
But  carp-s  loads,  and  foeds  on  thistiaa. 


THE  PARSON'S  CASE. 


A  LOVE  SONG. 


Sf* 


Our  au*hor's  meaning,  I  presame,  k 
A  creatnre  bipet  et  impłmnis ; 
Wherein  the  mora  list  design'd 
A  coinptimeot  od  human-kiad : 
For  herc  he  owns,  that  now  and  then, 
Beasts  may  degenerat*  kito  men. 


A  DVI  CE  TO  A  PARSON.    1732. 

Wouu»  yon  riie  in  the  ckurch  f  be  stupid  and  duli  • 
Be  empty  of  learniug,  of  inrolence  fuli ; 
Though  lewd  and  immoral,  be  formal  and  grsre, 
In  flattery  an  artist,  in  fawning  a  slave  : 
No  merit,  no  science,  no  virtue,  13  wanting 
In  him  that  's  accompHshM  in  cringing  and  canting. 
Be  studious  to  practls e  true  meanneu  of  spirji  ; 
For  «ho  but  lord  Bołton  *  was  raitred  for  Merit  f 
"Would  yon  wish  to  be  wrapt  in  a  rochet  f  in  short, 
Be*pt*<d  and  proftme  as  F— n  or  Horte  ». 


THE  HARDSHIP  UPOK  THE  LADTES. 

1733. 

Poor  ladies !  though  their  ^usiness  be  to  playf 
Tis  hani  the}'  must  be  busy  ui^ht  and  day  : 
Why  should  they  want  the  priiilege  of  men, 
Nor  take  some  smali  dhersions  aow  aod  then  r 
Had  women  been  the  makers  of  our  lawa 
(And  why  they  were  not,  I  can  aee  no  cąuse), 
The  men  should  slave  at  cards  from  mora  Ciii  ajghfej 
And  female  pleasures  be  to  read  and  writp. 


THE  PARSO&S  CASE* 

That  yon,  friend  Marcus,  like  a  stoicy 
Cad  wish  to  die  in  strams  heroic. 
No  real  fortitude  implies : 
Yet,  all  amst  own,  thy  wish  is  wisa. 
Thy  curate**  płace,  thy  frnitfal  wiie, 
Thy  busy  drudging  scenę  of  We, 
Tny  insofent,  i  Hi  tera  te  vkar, 
Thy  want  of  all-consoling  liquor, 
Thy  tkraad  bare  gown,  thy  cassoc  rent, 
Thy  credit  rank,  thy  money  spent, 
Thy  week  madę  up  of  fa»ting-dayg, 
Thy  grale  anconscious  of  a  blaze, 
And,  to  complete  thy  other  curses, 
Theątiarterły  demaods  of  uurses, 
Are  iils  ynu  wisely  wish  to  leavey 
And  Ay  for  refuge  to  the  grave : 
And,  oh,  what  virtue  yon  ejcpress, 
(n  wlshing  soch  aftiietions  less  ! 

But,  now,  should  Fortune  shift  the  scenę, 
And  make  thy  curateship  a  dean  i 
Or  some  rich  benefice  provide, 
Tb  pamper  luxury  and  pride ; 
With  labottr  smałł,  and  iacosnw  great ; 
With  cbariot  less  for  use  tban  state ; 
With  swelling  searf  and  giossy  gown, 
And  licence  to  reAide  hrtown; 
76  solne,  where  ałl  the  gay  resort, 
At  cooesrtft,  eerffee-aeuse,  ox  court, 
And  weekly  perseeute  his  graoe 
WHh  visjts,  or  to  beg  a  plaee ; 
With  oadedtngs  thy  flook  to  teach, 
With  no  desire  to  pray  or  preach ; 
With  haughty  spouse  in  vesture  6ne, 
With  nlenteous  meals  and  generous  winę  ; 
WouWst  thou  not  wish,  in  so  much  ease, 
rby  years  as.mimerous  as  tby  .days  ? 

J  Then  archbishop  of  CashelL 
'  ^JttthattimebishopofKiimoTt 


A  LOVE  SOXG, 

«N   THB  lffOPEK*  TASTB.       173& 

FunrEaiNo  spread  thy  partia* sssuods, 
Gentle  Cupid,  o'er  my  beart; 

I  a  siara  in  thy  dosninions ; 
Naturę  must  give  way  to  art. 

BfUd  Arcadians,  ever  blooming, 
Nightly  nodding  o'er  your  flocka. 

See  my  weary  days  consuming 
All  beneath  yon  flowery  rocks. 

Thns  the  Cyprian  goddess  weepmg 
MournM  Adonis,  darling  youth  t 

Him  the  boar,  in  stleoce  creepłng, 
Gor'd  with  unrelenting  tooih. 

Cynthia,  tnne  harmonious  mimber*  { 
Fair  Discretion,  string  the  lyre  ! 

Sooth  my  ever-waking  siumbers  j 
Bright  Apollo,  lend  thy  choir. 

Gloomy  Pluto,  king  of  terrours, 
Armłd  in  adamantine  chains, 

Lead  me  to  the  crystal  mirrors 
Watering  soft  Elysian  plains. 

Mournful  cypress,  ▼erdant  willow, 

Oilding  my  A«relia's  brows, 
Morpheus,  hovering  &er  my  pillow, 

Hear  me  pay  my  dying  vams. 

Melancholy  smooth  Ma&ander, 

Swiftly  purling  in  a  round, 
On  thy  margin  lovers  wander, 

With  thy  flowery  chaplets  crowa^ 

Thui  when  Philomela  drooping 

Softly  seeks  her  siłent  matę, 
See  the  bird  of  Juno  stooping ; 

Melody  resigns  to  fate. 


ONTHSwoant 
BROTJIEU  PROTESTANTA 

FBLLOfT  CHRISTIANS, 

SO  FAWIŁIARŁT  UIED    BY    THE    AD70CATHS  TOB  TBB 
BBPBAL  OPTHB  TBST-ACT  IH  IBBŁAMD.      1733. 

An  innndataon,  says  the  fable 
0,erflow'd  a  famer^s  barn  and  stable : 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Whole  ricks  of  bay,  and  stackf  of  córo, 
Werę  down  the  sudden  current  borne  j 
While  thingt  of  beterogeneous  kind 
Together  float  with  tide  and  wind. 
The  generous  wheat  forgot  its  pride, 
And  sailU  with  litter  side  by  side ; 
Uniting  all,  to  show  their  amity, 
Af  in  a  generał  calamtty. 
A  bali  of  new-dropt  horse's  dung, 
Mingling  with  applet  in  the  throug, 
Said  to  the  pippin  plomp  and  prim, 
"  See,  brother,  how  we  apples  swim.* 

Thus  Lamb,  renownM  for  cutting  corns , 
Aa  offerM  fee  of  Radfcliff  scornt : 
"  Not  for  the  world — we  doctors,  brother, 
Musi  taka  no  feei  of  one  another." 
Thus  to  a  dean  soroe  oorate  sloven 
Subscribes,  "  Dear  sir,  your  brother  toriog." 
Thus  all  the  footmen,  shoe-boys,  porters, 
Ahont  St  Jamert,  ery,  "  We  courtiers." 
Thus  H—e  in  the  bonie  will  prate, 
"  Sir,  we  the  minister*  of  state." 
Thus  at  the  bar  the  blockhead  Bettesworth, 
Hiongh  hatf  a  crown  o'erpays  his  sweat's  wortb, 
Who  knows  in  law  nor  text  nor  margent, 
Calls  Singleton  hii  brother  sergeant 
And  thua  fanatic  sarots,  though  neither  iu 
Doctrine  nor  discipline  our  brethren, 
Are  Brother  Protestanta  and  Christiana, 
As  much  as  Hebrews  and  Philistines : 
Bat  in  no  other  sense,  than  naturę 
Has  madę  a  rat  our  fcllow-creature. 
Lice  from  your  body  snck  their  fbod ; 
Bat  is  a  loute  your  fleah  and  blood  ? 
Though  bom  of  human  fllth  and  swcat,  it 
May  as  well  be  said  man  did  beget  it : 
But  maggots  in  your  nose  and  cbin 
As  well  may  claini  you  for  their  kin. 

Yet  critics  may  object,  "  Why  not  i » 
Since  lice  are  brethren  to  a  Scot : 
Wbich  madę  our  swarm  of  sects  determine 
Employments  for  thejr  brother  vermin. 
But  be  they  English,  Irish,  Soottash, 
What  Protestant  can  be  so  sottisb, 
While  o'er  the  church  these  ctonds  are  gathering, 
To  cali  a  swarm  of  lice  bk  brethren ) 

As  Moses,  by  dirine  advice, 
In  Egypt  tarnd  the  dust  to  lice ; 
And  as  our  sects.  by  alt  dćscriptionfl, 
Have  bearts  morę  harden'd  than  Egyptians ; 
Am  from  the  trodden  dust  they  spring, 
And,  turnM  to  lice,  infest  the  king : 
For  pity's  sake,  it  would  be  just, 
A  rod  should  turn  {hem  back  to  dust. 

Let  folka  in  high  or  holy  stations 
Be  proud  of  owning  suoh  relations  j 
Let  courtien  hug  thera  io  their  bosom, 
As  if  they  were  afraid  to  loae  'em : 
While  1,  with  hnmble  Job,  had  rather 
Say  to  corniption— "  Tbou'rt  my  fother." 
For  be  that  haa  so  liitte  wit 
Te  nouiif  h  vtrmin#  may  ba  kit. 


THE  YAHO&S  OYBBTHMOWi 

oa, 
THE  KEVAN  BALYS  NEW  BALLAD^ 

UPOM  SERC  KANT  KITt's  nCSVLTt*Q  TBB  ***& 
TO  THE  T»NB  OF  u  DlJttT  BOW*.*9 

Jołły  boya  of  St  Kevan's,  St  Patrick*,  Donore, 
And  Smithfield,  I  »ll  tell  you,  if  not  tołd  before, 
How  Bettesworth,  that  booby,  and  scoundrel  hi  graią, 
Hatb  insulted  us  all  by  insulting  the  dean. 

Knock  kim  donn,  down,  darnnt  knoć*  mm  dem** 

The  dean  and  his  merits  we  ererr  ene  know;    ^ 
But  this  skip  of  a  lawyer,  were  the  de'el  did  he  grow  f 
How  greater  his  merft  at  FouT-courts  or  Honse. 
Than  the  berking  of  Towzer,  or  leap  of  a  lonse  ? 

Knock  kun  dam*,  fce, 

That  he  came  from  the  Tempie,  nie  niomlade 

show  ;  ł 

But  wbere  his  deep  law  is,  lew  mortak  yet  kssmr : 
His  rhetoric,  bombast,  silly  jesta,  are  by  far 
Morę  like  to  lampooning,  than  ptaedmg  at  bax. 

^  Knock  kim  down,  kc, 

This  pedlar,  at  speaking  and  makmg  of  laws, 
Hath  met  with  returns  of  all  sorts  bot  smnlauae; 
Has,  with  noise  and  odd  gestnres,  been  pręta*  some 

years, 
What  honester  folki  nero  durtt  for  their  ears. 

Knock  kim  down,  &«- 

Of  all  Bizet  and  sorts,  the  fanatical  crew 

Are  his  Brother  Protestanta,  good  men  and  trae; 

Red  bat,  and  Wue  bounet,  and  turbent  »e  the  tama : 

What  the  de'el  is  H  to  hhn  whenoe  the  dertt  they 

#a%  came? 

^*  Knock  Urn  dtmm,  kc 

Hobbes,  Tindal,  and  Woolston,  and  Colliua,  aad 
Nayler, 
^tmI  Muggleton,  Toland,  and  Bradłey  the  taBor, 
Are  Christians  alike ;  and  it  may  be  a*8""*^ 
lie  »s  a  ChrUtian  as  good  as  the  rest  of  tke  hord. 

Knock  kim  dsww,  se. 

He  ouly  the  riahU  of  the  clergy  debatea,  [łatei 
llieir  riglits !  their  iaaportance !  We  Tl  set on>ntv 
On  their  tithes  at  talf-nothing,  their  pnestkood  at 

less:  

What  »s  next  to  be  voted,  with  ease  you  May  goja. 

Knock  kim  durnn,  fcc. 

At  length  his  old  master  (I  neei  not  biot  name) 
To  this  damnable  speaker  had  longow'*  a  shame; 
Wben  his  speech  came  abroad,  he  paad  hisn offekaą 
By  leaving  him  under  the  pen  of  the  dean. 

7  Knmk  kim  efasm,  fcc 

He  ktndled,  as  if  the  whole  aatbe  had  been 
T\)e  oppression  of  virtae,  nofwages  of  sm  z 
He  began,  as  hc  bragg'd,  wHfc  a  rant  and,  a  nmr; 
He  bragg'd  how  he  boutc^d,  and  he  swore  how  hf 

sworc. 

Knock  kbn  dmm,  kc 


Though  he  cringM  to  his  deansbip  m  rery  fcsr 
.  strains, 

To  others  he  boasted  of  knocking  out  brama. 
And  alitting  of  noses,  and  cropping  of  ears,  fihm 
While  bis  own  «5a's  zaggs  were  morę  fit  for  lat 

Knock  kim  down,  k*. 


ON  POETRY. 


*tf 


On  th»  worrier  of  deans  whene*er  we  can  hit, 
MTe  'II  show  bim  the  way  bow  to  crop  and  to  slit ; 
We  11  teach  bim  some  better  address  to  afibrd 
Iw  the.  desa  of  all  deans,  though  be  wears  not  a 

Knock  kim  down,  &C 

We  'U  colt  bim  througb  Kevan,  St  Patrick'*, 
Donore, 
And  Smithfield,  ai  Rap  was  nełer  colted  before ; 
We  11  oil  bim  witb  kennel,  and  powder  bim  witb 
A  modna  rigbt  fit  for  insulters  of  deans.       [graras, 

Knock  kim  down,  &c. 

And,  wben  this  w  over,  we  Ml  make  bim  amends  j 
To  the  dean  be  sball  go;  tbey  thall  kiss  and  be 

friends : 
Bot  bow  ?  Why,  the  dean  sball  to  bim  disclose 
A  foce  for  to  kiss,  without  eyes,  ears,  or  nose. 

Knock  kim  down,  &c. 

If  you  say  this  is  bard  on  a  man  tbat  is  reckon'd 
That  Sergeant  at  law  whom  we  cali  Kitę  the  second, 
Yoo  mistake  j  for  a  slave,  who  will  coax  his  supe- 

nora, 
May  be  proud  to  be  lickmg  a  great  man*s  posterior*. 
v  Knock  kim  down,  &c. 

What  care  we  bow  high  rnns  his  passion  or  pride  ? 
Thougb  bis  sonl  be  despises,  be  values  bis  hide ; 
Then  fear  not  bis  tongue,  or  his  sword,  or  his  knife ; 
He  'II  take  his  revenge  on  his  innocent  wife. 

Knock  kim  down?  down,  down,  kcep  kim  down. 


ON  THE 

ARCHBtSHOP  OF  CASHEL, 
AND  BETTESITORTH. 

DiAi  Dick,  pr^ythee  tell  by  what  passion you  movc  ? 
The  world  is  in  doubt,  whether  hatrcd  or  lorę  ; 
And,  wbile  at  good  Cashel  you  raił  with  sucb  spite, 
Tbey  shrewdly  suspect  it  is  all  but  a  bite. 
Von  certamly  know,  though  ko  loudly  you  vapour, 
His  spite  cannot  wouod,  who  attempted  tbe  Drapier. 
Then,  p^ythee,  roflect,  take  a  word  of  advice ; 
And,  as  your  oki  wont  is,  cbange  sidcs  in  a  trice : 
On  his  tirtues  hołd  forth ;  'tis  tbe  very  best  wa>  3 
And  say  of  the  man  what  all  honest  men  say. 
But  if,  still  obdurate,  your  anger  reniain* ; 
If  still  your  foul  bosóm  morę  rancour  contains ; 
Say  men  morę  thaa  tbey ;  nay,  lavishly  flatter, 
Tis  your  gross  panegyrics  alone  can  bespatter : 
For  tbine,  my  dear  Dick,  give  me  lcave  to  speak 

plain, 
Ijke  a  Tery  fonl  mop,  djrty  morę  than  tbey  clean. 


ON  POETRY: 
A  RHAPSODY.     1733. 

All  buman  race  wonld  min  be  witt% 
And  miliions  miss  for  one  that  bita. 
Young/s  unhrersal  passkm,  fride, 
Wat  never  known  to  sprano  so  wide. 
Say,  Britam,  conld  you  e*er  boast 
Ulree  poeta  in  an  ąge  at  most  ? 


Out  chilling  climate  bardly  bears 
A  sprig  of  bays  in  fifty  years ; 
Wbile  every  fool  bis  claim  alledgei, 
As  if  it  grew  in  common  bedges. 
What  reason  can  there  be  assignM 
For  this  peirersness  in  the  mind  ? 
Brutes  And  out  where  tbeir  taients  lie  t 
A  beat  will  not  attempt  to  fly  ; 
A  founderYl  kor$e  w\\\  oft  debatę, 
Before  be  tries  a  five  barrtt  gate ; 
A  dog  by  instinct  turns  aside, 
Who  sees  the  ditcb  too  deep  and  wide. 
But  man  we  find  the  only  creature 
Who,  led  by  foUy,  combats  naturę ; 
Who,  wben  tke  loudly  cries,  for  beat, 
With  obstinacy  ftces  there ; 
And,  where  his  genius  least  inclines, 
Absurdly  bends  his  wnole  design* 

Not  empire  to  the  rising  Sun 
By  Talour,  conduct,  fortunę  won  ; 
Not  highest  witdom  in  debatet 
For  framing  laws  to  gorern  statet j 
(fot  sktU  in  sciences  profound, 
So  large  to  grasp  tbe  circle  round ; 
Such  heavenly  influence  renuire, 
As  bow  to  strike  the  MtuSs  igrę. 

Not  beggart  brat  on  bulk  begot ; 
Not  basUrd  of  a  pedlar  Scot ; 
Not  boy  brought  up  to  cleaning  shoes, 
The  spawn  of  Bridewell  or  tbe  stews ; 
Not  infaats  dropt,  the  spurious  ptedges 
Of  gipsie*  littering  nnder  bedges  5 
Are  fco  disqualify*d  by  tatę 
To  rise  in  ckurck,  or  law,  or  stałe, 
As  be  whom  Phcebus  in  his  ire 
Hath  blastcd  witb  poetic  Are. 

What  bope  of  enstom  in  the/etr* 
Wbile  not  a  soul  demands  your  ware  l 
WUere  you  have  nothing  to  produce 
Fur  prrrate  life,  or  puMic  use  ? 
Court,  city,  country,  want  you  not ; 
You  cannot  bribe,  betray,  or  plot 
For  poets,  law  makes  no  prortsion  ; 
Tbe  wealthy  have  you  in  derision : 
Of  state  anairs  you  cannot  smatterg 
Are  awkward  wben  you  try  to  flatter : 
Your  portioo,  taking  Britain  round, 
Was  just  one  annual  bundred  pound  $ 
Now  not  so  much  as  in  remarader, 
Since  Cibber  brought  in  an  attainder; 
For  evcr  AVd  by  right  dmne 
(A  monarch's  rigbt)  on  Orub-street  linę, 

Poor  starreling  bard,  bow  smali  thy  gains  l 
How  unproportion'd  to  thy  pains ! 
And  berę  a  simiie  comes  pat  in : 
Though  ckicken*  take  a  month  to  fatteu, 
The  guests  in  less  than  half  an  hour 
Will  morę  than  half  a  score  derom*. 
So,  after  toiling  twenty  days 
To  earn  a  stock  of  pence  and  praise, 
Thy  labours,  grown  the  crttic's  prey> 
Are  swallow'd  o'er  a  diab  of  tea  $ 
Gone  to  be  nerer  heard  of  morę, 
Gone  where  the  cJuckem  went  before. 

How  sbaM  a  new  attempter  learn 
Of  different  spirits  to  discern^ 
And  bow  dittmguish  wbtcb  it  which, 
Tbe  poetfi  Tein,  er  scribbling  Hch  } 


^  » 


fis 


SWIFT5  POEMS. 


Then  hear  an  old  experienc'd  sinner 
Instructing  thus  a  young  beginner. 

Consult  yourself ;  and  if  you  find 
A  powerful  impulse  urge  your  miód, 
Impartial  judge  witbin  your  breast 
Wbat  subject  you  can  manage  best ; 
Whether  your  genius  most  inclines 
To  satire,  praise,  or  humorous  lioes, 
To  elegies  in  mournful  tonę, 
Or  prologue  sent  froro  band  unknown. 
Tben,  rising  with  Aurora'8  light, 
The  Muse  invok'd,  sit  down  to  write  ; 
Biot  out,  correct,  insert,  reiioe, 
Enlarge,  dimin>£h,  interline ; 
Be  mindful,  when  inrentiou  fails, 
To  scratch  your  htad,  and  bite  your  naiUu 

Your  poem  fini*h'd,  next  your  care 
Is  needful  to  transeribe  it  fair. 
In  modern  wit  all  printedtrash  ia 
Set  off  with  minierous  breaks  and  dashes. 

To  statesmen  w  on  Id  you  give  a  wipe, 
You  print  rt  in  Ualic  ttjpt* 
When  Jetters  are  in  vulgax  shapes, 
Tis  ten  lo  one  the  wit  eścapes  : 
But,  w  hen  in  cap /t  ais  ezprest, 
The  dulJest  reader  smokes  the  jest : 
Or  el  e  perhaps  łie  may  invent 
A  better  than  tbe  poet  meant ; 
As  learned  coromeutators  view 
In  Homer  morę  than  Homer  knew. 

Your  poom  in  its  modi&h  drets, 
Coirrotly  titted  for  the  press, 
Convey  by  p<-nny-po:>t  to  Lintot, 
But  U  t  no  friend  alire  look  into  't. 
If  Liotot  thinks  'twill  quit  the  cost, 
You  nced  not  fear  your  labour  lost : 
And  new  agreeably  surpris'd 
Are  you  to  see  jt  adverlU»*d  ! 
The  Law  ker  shows  you  one  in  print, 
As  fresh  as  farthings  froin  the  miot : 
The  product  of  your  toil  and  sweating  ; 
A  basta rd  of  your  own  bcgettiig. 

Be  suro  at  V  ili's,  the  foilnwing  day, 
Lie  snuj:,  and  hear  what  critics  say  , 
And,  if  you  find  the  generał  yogue 
Pronounees  you  a  *.tnpid  rogue, 
Damns  ali  your  thougUsas  Iow  and  Httle, 
Sit  st.il I,  and  swallow  clown  your  spittle. 
Be  silent  as  a  połitician, 
Tor  talking  may  lx>,el  mspicion  : 
Or  praise  the  judgmrnt  of  the  town, 
And  help  yourself  to  run  it  down. 
Give  up  your  fond  patem  al  pridef 
Kor  argue  on  the  weaker  side : 
For  poetns  read  wilhout  a  name 
Wejustly  praise,  orjustly  blame  ; 
And  critics  have  no  partia!  >iews, 
Kxcept  tl.ey  know  whom  they  abuse  : 
And,  sińce  you  iuł,er  provoke  their  spite, 
Dep<nd*upon  't  their  judgemeut  's  righŁ. 
But  if  you  blab,  you  are  undone : 
Consider  w  hal  a  risk  you  run : 
You  lose  your  credit  all  at  once ; 
The  town  will  mark  you  for  a  dunce ; 
The  vilest  doggrel,  Gxub  street  sends, 
Will  pass  for  yours  with  fors  and  friends; 
And  you  must  bear  the  whole  disgrace, 
Tili  some  fresk  btockhead  takes  your  place. 


Your  secret  kepi,  yoor  poem  srak, 
And  sent  in  quires  to  linę  a  trunk, 
If  still  you  he  dispo»'d  to  rhyme, 
Go  try  your  band  a  second  time, 
Again  you  fail :  yet  Safe  *»  the  word  j 
Take  courage,  and  attempt  a  third. 
But  first  with  care  employ  your  thougbts- 
Where  critics  mark'd  your  fbrmer  (aults  ; 
The  trivial  turns,  tbe  borrowM  wity 
The  similcs  that  nothing  fit ; 
The  cani  which  erery  fool  repeata, 
Town  jests  and  coffee-house  conceits; 
Descriptions  tedious,  flat  and  dry, 
and  introduc'd  the  Lord  knows  wby  : 
Or  where  we  find  yoor  fury  set 
Against  the  harmless  alpbabet ; 
On  A's  and  B's  your  maltee  rent, 
Whiłe  readers  wonder  whom  you  neant ; 
A  public  or  a  private  robher, 
A  stałesman  or  a  South-sea  jobber  ; 
A  prelate  who  no  God  belteves ; 
A  parliament,  or  den  of  tbieves  ; 
A  pick-purse  at  the  bar  or  bench  ; 
A  dutehess,  or  a  suburb-weach : 
Or  oftł,  when  epithets  you  link 
In  gaping  lines  to  fili  a  chink  ; 
Like  steppin^-btones  to  save  a  stride, 
In  street*  where  kennels  are  too  wide; 
Or  like  a  heel-piece,  to  support 
A  crippłe  with  one  foot  too  short ; 
Or  like  a  bridge,  that  joins  a  mariah 
To  moorlands  of  a  diflerent  parish. 
So  have  I  seen  ill-coupled  hounds 
Drag  different  ways  in  miry  gioonds. 
So  geographers  in  Afric  maps 
With  savage  pictures  fili  their  gapa, 
And  o'er  unhabitable  downs 
Place  elephants  for  want  of  towns. 

But,  though  you  miss  your  third  essay, 
You  need  not  throw  your  pen  away. 
Tay  now  aside  al!  thoughts  of  famę, 
To  spring  morę  profitable  gamę. 
From  paity-merit  seek  support ; 
The  vilcst  verse  thrives  best  at  court. 
A  pamphiet  in  sir  Cob's  defence 
Will  never  fail  to  bring  in  pence : 
Nor  be  concem'd  about  the  sale, 
He  pays  bis  workmen  on  the  nail. 

A  prince,  the  moment  he  is  crown'd, 
Inherits  everv  virtue  round, 
As  emblems  of  the  sovereign  power, 
Like  other  banbles  in  the  Tower ; 
Is  generous,  raliant,  just,  and  wise. 
And  so  continues  till  he  dies : 
His  humhle  tenate  this  professes, 
In  all  their  sfrteches,  cotes,  addreuttm 
But  once  you  fix  him  in  a  tomb, 
His  virtues  fade,  bis  vices  bloom  ; 
And  each  perfection  wrong  imputed, 
Is  fu  Uy  at  his  death  confuted. 
Tbe  loads  of  poems  in  his  praise, 
Ascending,  make  one  funeral  blaze : 
As  soon  as  you  can  hear  his  knelł, 
This  god  on  Earth  tnma  devil  in  Heli  2 
And  lo !  bis  ministers  of  state, 
TransfbrmM  to  imps,  his  leree  wtót; 
Where,  in  the  sceacs  of  endka 
They  ply  their  fonner  sito  helów  ^ 
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And,  as  they  sail  m-ChaiWs  bont, 
Contrive  to  bribe  the  judge's  vote  j 
To  Cerberus  they  give  a  sop, 
His  triple-barking  iDouth  to  stop  ; 
Or  in  the  ivory  gate  of  drcams 
Project  excise  and  South-sea  schemes  j 
Or  hire  the  party-namphJeteers 
To  set  Klysium  by  the  ears. 

Then,  poet,  if  you  meao  to  thri*e, 
Employ  your  Muse  on  kiugs  alivc ; 
With  prudence  gathering  up  a  eiuster 
Of  ałl  the  Yirtues  yoii  can  master, 
Which,  formM  into  a  gar  land  sweet, 
Lay  bumbly  at  your  monarcho  feet; 
Who,  as  the  odours  reach  his  throoe, 
Will  suiile,  am)  tliink  theui  alł  his  owo; 
For  łan-  and  cotpeł  both  determtne 
Ali  virtues  kxlge  in  royal  ermine: 
(I  mean  the  oracles  <if  both, 
Who  sball  depose  it  ujion  oath.) 
Your  garland  in  the  fohowing  reign, 
Change  but  the  names,  will  do  again. 

But,  if  yon  think  tbis  trade  too  bas*. 
( Which  seldom  n  the  dunoe's  case) 
Put  on  the  cntic^s  braw,  and  sit 
At  Will'8  the  puoy  judge  of  wit 
A  nod,  a  shrug,  a  scornful  smile, 
Witb  caution  iw'd,  may  serve  a  while. 
Proceed  no  further  in  your  part, 
Before  you  learn  the  term*  of  art; 
For  you  can  never  be  too  (lir  gone 
In  afl  our  modem  critkfs  jargon  : 
Then  talk  with  morę  authentic  face 
Of  uniłies,  in  thnt  and  plac*  ; 
Get  scraps  of  Horace  from  yonr  frlends, 
And  have  them  at  your  fingere  andBj 
Leara  Aristoltfs  nile*  by  »te, 
And  at  all  hazards  bokHy  quote j 
Judicious  Rymer  oft'  rerów, 
Wise  Denois,  and  profimnd  Bossu ; 
Read  all  the  prtfaces  of  Dryden, 
For  these  our  crilics  much  confide  in 
(Though  merely  writ  at  first  for  fiUinjr, 
To  raise  the  Yolum«'s  price  a  sh  ii  ling). 

A  forward  critic  often  dupes  us 
With  sham  ąnotations  pert  kup  sous ; 
And  if  we  bave  not  read  T/mginus, 
Will  majesterially  outshine  us. 
Then,  lest  witb  Greek  he  oror-ron  ye, 
Procure  the.  book  for.love  or  money, 
Translated  from  Boiłeaii'3  translation, 
And  quote  guotation  on  auotatwn. 

At  Will'*  you  hear  a  poem  read, 
Where  Battus,  from  the  table  head, 
Reclining  on  his  elbow-cbair, 
Gives  judgement  with  deoisive  air; 
To  whom  the  tribe  of  cireling  wita 
As  to  an  oracie  submits, 
He  gives  directions  to  the  town, 
To  ery  it  up  or  run  it  down  ; 
Like  cuurtiers,  when  they  send  a  notę, 
Instructmg  members  baw  to  rotę. 
He  seta  the  stamp  of  bad  and  good, 
Though  not  a  wart  be  undeietood. 
Your  lesson  learn'd,  yon  Mi  ba  seowa 
To  get  the  name  of  connoitteur : 
And",  when  yonr  merita  once  are  known> 
Prawe  duciples  of  yow  own. 


For  poete  (you  can  never  want  'etn) 

Spread  through  Augusta  Triuobantum, 

Computiog  by  tbeir  pecks  of  coaJs, 

Amount  to  just  nioc  thousand  souls : 

These  o'er  their  proper  districts  govera, 

Of  wit  and  huinour  judges  sovereign. 

In  every  strect  a  city-berd 

Rules,  like  an  alcfeennan,  his  ward  ; 

His  indisputed  rigUU  estend 

Through  all  the  lane,  from  end  to  end  ; 

The  neigbbours  round  admire  bis  ikrewdness 

For  soogs  of  Łoyaltjf  and  lewdntu; 

Out-done  by  nonę  in  rhyming  well, 

Although  he  never  learn'd  to  speli. 

Two  bordering  wits  cuntend  for  glory ; 
And  one  is  Whig,  and  one  is  Tory : 
And  this  for  epics,  clairas  the  bays, 
And  that  for  elegiac  lays  * 
Some  fam'd  for  numhera  soft  and  smooth, 
By  lovers  spuke  in  Punch's  boóth  r 
And  some  as  justly  famę  extołs 
For  lody  liues  in  Smithfield  droHs. 
Bavius  in  Wapping  gains  renowi, 
And  Mawiuś  reigns  o'er  Kenush-town : 
Tigellius,  plac'd  in  Phosbus1  car, 
From  Ludgate shinea toTeinple-bar : 
Harmonious  Cibber  entertaina 
The  court  with  annual  birth-day  strains  ; 
Whencę  Oay  was  baniah'd  in  disgraee ; 
Where  Pope  will  nerer  show  his  face ; 
Where  Young  must  torturę  his  in»ention 
To  flatter  knatei,  or  Lose  his  pensum. 

But  these  are  not  a  thouaandth  part 
Of  jobbers  in  the  poet^  art, 
Attending  each  his  proper  station, 
And  all  in  due  subordination, 
Through  every  altey  to  be  fbund, 
In  garrets  high,  or  uuder  ground  ; 
And  when  they  join  their  pericraniesf 
Out  skips  a  book  of  misceUanies, 
Hobbes  clearly  prores  tbat  every  craatuiw 
Lives  in  a  state  uf  war  by  naturę. 
The  greater  for  the  smaileet  watch, 
But  meddle  seldom  with  their  matoh» 
A  whale  of  moderate  size  will  draw 
A  shoal  of  herrings  down  his  maw; 
A  fox  with  geese  his  belly  crams ;      • 
A  wolf  destroj'8  a  thousand  lambs: 
But  search  among  the  rhyming  race, 
The  brave  are  worry'd  by  the  basa. 
If  on  Parnassus'  top  you  sit, 
You  rarely  bite,  are  always  bit. 
Each  poet  of  inferior  size 
On  you  shalt  raił  and  criUcise, 
And  striye  to  tear  you  limb  from  limb  ; 
While  otbers  do  as  much  for  him. 

The  vermiri  only  tease  and  pinck 
Their  foes  superior  by  ao  inch. 
So,  naturalists  observe,  a  flea 
Hath  smaller  fleas  that  on  him  prey  ; 
And  these  have  smaller  stiil  to  bito  *em, 
And  so  proceed  ad  infinitum. 
Thus  every  poet  in  his  kind 
Is  bit  by  him  that  comes  bebind : 
Who,  though  too  little  te  be  seta, 
Can  tease,  and  gali,  and  gńre  the  spleen  j 
Cali  dunces  foois  and  sou*  of  wbores, 
Lay  Grub-street  at  eac^i  ath«r,i  doors  j 
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Łctol  Łbe  Greek  and  Roman  mastera, 
And  curse  our  modern  poetasters; 
Complain,  as  many  an  ancient  bard  did, 
How  genius  is  no  morę  rewarded  ; 
How  wrong  a  taste  pr«vails  among  ua ; 
How  much  our  ancestom  ouUung  us  ; 
Can  peraonate  an  awkwurd  aoorn 
For  those  who  are  not  poets  bom ; 
And  all  their  brotber-donoes  hub, 
W  bo  crowd  the  pres*  witb  bourly  trash. 

O  Grab.  etreet  I  how  do  I  bemoan  tbee, 
Whose  graceless  cbiWren  scorn  to  owo  tbee  I 
Their  filial  piety  forgot, 
Deny  their  country,  like  a  Scotj 
Thougb,  by  their  idiom  and  grimace, 
Tbey  aoon  betray  their  native  place. 
Yet  thou  hast  greater  cause  to  be 
AahamU  of  them,  than  they  of  tbee, 
Degenerate  from  their  ancient  brood, 
Since  first  tbc  court  allow'd  tbem  fbod. 

Remains  a  difflculty  still, 
Topurcha^e  famę  by  writing  UL 
Irom  Flecknoe  down  to  Howard'i  time, 
How  few  bave  reach'd  the  lam  tublme  ! 
For  when  oor  high-born  Howard  dy  d, 
Blackmore  alone  hit  place  su*ply'd : 
And,  lest  a  chasra  should  mtenrene, 
Wfien  deaih  had  finish'd  Blackmoral  reign, 
The  leaden  crown  devulv'd  to  thee, 
Great  poet  of  the  kottaw  tree. 
Butah!  how  uneecure  thy  tbrone ! 
A  thousand  barda  thy  rigbt  disown : 
Tbey  plot  to  turn,  in  ttctioot  seal, 
Duncenia  to  a  common  weml ; 
And  witb  rebelhous  arma  pretend 
An  equal  prnrilege  to  detcend, 

In  bulk  there  are  not  morę  degrees 
From  elephanis  to  miiet  in  cheese, 
Than  what  a  curkms  eye  may  tracę 
In  creatures  of  the  rhyming  race. 
From  bad  to  worse,  and  worse,  tbey  mil; 
But  who  can  reach.the  worat  of  all  ? 
For  though,  in  naturę,  depth  and  beight 
Are  equally  beld  iufinjte; 
In  poetry,  the  heigbt  we  know  ; 
'  fi»  only  infinite  below. 
For  instance  :  when  you  raahly  think, 
Ko  rbymer  can  like  Welsted  «nk. 
His  merits  balanc'd,  you  shall  And 
The  laureat  leares  hitu  far  behind. 
Concanneo,more  aspiring  bard, 
Soars  downwards  deeper  by  a  yard. 
Smart  Jemmy  Moor  witb  vigour  drops  i 
The  rest  pursue  as  thick  as  hops. 
With  heads  to  points  the  gulpb  tbey  enter, 
Iink'd  perpendicular  to  the  centrę ; 
And,  as  their  beels  elated  rise, 
Their  heads  attempt  the  nether  skies. 

Oh,  what  indignity  and  shame, 
To  prostitute  the  Muse>s  name ! 
By  flattermg  king*,  whom  Heaven  design 'd 
The  plagues  and  sconrges  of  mankind j 
Bred  up  in  ignorance  and  sloth, 
And  every  vice  that  nurses  both. 

Fair  Britain,  in  thy  monarch  blest, 
Whose  Tirtues  bear  the  strictest  test  j 
Wbom  never  faction  could  bespatter, 
Ker  minster  nor  poet  flatter; 


What  justice  hi  rewarding  merit  f 
What  magnanimity  of  spirit ! 
What  lineaments  dirine  we  tracę 
Through  all  bis  figurę,  rnein,  and  face  1 
Thougb  prace  with  olrve  bind  his  hands, 
ConressM  the  conouerrag  bero  stands. 
Hydaspes,  Indus,  and  the  Ganges, 
Dread  from  his  hand  impending  changea. 
From  nim  the  Tartar  and  Chinese, 
Short  by  the  knees,  entreat  for  peace. 
The  consort  of  bis  throne  and  bed, 
A  perfect  goddess  born  and  bred, 
Appointed  sorereign  judge  to  sit 
On  learning,  elocraence,  and  wit. 
Our  eldest  hope,  dirine  Idius, 
(Łatę,  very  latt,  oh  may  be  rule  us !) 
What  early  manhood  has  he  shown, 
Befbre  his  downy  beard  was  grown ! 
Then  think,  wbat  wondera  will  be  done, 
By  going  on  as  he  begun, 
An  hełr  for  Britain  to  secure 
As  long  as  Sun  and  Moon  endure. 

The  remnant  of  the  royal  blood 
Oomes  pouring  on  me  like  a  flood  j 
Bright  goddesses,  in  number  five ; 
Duke  William,  tweeteat  prince  au>r. 
Now  sing  the  minister  ąfitate, 
Who  shines  alone  without  a  matę. 
Observe  with  what  majestic  port 
This  Atias  stands  to  prop  the  court  i 
Intent  the  public  debts  to  pay, 
like  pradent  Pahras,  by  delay. 
Thou  great  Tieegerent  of  the  king, 
Thy  praises  evwy  Mnse  shall  sing  ? 
In  all  aflaira  thou  sole  director, 
Of  wit  and  learning  chief  protector  ; 
Though  smali  the  time  thou  hast  to  apue, 
The  cborch  is  thy  peculiar  cara. 
Of  pious  prełates  what  a  stock 
Youcboóse,  to  role  the  eabłe  flock  ? 
You  raise  the  honour  of  the  peerag*, 
Proud  to  attend  you  at  the  steerage. 
You  dignify  the  noble  race, 
Content  yourself  with  humbtar  place. 
Now  learning,  valour,  yirtue,  eense. 
To  titles  gire  the  sole  pretence. 
St  f.eorge  bebekl  tbee  with  delight 
Voucbsafe  to  be  an  azure  knight, 
Wben  on  thy  breasts  and  aides  Herculeam 
He  fix*d  the  tiar  and  ttring  eeruUam^ 

Say,  poet,  in  what  other  nation 
Shone  eter  such  a  cunstcllation  I 
Attend,  ye  Popes,  and  Youngs,  and  Gays, 
And  tune  your  barps,  and  straw  yoor  baje ; 
Yoor  panegyrics  herc  provide ; 
You  cannot  err  on  flattery^  side. 
Above  the  stars  ezalt  your  style, 
You  still  are  Iow  ten  thousand  mile. 
On  Lewis  all  his  barda  bestow'd 
Of  incense  many  a  thousand  load ; 
But  Europę  morthyd  his  pcidc, 
And  swore  the  fawning  rascals  1yVL 
Yet  what  the  world  refusM  to  Lewis, 
Apply'd  to  George,  ezactly  true  is. 
Exactlytruel  imridieus  poet ! 
Tis  fifty  thousand  times  below  tt 

Translate  me  now  some  linę*,  if  you  can, 
From  Yirgil,  Martini,  Orid,  Lucan. 
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^Slwy  could  afl  powar  in  Heeren  drtide, 
And  do  no  wrong  on  citber  §kk ; 
They  teach  you  bow  to  split *  hair, 
<3ive  George  and  Jove  an  equal  share, 
Yct  why  shoukl  we  be  lacU  so  strait  } 
1  *H  grre  my  monarcb  butter-weight. 
And  reason  good ;  lor  many  a  year 
Joto  never  inteimeddled nerę : 
Nor,  tbough  his  priesta  be  duły  paid, 
Did  eror  we  desire  his  aid : 
We  now  can  better  do  witbout  him, 
Since  Woobton  gave  us  armt  to  ront  bim. 
Otlera  dtńderantur. 


HORACE,  BOOK  IV.  ODE  XIX. 

WITATID. 

TO  HUMPHRY  FRENCH,  ESQ  K  1733. 

Patko*  of  the  tuneful  throng, 

Oh !  too  nice,  and  too  seyere ! 
Think  not  that  my  country  song 

ShaH  displesje  tby  honest  ear. 

Chosen  strains  I  prondly  brmg ; 

Which  the  Mnse's  sacred  cboh> 
Wben  they  gods  and  heroessing, 

Dictate  to  th'  harmoniów  lyre. 

Aneient  Homer,  princely  bard  ! 

Jnst  precedence  atill  mamtains; 
Whh  sacred  mptnre  stall  are  beard 

Theban  Pindar»i  lofty  strains. 

Still  the  oM  triumpbant  song, 

Which,  when  hated  tyrants  fell, 
Great  AIcsbus  boldly  rang, 

Wams,  tnstrucU,  and  pleases  well. 

Nor  bas  Time'*  all-darkening  shade 

In  obscore  oblmon  pressM 
What  Anacreon  laagh'd  and  play'd ; 

Gay  Anacreon,  drunken  priest  J 

Gentle  Sappho,  love-sick  Muse, 

Warms  the  heart  with  amorous  fire ; 

Still  her  tendcrest  notes  infuse 
MeHing  rapture,  soft  desire. 

Beauteous  Helen,  youngr  and  gay, 

By  a  painted  fopling  won, 
'Went  not  first,  mir  nympb,  astray, 

Fondly  pleas'd  to  bo  undone. 

Nor  young  Teucer's  slaughtenng  bow, 
Nor  bold  Hector'&  dreadful  sword, 

Alone  the  terrours  of  the  foe, 

Sow'd  the  field  with  hostile  blood. 

Many  raliant  chiefs  of  old 

Greatły  hVd  and  died,  before 
Agamemnon,  Grecian  bold, 

Wag'd  the  ten  years'  famous  war. 

But  their  names,  onsuog,  unwept, 

Unreoorded,  lost  and  gone, 
Łong  in  endless  night  have  slept, 

And  shall  now  no  morę  be  known. 

Virtoe,  which  the  poetfs  care 
Has  not  well  consign'd  to  famę, 
i,  as  m  the  sepoJcbre 
Some  old  king  withoot  a  name. 

1  Lord-mayor  of  Dublin*    2V« 


1  Bot,  O  Hnmphry,  great  mm  frae. 
Wbito  my  tnneral  songi  an 

OM  forgetfal  Time  on  thee 
Dark  oblirfon  ne*er  shall  spread. 

When  the  deep-cut  notes  shall  mde 
On  the  monldering  Parian  stone, 

On  the  brass  no  morę  be  read 
The  perishing  mscription ; 

Fbrgotten  all  the  enemies, 
Enróus  O        n's  eursed  spite. 

And  P— Pi  derogating  lies, 
Lost  and  sunk  in  Stygian  night; 

Still  thy  labour  and  thy  cara, 
What  for  DoUin  thon  hast  don*, 

In  fuli  lustre  shall  appear, 
And  ontahine  th'  unclouded  Son* 

Large  thy  mmd,  and  not  untried, ' 
For  Hibernia  now  doth  stand ; 

Tbrongh  the  calm,  or  mging  tida* 
Safc  condocts  the  sbip  to  land. 

Falsely  we  cali  the  rich  man  great  $ 

He  is  only  so  that  knows 
His  plentirai  or  smali  estate 

Wisely  to  enjoy  and  ule. 

He,  in  wealth  or  poverty, 
Fortumys  power  alike  defiet ; 

And  faJsehood  and  dishonesty 
Mora  than  death  abbors  and  flies  ł 

Flies  from  death !— No,  meets  it  brave\ 
Wben  the  sufiering  so  serere 

May  from  dreadful  bondage  sevc 
Clients,  frieods,  or  country  dear. 

This  the  sovereign  man,  ctomplete ; 

Hero;  patriot ;  glorious;  free ; 
Rich  and  wise ;  and  good  and  great; 

Geuerous  Humphry,  thou  art  He. 


A  NEW  SIM1LE  FOR  THE  LADIESL 
BY  DR.  SHERIDAN.     1733. 

To  make  a  writer  mim  his  end, 
You  've  nothing  else  to  do  but  mend. 

I  octem  tryM  in  vain  to  find 

A  timile  for  woman-kind, 

A  timile  I  mean  to  fit  'em, 

In  every  circumstance  to  hit  'cm. 

Through  every  beast  and  bird  1  went, 

I  ransack'd  every  element ; 

And  after  peeping  through  #dl  naturę, 

To  find  so  whfcnsical  a  creature, 

A  cłoud  presented  to  my  vicw, 

And  strait  this  parallel  I  drów 

Cloud*  tum  with  every  wiud  about ; 
They  keep  us  in  suspence  and  doubt ; 
Yet  oft  perrerse,  like  woman-kind, 
Are  seen  to  scud  against  the  wind : 
And  are  not  women  just  the  same  ? 
For,  wbo  can  tell  at  what  they  aim  f 

Cloud*  keep  the  stoutest  mortals  under, 
When  bellowmg  they  discharge  their  thunder : 
So  when  th'  aiarum-bell  is  rung 
Of  Xanti's  eTerJasting  tongue, 
The  busband  dreads  its  ioudness  morę 
Than  lightnin^s  flash,  or  tbu»dcr's  roar. 
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Cloudt  weep,  as  they  «b,  wkbont  nam  j 
And  what  are  tetra  bat  womao's  min  r 

The  cloudt  aboat  the  welkin  romm ; 
And  ładie*  nerer  stay  at  borne. 

The  cloudt  buHd  casUes  ia  the  ajrf 
A  thing  peculiar  to  the  fair ; 
For  all  the  schemes  of  their  forecastinf 
Are  not  morę  solid,  nor  morę  lasting. 

A  cloud  is  light  by  turns,  and  dark  $ 
Sueh  n  a  lady  with  ber  spark  : 
Now  with  a  6udden  pouting  gloom 
She  seems  to  darkeo  all  the  room  ; 
Agam  she  's  p!eas'd,  his  frars  beguHM, 
And  all  is  cleaT  when  she  bas  trail'dv 
In  this  they  're  woadrousry  alika 
(I  hope  the  timile  will  strike); 
Though  in  the  derkcst  dwwpg  yow  view  thcm, 
Stay  but  a  moment,  you  'K  see  tnrougb  them. 

The  cloudt  aie  aptto  make  reflectiun, 
And  frequentiy  produce  tnfectien; 
80  Caclia,  with  smaJl  prwoeation, 
Blasta  every  neighbour's  reputation/ 

The  cloudt  delight  in  gaudy  sbow 
(For  they,  like  ladies,  have  tłieir  bow)  3 
The  gravest  matron  will  cc  nfess, 
That  she  herself  in  fund  of  dres*. 

Observe  the  cloud*  in  pomp  arrayM, 
What  various  coloura  are  display  d  j 
The  pink,  the  rotę,  tbe  vtolet's  dye,  • 

In  that  great  drawing-room  the  ^ky  ; 
How  do  theae  cfcfier  from  our  graefs, 
In  garden  sitka,  brocades,  and  laces  ł 
Are  they  not  such  anotber  sight; 
When  met  upon  a  birth-day  night  ? 

The  cloud*  delight  to  cbange  their  faahioa  t 
(Dear  ladies,  be  not  in  a  pastion !) 
Kur  łet  this  whim  to  you  seem  strange, 
*Who  erery  hour  delight  in  change. 

In  them  and  you  alike  are  seon 
The  su  I  len  syinptoms  of  the  spleen  ; 
The  moment  that  your  vapoure  rise, 
We  see  tbem  dropping  from  your  eyes. 

In  evening  fair  you  may  behold 
The  cloudt  ara  fring*d  with  borrowM  gold; 
And  this  is  many  a  lady'8  casc, 
Who  flaunts  about  in  borrow'd  law»» 

Grata  matrons  are  Hke  chudt  of  tnow, 
Their  words  fali  tbick,  and  soft,  and  slow  ; 
While  brisk  coąuettes,  like  rattling  hail, 
Our  ear<  on  everv  side  assai). 

Cloudt,  when  they  intercept  our  sight, 
Deprive  as  of  celestial  Hght : 
So  when  my  Chloe  I  pursue, 
No  Heaven  hesides  I  havc  in  riew. 

Tłms.  on  comparison,  you  see, 
In  every  inHance  they  agree, 
So  like.  so  very  much  the  same, 
That  one  may  go  by  t'  othert  nam* 
Iet  me  proclaim  it  then  aloud, 
That  erery  woman  is  a  cloud. 


JNSWER.  BY  DR.  SWIFT. 

pRtswrrtrous  Bard !  how  could  you  darw 
A  woman  with  a  cloud  compare  ?    ' 
Strange  pride  and  insolenee  yon  shotr 
lnferior  mortab  thtrt  belo** 


And  is  our  thnaaar  m  yaur  aora 
So  frequeot  or  so  lond  as  theirs, 
Alas  I  our  thunder  aoau  goesout  * 
And  obły  make*  you  moce  devout. 
Then  is  not  femaie  cłatter  wocse, 
That  driTes  you  not  to  pmu,  bot  curte  f 

We  hardly  Urn.  der  tbrice  a  year ; 
The  bolt  dischargM,  tbe  aky  giuwa  cknr : 
But  erery  sublonary  dowdy, 
Tbe  morę  she  scolds,  tbe  morę  she  'a  ctastry* 

Some  critic,  may  object,  perhapa, 
That  cloudt  ara  blata'd  for  giring  c/aa*  ; 
£ut  what,  alas  !  are  ciapt  ethereal, 
Compar'd  for  mischief  to  renereal  ? 
Can  cloudt  give  buboes,  ukera,  blotches, 
Or  from  your  noses  dig  out  notebes  ? 
We  leąve  the  body  sweet  and  soond  i 
We  kill,  tis  tnie,  but  never  wound. 

You  know  a  cloudu  tfky  bespeaks 
Fair  weather  wban  tbe  morning  breaks; 
But  women  in  a  cloudy  plight 
Foretell  a  storm  to  latA  till  nigbt. 

A  cloud  in  proper  sea&on  pours 
His  blessings  down  in  fruitfui  Ujowersj. 
But  woman  was  by  fiato  designfd 
To  pour  down  curses  on  maukind. 

When  Sirius  o'er  the  welkin  ragess 
Our  kindiy  help  his  Are  assuages  -t 
But  woman  is  a  curst  inAamer, 
No  parish  duckingstool  can  tamę  ber : 
To  kindle  strife,  damo  Naturę  tanght  her  ^ 
Like  firc-works,  she  can  boro  in  water. 

For  nekłeness  how  durst  you  Uame  us, 
Wbo  for  our  constancy  are  Inmous } 
You  'U  see  a  cloud  in  gentke  weather 
Keep  the  ramę  fa.Ce  an  bour  toguber  ; 
WhiJe  women,  if  it  could  be  reckoo'd, 
Cbange  every  fbatare  every  aacond. 

Obserre  our  figura  in  a  moruing, 
Of  faul  or  fair  we  gire  you  warnina;  j 
But  can  you  gneaa  from  woman 's  au 
One  minutę,  whether  foul  or  fair  ? 

Go  read  in  ancient  books  enroird 
Wbat  honours  we  posse«s'd  of  obi. 

To  di^appoint  lxJonłs  rapc, 
Jovc  drast  a  cloud  in  Judo's  shape  ; 
Which  when  be  nad  enjoy'd,  he  sworew 
No  goddess  could  łiare  płeas'd  him  morw; 
No  differeuce  could  be  tind  between 
His  cloud  and  Jove's  imperial  qnaen : 
His  cloud  producM  a  race  of  Centaura, 
Fam'd  for  a  thousand  bold  adveoturea  ; 
From  ns  descended  ab  origine, 
By  learned  authors  caird  nubigetur. 
But  say,  wbat  eartbly  nymph  do  yoa  know, 
So  beautiful  to  pass  for  Juno  } 

Before  JEoeas  durst  aspire 
To  court  ber  majesty  of  Tyre, 
His  motber  begg'd  of  us  to  drets  hiro, 
That  Dido  migbt  the  morę  caress  bim  : 
A  coat  we  gave  him,  dy'd  in  grain, 
Aflaxen  wig  and  clóuded  cane 
(The  wig  was  powderM  round  with  aleet, 
Which  fell  in  cloudt  beneath  hw  feet), 
With  which  he  madę  a  tearing  show  ; 
And  Dido  qnickly  aw&d  Ihe  kotuu 

Among  your  fcmales  mąka  inquirie% 
What  nymph  on  Earth  so  fair  as  Irisł 
With  beavetily  beauty  so  endow'd  ł 
And  yet  her  fether  ia  a  chmdL 
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We  drett  her  in  a  gtrtd  brocade, 

Befitting  Juno's  favourite  maid. 

Tis  known,  that  Socrates  tbe  wise 
Ador*d  us  clouds  as  deities : 
To  us  be  madę  his  daily  prayers, 
As  Aristophanes  declares ; 
From  Jupiter  took  al!  dominion, 
And  dy'd  defendiog  his  opraion. 
By  his  authonfcy  'tia  płain 
You  worsbip  other  gods  in  ¥am, 
And  from  your  own  eaperience  know 
We  gove.n  all  things  Łhere  bełow. 
Yon  follow  where  we  please  to  guide ; 
0'er  all  your  pasaions  we  preside, 
Can  raise  them  up,  or  sink  ttiem  down, 
As  we  think  fit  to  smile  or  frown : 
And,  just  as  we  dispose  your  brain, 
Are  witty,  duli,  rojoice,  complain. 

Compare  us  then  to  female  race  ! 
We,  to  whom  all  the  gods  give  płace ! 
Who  better  challenge  your  ałlegiance, 
Because  we  dwell  in  higber  regions ! 
You  iind  tbe  gods  in  Homer  dwell 
In  seas  and  streams,  or  Iow  as  Heli : 
Ev:n  Jove,  and  Mercury  his  pitnp, 
No  higher  climb  thaa  mount  OJymp 
(Who  makes,  you  think,  tbe  clouds  be  pierces  ? 
He  piercelhe  clouds  l  he  kiss  their  a— es) ; 
While  we,  o'er  Tenerina  plac'd, 
Are  loftier  by  a  mile  at  least : 
And,  wherr  Apollo  struts  on  Pindus, 
We  see  him  from  our  kitchen-windows  ; 
Or,  to  Parnassus  looking  down, 
Can  piss  upon  bis  laurel  crown. 

Fate  nevcr  form'd  the  gods  to  fty ; 
In  Tehicks  they  mount  Ute  sky  : 
Wheu  Jove  wouM  sonie  fair  nymph  mve?głe, 
He  comes  fuli  pa  Hop  ou  bis  eagle. 
Though  Venus  be  as  li«rbt  as  air, 
Shc  ni  ust  have  doves  to  draw  her  chair. 
Apollu  stirs  not  out  of  door 
Włthout  his  lackertł  coach  and  four. 
And  jealous  Juno,  ever  soarling, 
Is  drawn  by  peacoeks  in  her  ber  lin. 
But  we  can  fly  whc're'er  we  please, 
0'er  citics,  rivers,  hi  U,  and  seas  : 
From  eabt  to  west  the  world  we  roam. 
And  in  all  climates  are  at  bome ; 
W  itv.  care  provide  you,  as  we  go, 
"With  bdn  shinc,  rain»  and  hail,  or  snów. 
You,  wht»n  it  rains,  Ilke  fool.s,  bołieve 
Jove  pisses  on  you  tbrongh  a *.evc : 
An  idle  tale,  His  no  such  matter ; 
We  only  di,i  h  spnnge  in  water  j 
Th.*n  sauccze  it  close  betwcen  ourthumbs, 
And  -ti^ikę  it  well,  aiui  down  it  coincs. 
A>  >on  siu  1 1  to  your  sorrow  know, 
We  'II  watch  your  step**  where'er  you  go  $ 
And,  sińce  we  llnd  you  walk  a-foot, 
We  II  soundly  sou«e  your  frize-suriout. 

Tis  but  by  our  pecuFiar  grace, 
That  Phoebus  ever  shows  bis  face  : 
Tor  when  we  please,  we  open  wide 
Our  curtains  blue  from  side  to  side; 
And  then  baw  saucily  he  shows 
His  brazen  foce  and  fiery  nose; 
And  gives  hiinself  a  haughty  air, 
Aa  tf  be  madę  tbe  westher  fair  ? 


Tis  song,  whererer  CbaKa  trsnśn* 
The  violets  ope  their  purpla  heads  ; 
The  roses  blow,  the  cowslip  spring*  r 
Tis  sung  ;  but  we  know  better  things. 
Tis  true,  a  woman  on  her  mettle 
Will  often  piss  upon  a  nettle; 
But,  though  we  own  she  makes  it  wetter,  ' 
The  nettle  never  thrWes  tbe  better ; 
While  we,  by  soft  prolific  showers, 
Can  every  spring  produce  you  tiowers. 

Your  poets,  Chloe'*  beanty  heightening, 
Compare  her  radiant  eyes  to  ughtniag  ; 
And  yet  I  hope  'twill  be  allow'd, 
That  lightning  comes  but  from  a  clauŁ 

But  gods  like  us  bave  too  much  sea«e 
At  poets1  flights  to  take  oftence : 
Nor  can  hyperboles  demean  us ; 
Each  drab  has  been  compar'd  to  Venus. 

We  own  your  verses  are  melodious ; 
But  such  comparisons  are  odious. 


A  FINDICATION  OF  THE  LIBEL 1 
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A  MEW   BALLAD,   WRITTSN     BT  A    1H0E-B0Y,    OH   AV 
ATTOBNEY   WB0   WAS    POR  MER  LY   A   SH0E-BOY, 

Qui  color  ater  erat,  nunc  est  contrarius  atro» 

With  singing  of  ballada,  and  erymg  of  news, 

With  whitening  of  buckie*,  and  blackipg  of  shoe*,. 

Did  Hartley  '  w  t  out,  boib  sboeless  and  shirtless, 

And  moneyless  too,  but  not  very  dirtless ; 

Two  pence  he  had  gotten  by  begging,  that  's  all ; 

One  bougbt  him  a  bru*Jiy  and  one  a  ttlack  boli. 

For  clouts  at  a  lo&s  be  could  not  be  much, 

The  cl  ot  h  es  un  bis  back  as  being  but  sucn ; 

Thus  vamp  d  and  accoutred,  with  clouts,  bali,  awł 

He  ga.Untly  yeulur^l  iw*  fortunę  to  push  :    [brusk, 

Yespasiau  thus,  betng  bespattefd  with  dtrt, 

ki  as  omen}d  to  be  Home'*  emperor  for  V. 

But  as  a  wise  fidler  is  noted,  you  know, 

To  have  a  good  couple  of  string»  to  one  bow  j 

So  Hartley  judiciously  t  .ongbt  it  too  lit  tle, 

To  live  l>y  the  swuat  of  >>is  bands  and  his  spittlet 

I  He  finds  out  another  profesiuon  as  tit 
And  strait  he  becomes  a  retailer  of  wit       [news  I 
One  day  he  cried — "  Murders,  andsongs,  and  great 
Another  as  loudiy^"  Herę  blacken  your  shoes  I1' 
At  Domvile's  s  fuli  oiten  he  fnd  upon  bits, 
For  winding  of  jacks  up,  and  turning  of  *p»tsj 
Lick'd  all  the  plates  njund,  had  many  a  grubbing, 
And  now  and  theu  got  from  the  cuok-maid  a  drubbiog: 
Such  bastings  eff-ct^pon  him  could  have  nonę  j 
The  dog  will  be  patient,  that  's  ttruck  with  a  bonę* 
Sir  Thomas,  obsenring  this  Hartley  withai 
So  expert  and  so  actire  at  krushes  and  baU, 
Was  movd  with  couipaas  on,  and  tbought  it  a  pity 
A  youth  should  be  lost,  that  had  been  so  witty : 
Without  morę  ado,  he  rampa  up  my  spark, 
And  now  we  '11  suppose  him  an  eminent  cierk; 
Suppose  him  an  adept  in  all  the  degrees 
Of  scribbliug  cum  datno,  and  hooking  of  fees; 

2  See  the  next  poetn. 

■Sir  T.    Domvile,  patentee  of  the  Hanapet- 
offlee.    N, 
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Suppose  him  a  mfeer,  attorney  per  bul ; 
Suppose  him  a  courtier— suppose  what  you  will— 
Yet  wouldyou  believe,  though  I  sworc  by  the  Bibie, 
That  be  took  up  two  news-boy*  **  cryragthe  libtl  9 


A  FRIENDLY  APOLOGT 
TOR  A  CERTAIN  JUSTICE  OF  PEACE, 

gT   WAT  Off  DEPBMCE  OF  HART  LIT  HUTCHW80W,  BSQ» 

But  be  by  bawling  news  about, 
And  aptly  using  brush  and  clout, 
A  justice  of  tbe  peacc  becarae, 
To  punńh  rtgues  wbo  do  the  same.      Hud. 

By  JAMES  BLACK- WELL,  Operator  for  tbe  fcet 

I  smo  the  jnan  of  conrage  try'd, 
Ota-run  wkh  ignorance  and  pride, 
Wbo  boldly  hunted  out  disgrace 
With  cankerd  mind  and  hideous  face  j 
Tbe  fint  wbo  madę  (let  nonę  deny  it) 
Tbe  libel-*ending  rogues  be  quiet 

The  fact  was  glorious,  we  most  own» 
For  Hartley  was  before  unknown. 
Cootemn*d  I  mean ;— for  wbo  would  cbuse 
So  Wie  a  sabject  for  the  Masę  i 

Twas  onoe  the  noblest  of  his  wisbes 
To  fili  bis  paanch  with  scraps  from  dishes, 
For  which  be  M  parch  before  the  grate, 
Or  wind  the  jack't  slow-rising  weight 
(Such  toils  as  best  his  talents  fit), 
Or  polisb  thoes,  or  turo  the  spił: 
But,  une%pectedly  grown  rich  in 
Sąuire  Domvile's  famity  and  kitchea, 
He  pants  to  eternize  his  name, 
And  takes  the  dirty  road  to  famę  $ 
BeHeves  that  persecuting  wit 
Will  prore  tbe  surat  way  to  it ; 
So,  with  a  colonel  1  at  his  back, 
The  Iibel  feels  his  first  attack ; 
He  calls  it  a  seditious  paper, 
Writ  by  another  patriot  Drapier  $ 
Then  raves  and  blunders  nonsense  tbicker 
Than  aldermen  0'erchargM  with  liquor ; 
And  all  this  with  design,  no  doubt, 
To  hear  his  praises  hawk'd  about  i 
To  send  his  name  Chrough  every  strect, 
Which  erst  he  roam'd  with  dirty  feet * 
Weil  pleasM  to  liwe  to  futurę  times, 
Thongh  but  in  keen  satiric  rhymes. 

So  Ajaa,  who,  for  augbt  we  know, 
Was  justice  many  years  ago, 
And  minding  then  no  eartbły  things, 
But  killiog  libeJen  of  kingą ; 
Or,  if  be  wanted  work  to  do, 
To  rnn  a  bawling  news-boy  througb ; 
Yet  be,  when  wrappM  up  in  a  ćloud, 
Entreated  fatber  Jove  aloud, 
Only  in  ligbt  to  sbow  his  face, 
Tbougb  it  might  tend  to  his  disgraee. 

And  so  thł  Ephesian  villain  firU 
Tbe  tempie  whieb  the  worki  admiril, 
Contemning  death,  despiatng  shame, 
To  gain  an  ever-odious  name. 

i  Colonel  Ker,  a  merę  Scotcbman,  lieutenant- 
«olonel  to  lord  Harrington'*  regiment  of  dragoons, 
who  madę  a  news-boy  evidence  agdmst  the  priater. 
FtmiEo*  ' 


DR*  SHERWAIP8  BALLAD 
ON  BALLYSPfcLLIN  ». 

Axł  you  that  would  refine  your  bJood, 

As  pure  as  fam'd  UeweUyn, 
By  waters  elear,  come  e*ery  year  j 

To  drink  at  BaUyspellin. 
Though  poa  or  itch  your  skins  enrieb 

With  rubies  past  the  telling, 
Twill  elear  your  skin  before  you  *re  beom 

A  month  at  BaUyspellin. 

If  lady'8  cheek  be  green  as  leek 
When  she  eomes  from  ber  dwefling, 

The  kindling  rosę  within  it  glows 
Wben  she  's  at  BaUyspellin. 

The  sooty  brown,  who  comes  from  town, 

Orows  here  as  fair  as  Helen  ; 
Tben  back  she  goes,  to  kill  the  bean 

By  dint  of  BaUyspellin. 

Our  ladies  are  as  fresb  and  fair 

As  rosę,  or  brigbt  dunkelling; 
And  Mars  might  make  a  fair  mistake, 

Werę  he  at  BallyspeUin, 
We  men  sabmtt  as  tbey  think  fit, 

And  here  is  no  rebelling : 
Hie  reason  's  plain  ;  tbe  ladies  reign, 

Tbey  »re  qoeens  at  BaUyspellin. 
By  matchless  charms,  uncoooue^d  arms, 

Tbey  hare  the  way  of  ąuelling 
Such  desperat*  foes  as  dare  oppose 

Their  power  at  BaUyspellin. 

Cold  water  turns  to  fire  and  tarns, 

I  know  because  I  fell  m 
A  stream  which  came  from  one  brigbt  damę 

Wbo  drank  at  BallyspeUin. 
fine  beaux  advance,  emiipt  for  dance, 

To  bring  their  Annę  or  Neli  in 
With  so  much  grace,  l  *m  siire  no  place 

Can  vie  with  BaUyspellin. 

No  politics,  no  subtłe  tricks, 

No  man  bis  country  selling : 
We  eat,  we  drink,  we  nerer  think 

Of  tbese  at  BaUyspellin. 
Tbe  troobled  mrad,  the  puff^d  with  wind, 

Do  aU  come  berę  pell-mell  in; 
And  they  are  surc  to  work  their  cure 

By  driuking  Ballyspelliu. 

Though  dropsy  fiłls  you  to  the  gills, 

From  chin  to  toe  though  swelling  ; 
Pour  in.  pour  out,  you  caonot  doubt 

A  cure  at  BaUyspellin. 
Death  tbrows  no  darto  througb  *U  tbese  parta, 

No  seatons  here  are  knelKng : 
Come,  judge  and  try,  you  'tt  new  <fcV, 

But  liv€  at  BaUyspellin ; 

Eacept  you  feel  darto  tipt  with  steel> 

Which  here  are  erery  belle  in  : 
Wben  from  their  eyes  sweet  ruin  flies, 

We  die  at  BaUyspellin. 

Good  cheer,  sweet  air,  much  joy,  no  care, 
Your  sight,  your  taste,  your  smeUing, 

*  A  famous  spa  in  the  oounty  of 
wbere  the  doctor  had  been  to  drink  tbe 
t  a  faTOlirite  Lady.    JV. 


wito 
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jTowr  esit,  your  toucb,  tinnsported  mak 
Eech  da y  at  BaDyipellin. 

WHhtn  this  gronnd  we  all  deep  mnd. 

No  noky  dogi  a-ydliag  j 
Jbceept  you  wake,  for  GnUa*!  sake, 

AU  night  at  Ballyspellin,  ' 

There  all  you  see,  both  he  and  sbe, 

No  lady  keeps  ber  celi  in ; 
Bat  all  partake  the  mirth  we  make, 

Wbo  drink  at  Ballyspellin. 

My  rbymes  are  gone ;  I  think  I  vve  nona, 
Unleat  I  shouJd  bring  Heli  in ; 

But  ńnce  I  *m  berę  to  Heaven  10  near, 
I  can  H  at  Ballyspellin  l 


ANSWER. 
BY  DR.  SWIFT.  » 

Dąbi  you  dispute,  you  saucy  brute, 

And  think  there  *•  no  refelling 
Your  senny  lays,  and  lemeleai  praiaa 

Yon  give  to  Ballyspellin  ? 

Howe'er  you  bounce,  I  nerę  pronounce, 

Your  medicine  ii  repelling  j 
Yonr  water  >i  mud,  and  Mura  the  blood, 

Wben  dronk  at  Ballyspellin. 

Theee  pocky  draba,  to  cure  tbeir  acabs, 

Yon  thither  are  compelling, 
Will  baek  be  seat,  wone  tban  tbey  went 

From  narty  BellysnellJn. 

Uewellyn  wby  ?  As  well  roay  I 

Name  bonest  doctor  Pellin ; 
$o  bard  sometimes  you  tug  for  rbymes, 

To  bring  in  Ballyspellin. 

No  sobject  fit  to  try  yonr  wit, 

Wben  you  went  coloneJling, 
But  duli  intrigues  'twist  jades  and  teaguet- 

That  met  at  Ballyspellin. 

Onr  lasses  fair,  tay  what  you  dare, 

Wbo  iowing  make  with  shelliogr, 
At  Market-bill  morę  beaus  can  kill, 

Tban  yoors  at  BallyspeHio, 

Would  1  was  whipt,  when  Sheelah  strip} 

To  waah  herself  our  well  in ; 
A  bum  so  white  ne^er  came  iu  sight, 

At  paltry  Ballyspellin. 

Ydur  mawkras  tbere  smocks  bempen  wear, 

Of  holland  not  an  ell  in ; 
No,  not  a  rag,  whate'er  you  brag, 

Ib  found  at  Ballyspellin. 

Bot  Tom  will  prate  at  any  ratę, 

All  other  nymphs  expelling  ; 
Because  be  gets  a  few  grisettes 

At  lousy  Ballyspellui. 

Tbere*!  bonny  Janey  in  yonder*lane, 

Just  oto  against  The  Bell-inn ; 
Where  can  you  meet  a  lass  so  sweet, 

Round  all  your  Ballytpellin  ? 
We  hate  a  girl  desenres  an  aarl ; 

Sbe  came  from  £nni&killin : 

1  This  answer  was  resented  by  Dr.  Sheridan, 
an  affront  on  himstlf  and  tbe  lady  be  attended 
ote  spa.    N. 


So  fair,  so  young,  no  snch  among 
The  belles  at  Ballytpellin, 

How  would  you  stare  to  see  ber  there, 

The  foggy  mist  dispelling, 
That  clouds  the  brows  of  erery  blowse 

Wbo  lives  at  Ballyspellin  ! 

Now  as  I  Ihre  I  would  not  gtae 

A  stirer  for  a  skellin, 
To  towse  and  kiss  tbe  foirest  misa 

That  leaks  at  Ballyspellin. 

Wboe^er  will  raise  such  lies  as  these 
Deserres  a  good  cudgelling ; 

Who  falsely  boasts,  of  belles  and  toarts, 
At  dirty  Ballyspellin. 

My  rbymes,  are  gooe,  to  all  but  one, 
Wbich  is,  our  trees  are  felling  ; 

As  proper  quite  as  those  you  write, 
To  force  in  Ballyspellin. 


as 
to 
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FAKAFHRAKD. 

Ir  noisy  Tom  l  sbould  in  the  senate  prate, 
•*  That  be  would  answer  both  for  church  and  atate  5 
And,  further  to  demonstrate  his  afiectkm, 
Would  take  the  kingdom  into  his  protection  j" 
All  mortals  must  be  curious  to  eoąuire, 
Who  could  this  cojtcomb  be,  and  who  his  tire? 
"  What !  thou,  the  spawn  of  nim  *  who  sham'd  onr 
That  traitor,  assassin,  informer  rile  I  [»le, 

Though  by  the  fornale  aide  3  you  proudly  bring, 
To  mend  your  breed,  tbe  murderer  of  a  king  $ 
What  was  thy  grandsire  4  but  a  monntaineer, 
Wbo  held  a  cabin  for  ten  groats  a  year; 
Whose  master  Moore  5  preserv'd  him  from  the  halter, 
For  stealing  cows ;  nor  could  he  read  the  pealter  i 
Durst  thou,  ungrateful,  from  tbe  senate  chace 
Thy  fbunder's  grandson  6,  and  usurp  hisplac6> 
Just  Heavcn !  to  see  the  dunghill  bastard  brood 
Survive  in  tbee,  and  make  the  proverb  good  7 1 
Then  vote  a  worthy  citizen  H  to  jail, 
In  spite  of  justice,  and  refuse  his  bail!" 


1  Sir  Thomas  Prendergast.    Imsbj  Ed. 
*The  fatherof  sir  Thomas  P , 


who  en* 


gaged  in  a  plot  to  murder  king  William  III ;  bot, 
to  avoid  being  hanged,  turned  informer  against  hii 
associatcs,  for  which  he  was  rewarded  with  a  good 
estate,  and  madę  a  baronet    Ibid. 
J  Cadogan'8  family.     Iaisu  Ed. 

*  A  poor  thieving  cottager,  under  Mr.  Moore, 
condemned  at  Clonmell  assizes  to  be  hanged  foc 
stealing  cows.     Ibid. 

4  The  grandfather  of  Guy  Moore,  esq.  who  pro* 
cured  him  a  pardon.    Ibid. 

*  Guy  Moore  was  fehiy  elected  member  of  parlta- 
ment  for  Clonmell;  but  sir  Thomas,  dependmg 
upon  his  interest  with  a  certain  party  then  prevail« 
ing,  and  sińce  known  by  the  title  of  Parson-bunten, 
petitioned  tbe  honse  against  him ;  out  of  which  be 
was  turned ,  upon  pretence  of  bribery ,  which  tbe  pay- 
ing  of  his  lawful  debts  was  then  voted  to  be.     Ibid. 

v  "  Sate  a  thief  from  the  gallows,  and  be  will 
cut  your  throat**    Ibid. 

*  Mr.  George  Faulkner.  Sta  the  Ttmt  ht  the 
foUowingpage.    N. 


586 


SWUTS  POEMS. 


ON  A  PRINTEW8 


BEING  SENT  TO  NEWGATŁ 

Bettfr  we  all  were  in  otir  graves 

Than  live  in  slamy  to  slaves, 

Worse  than  the  anarchy  at  sea, 

Where  fishes  on  each  otber  prey ; 

Where  every  trout  can  make  as  high  rantt 

Cer  his  inferkns  as  our  tyrauta, 

And  swagger  wbiłe  the  coast  in  elear  : 

But,  should  a  lordly  pikę  appear, 

Away  ytiti  see  the  varlet  scud, 

Or  hide  his  coward  snoat  in  raud. 

Thus.  if  a  gudgeou  inect  a  roach, 

He  dare  not  renture  to  approach  j 

Yet  still  nas  impndence  to  rise, 

And,  like  Domitian,  leap  at  flies. 


/ 


THE  DAY  OF  JUDGMENT*. 

» 

Witr  a  whirl  of  thought  oppress 'd, 
I  Bunk  frońi  rererie  to  rest. 
An  horrid  viskm  3cia'd  my  bead, 
I  saw  the  graves  give  up  their  dead  t 
Jove,  armM  with  *err«  wrs,  burst  the  skies, 
And  tbtmder  roare,  and  lightnmg  flies ! 
Amaz'd,  confusM,  ita  fatr  unknown, 
The  worki  stands  trembliug  at  bis  throne  1 
While  each  pale  aiimer  hung  his  head, 
Jove  nodding,  shook  the  Heavenst  and  said : 
u  Oftendmg  race  of  human-kind, 
By  naturę,  reason,  learning,  blind ; 
Yon  who,  through  rrailty,  stepp'd  aside ; 
And  yon  who  nerer  fell,  tńrough  pride  ; 
You  who  in  diflerent  seets  were  8hatnnVd, 
And  come  to  see  each  otber  damn*d, 
(9o  aome  folk  toki  you,  but  they  knew 
No  morę  of  Jove's  designs  than  you) ; 
—The  world'8  mad  business  now  is  o'er, 
And  I  resent  these  pranks  no  morę. 
v— I  to  such  blockbeads  set  my  wit ' 
I  damn  such  fools !— Go,  go,  you  're  brt." 


FERSES  SENT  TO  THE  DEAN 
ON  HIS  BIRTH-DAY,  * 

WITH   HNB'8   HOEACB,   FIMBLY   BOUND, 

BY  DR.  J.  SICAN  *. 

— (Horace  speaking] 

You  'vs  read,  sir,  in  poetic  strain, 
How  Varus  and  the  Mantuan  swain 
Have  on  my  birth-day  been  mrited 
(Bttt  I  waa  forett  in  verse  to  write  it) 
Upon  a  płain  repast  to  dine. 
And  taste  my  oki  Campanian  winę  j 
But  I,  who  all  punctilios  hate, 
Tfaough  k>ng  jaroibar  with  the  great, 

i  That  this  peem  is  the  genume  production  of 
the  dean,  lord  ChesterfieW  bears  ample  testimony 
|b  his  Letter  to  M.  Voitaire,  Aug.  87,  1752.     N. 

*ThishipmuoiB5  young  gentleman  wasunjortu- 
nately  murdered  in  Italy.    AT. 


Nor  glory  ia  my  reputatłOn, 

Am  come  withoot  an  imritstfeu; 

And,  though  I  'm  us'd  to  nght 

FU  deign  for  once  to  taste  lerniaa ; 

But  fearing  that  you  might  dispete 

(Had  I  put  on  my  commoo  suit) 

My  breeding  and  my  politesse, 

I  visit  in  a  birth-day  aress  ; 

My  coat  of  purest  Turkey  red, 

With  gold  embroidery  richly  spread ; 

To  which  I  've  surę  as  good  pretenstou* 

As  Irish  lorde  who  starve  on  pensiona. 

What  thouch  proud  minister*  of  starte 

Did  at  yotir  anti-chamber  wait ; 

What  tbough  your  Ozfords  and  yoor  SŁ 

Have  at  your  levee  paki  attendance ; 

And  Peterborough  and  great  Ormond, 

With  many  chiefś  who  now  are  dormant, 

Have  laid  aside  the  general's  staflf 

And  public  cares,  with  you  te  laugfa; 

Yet  1  some  friends  as  good  can  name, 

Nor  less  the  darling  sons  of  fanie ; 

For  surę  my  Pollio  and  Maecenas 

Were  as  good  statesmen,  Mr.  Dean,  aa 

Either  your  Bolingbro^e  Or  Harley, 

Though  they  madę  Lewis  beg  a  psóiey : 

And  as  for  Mordaunt,  yoor  lcVd  bero, 

I  Ml  match  him  with  my  Drusus  Nero. 

You  Ml  boast,  perhaps,  your  fsnroaiite  PopŁg 

But  Virgil  is  as  good,  I  hope. 

1  own  indeed  1  can't  get  any 

To  eqnal  Helsham  and  Dcjany ; 

Since  Athens  bronght  forth  Socrates, 

A  Grecian  isle  Hippocrates  ; 

Since  Tully  liv'd  berbre  my  tiroe, 

And  Galen  bless*d  another  clime. 

You  Ml  plead  perhaps,  at  my  request» 
To  be  admitted  as  a  guest, 
"  Your  hearing  »s  bad !»— But  wby  fuch 
1  speak  to  eyes,  and  not  to  eara ; 
And  for  that  reason  wieely  took 
The  form  you  see  me  in,  a  book. 
AttackM  by  elow.devouring  moths, 
By  ragę  of  Uarbaioiis  Huns  and  Goths ; 
By  Bentley'8  notes,  my  deadliest  foes, 
By  Creech'8  rhymes  and  Dunste^s  proce  j 
I  found  my  boasted  wit  and  fire 
In  their  rude  hands  almost  expire : 
Yet  still  they  but  in  vain  assailM  j 
For,  had  their  ▼iołence  prevaird, 
And  in  a  blast  destroy'd  my  famę, 
They  would  bave  partly  nńss'd  their  afm ; 
Since  all  my  spirit  in  thy  page 
Defies  the  Yandals  of  this  age. 
Tis  yours  to  save  these  smali  ranuras 
From  futurę  pedanta'  muddy  brama, 
And  fix  my  long-uncertain  mte, 
You  best  know  how— which  way?— TaajiaŁan* 


ON  PSYCHE  K 


At  two  afternoon  for  our  Psyche  inquh-e, 

Her  tea-kettle  's  on  and  het  smock  at  the' tire : 

So  loitering,  so  active ;  so  busyf  so  idle^ 

^Tiich  hath  she  most  need  of,  a  spur  or  a  bńdle  f 

1  Mrs.  Siean,  a  Tery-  ingenioot  wefl-bred  md^# 
mother  to  the  author  of  the  preceding  poem,    A'. 
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THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE.  .  .  ON  DR.  RUNDLE. 


wr 


Thus  a  greyhound  out-rcmS  the  whote  paćk  tn  a 
race,  {piace, 

Yet  would  rather  te  hancM  tłum  he'«l  łeare  a  Oartn 
She  gives  you  such  plenty,  tt  pnts  yoii  in  palto  ; 
But  ever  with  prudcmcetakes  care  of  thesaain.[bit; 
To  please  you,  she  knows  how  to  ćhoose  a  niee 
For  her  taste  is  al  most  as  reftnM  as  het  wit 
To  oblige  a  good  friena\  she  will  tracę  erery  market. 
It  would  do  your  heart  good,  Ib  soe  bow  sbe  wid 

cark  it 
Yct  beware  of  he*  afts ,'  for,  fc  plainry  appeors, 
Sbe  sares  half  her  victoels  by  feediug  yoar  eafft. 


SSB 


THE  DEAN  AND  DUKE,    1734. 

James  Brydgei  and  the  dean  bad  long  been  friends; 
James  is  beduk'd ;  of  course  their  friendship  ends: 
But  surę  the  dean  deserves  a  sfaarp  rebuke, 
From  knowing  James,  to  boast  be  knows  tbe  dtikc. 
Yet,  sirice  just  Heaven  tbe  duke*s  ambition  mooks, 
Since  ali  he  got  by  fraud  »  lost  by  stocks, 
His  wings  are  clipp'd :  he  tries  no  more  in  vain 
With  bands  of  fiddlers  to  estend  his  tran* 
Since  he  no  more  can  boild,  and  plant,  and  rerel, 
The  duke  and  dean  seem  uear  upon  a  lerel. 
Oh  !  wertthounotadtike,my  good  duke  Humpbry, 
From  bailifTs  claws  thou  scarce  ooUMst  keep  thy 

bum  free. 
A  duke  to  know  a  dean  !  go,  śmooth  thy  crown  : 
Thy  brother  (far  thy  betters)  wore  a  gowtj. 
Weil,  but  a  duke  thou  art;  so  pleas'd  tbe  king: 
Oh  1  would  his  majesty  bul  add  a  słring  1 


MM. 


OK 


DR.  RUNDLE,  BISHOP  OF  DERY 

Makr  Rundle  bishop !  fie  for  sbame  ! 

An  Arian  to  usurp  the  name  I 

A  bishop  in  the  isle  of  Saints  I 

How  will  his  brethren  make  complaints  1 

Dare  any  of  the  mitred  host 

Confer  on  him  the  Holy  Ghost; 

In  mothcr-church  to  breed  a  variance, 

By  conpling  Orthodojc  with  Arians  ? 

Yet,  were  he  Heathen,  Turk,  or  Jew, 
tVhat  is  there  in  it  strarige  or  new  ? 
For,  let  ns  hear  the  weok  pretence 
His  brethren  find  to  take  offence ; 
Of  whom  there  are  but  fbar  at  mosty 
Wbo  know  there  is  an  Holy  Ghost : 
Tbe  rest,  who  boast  they  hare  eotiferrM  it> 
Jjke  PauPs  Ephesians,  nerer  heard  it ; 
And,  when  they  gave  it,  well  His  kaowa, 
They  gave  what  nerer  was  their  own. 

Rundle  a  bishop !  well  be  tnay ; 
He  's  still  a  Christian  more  tban  they. 

We  know  the  subject  of  thehr  quarreb  j 
Tbe  man  has  learnmg,  sense,  and  morasfk 

There  is  a  reason  still  more  weitfhty ; 
TtB  granted  he  believes  a  Deity  ; 


»  PromoWd  to  tbat  tern  la  Febroary  179*4.  tt 


Has  every  circumstanoe  to  please  vA, 
Tbough  i ools  may  doabt  his  tmsKh  m  Jeass* 
But  why  should  he  with  that  be  soasM, 
Now  twenty  years  from  court  etfpioded  f 
And  is  not  this  objeetioo  odd 
From  rogues  who  ne'er  believ'd  a  God  I 
For  liberty  a  champion  stout, 
Though  not  so  go$pel-ward  detewt ; 
While  others,  hither  sent  to  sawe  ns* 
Came  but  to  plunder  and  enstare  a*.;    ; 
Nor  ever  own'd  a  power  diriim, 
But  Mammon  in  the  German  Hne. 

Say,  bow  did  Rondle  wsdenaiae  'esarł 
Who  show]d  a  betterja*  dwinum  f 
From  ancient  canons  would  not  varjf# 
But  thrice  refusM  epiteapari. 

Our  bishop's  predecessor,  Magas, 
Would  offer  all  the  sands  of  Tagoa, 
Or  sell  his  children,  house,  and  landa,    . 
For  that  one  gift,  to  lay-on  bands : 
But  all  his  gold  coułd  not  avail 
To  have  the  Spirit  set  to  sale. 
Said  surly  Peter,  "  Magus,  pty  thee, 
Begone:  thy  money  perish  wJCh  tkee.* 
Were  Peter  now  a!ive,  perbaps 
He  might  have  found  ascoreof  chama, 
Could  he  but  make  his  gift  appear 
In  rents  three  thousand  potrods  a  ycar* 

Some  fancy  this  promotkm  odd, 
As  not  the  handy-work  of  God ; 
Tbough  e'en  tbe  bishops  drsappointod 
Must  own  it  madę  by  God's  aoointed* 
And,  well  we  know,  tbe  congi  regal 
Is  more  secure  as  well  as  legała 
Because  our  lawyers  all  agree, 
That  bishoprics  are  held  m  fas. 

Dear  Baldwin  chaste,  and  witty  Crocaa, 
How  sorely  I  lament  your  loss  ! 
That  such  a  pair  of  weakhy  nimńes 
Should  slip  your  tiine  of  dropping  guiaeat| 
For,  had  you  madę  the  king  yoar  debtor, 
Your  title  had  bcen  so  much  better. 


t*m 


stsss 


EPIGRAM. 


FarsND  Rundle  fell,  with  grievoQi  bnasp, 

Upon  his  reverential  runap. 

Poor  rump;  thou  hadst  been  better  tfped, 

Hadst  thou  been  join'd  to  Boulter1*  haad  | 

A  head,  so  weighty  and  profbund, 

Would  needs  have  kept  thee  from  the  gtouad. 


A  CHARACTER,  PANEGYRIC,  AN9 
BESCSUPTiON 

OF  TB* 

LEGION-CLUB.    173*. 

As  I  stron  the  city,  oft»  I 

See  a  bufldmg  laiłge  and  iofty, 

Not  a  bow-shot  srom  the  Oołtoge ; 

Half  the  globe  from  senat  and  loowlea^w:    , 

By  the  prudent  arohiteet, 

Plac'd  against  the  chureh  direct, 

Making  good  my  grand-dame^jest, 

<ł  Kaar<«»  Asu^b"— you  Vao+  the  ML 


«S8 

Tdl  uif  what  the  pile  contaJos? 
Many  a  head  that  holdi  no  brains. 
Theae  demoniacs  let  ma  dub 
With  the  name  of  Legkn-cltib. 
Soch  assembties,  you  might  swear 
Meet  when  butchers  bait  a  bear ; 
Soch  a  noise,  and  such  baranguing, 
When  a  brather  thief  is  hanging ; 
Such  a  ront  and  such  a  rabble 
Run  to  hear  Jack-pudden  gabble  ; 
Such.  a  crowd  their  ordure  tbrowi 
On  a  far  less  yillain'8  nose. 

Could  I  from  the  baiklinc,i  top 
Hear  the  rattling  tbunder  drop, 
While  the  devil  npon  the  rool 
(If  the  deril  be  thunder-proof) 
Sbould  with  poker  fiery  red 
Crack  the  Stones,  and  melt  the  lead  $ 
Drire  them  down  on  etery  scull, 
While  the  den  of  thieres  is  foli ; 
Ouite  destroy  the  harpies'  nest ; 
How  might  then  our  Ule  be  blest ! 
For  drrines  alŁow,  that  God 
Sometimes  makes  the  devil  his  rod  j 
And  the  gospel  will  inform  usv 
He  can  punish  sins  enormous. 

Yet  sbould  Swift  endow  the  scboołs, 
For  his  hmatics  and  fcołs, 
With  a  rood  or  two  of  land  ; 
I  allow  the  pile  may  stand. 
You  perhaps  will  ask  me,  "  Wby  so  ?» 
But  it  ie  with  thia proriso: 
Since  the  house  ii  Uke  1o  Ust, 
Let  the  royal  grant  be  pass'd, 
That  the  dub  have  right  to  dwell 
Each  within  his  proper  celi, 
With  a  passage  left  to  creep  in, 
And  a  bole  above  for  peepi ng. 
Let  them  wben  they  once  get  in, 
Sell  the  nation  for  a  pin  ;' 
While  they  sit-a  pieking  strawi , 
Let  them  rave  at  making  laws ; 
While  they  neyer  hołd  their  tongue, 
Let  them  dabble  in  thehr  dung : 
Let  them  form  a  grand  committee, 
How  to  piague  and  starre  the  city ; 
Let  them  stare,  and  storm,  and  frow% 
Wben  they  see  a  clergy-gown  j 
Let  them,  ere  they  crack  a  knise, 
Cali  for  lh'  orders  of  the  house ; 
het  them  with  their  gosling  quills, 
Scribble  senseless  heads  of  bills. 
We  may,  while  they  strain  their  throats, 
Wipe  our  a— s  with  their  votes, 

Let  sir  Tom  !,  that  ranipant  ass, 
Stuff  his  guts  with  flax  and  grass  ; 
But  btfore  the  priest  he  fleeces, 
Tear  the  bibie  all  to  pieces : 
At  the  parsons,  Tom,  halloo,  boy, 
Worthy  ofispring  of  a  shoe-boy, 
Footman,  trakor,  vile  seducer, 
PerjurM  rebel,  brib^d  accuser, 
Lay  thy  paltry  privilege  aiide, 
Sprung  from  papists,  and  a 
Fali  a- worki  ng  like  a  mole, 
Raise  the  dirt  about  your  hole. 

Corae,  assist  me,  Muse  obedient  1 
,Let  us  try  some  new  expedient  $ 

i  A  pmy-counaellor,  inentioned  in  p.  525,    Jfc 
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Shift  the  scenę  for  half  an  hour, 
Time  and  place  are  m  thy  power. 
Tbither,  gentle  lf  use,  conduct  me; 
I  shall  ask,  and  you  mstruct  me. 

See,  the  Masę  unbai*  tbe  gate! 
Hark,  the  monkeys,  how  they  prate ! 

AU  ye  gods  wno  role  the  soul ! 
Stya,  through  Heli  whose  waters  roli  I 
Let  me  be  allowM  to  tell, 
What  I  heard  in  yonder  HeH. 

Near  the  door  an  euUance  gapes, 
Crowded  round  with  antic  akapes, 
Poverty,  and  Grief,  and  Cart>, 
Causeless  Joy,  and  true  Despair  ; 
Discord  periwiggM  with  snakes, 
See  the  dreadful  strides  she  takes  ! 

By  this  odious  crew  beset, 
I  began  to  ragę  and  fret, 
And  reso!v*d  to  break  their  pates* 
Ere  we  enter»d  at  the  gates; 
Had  not  Clio  in  the  nick 
WhisperM  me,  "  Lay  down  your  anck." 
"  Wbat,"  said  I,   "  is  this  the  tnad-houst  P> 
"  These"  she  answertł,  "  are  but  ahadowa/* 
"  Phantoms  bodiless  and  vain, 
Empty  Tisions  of  che  brain." 

In  the  porch  Briareus  stands, 
Shows  a  bribe  in  all  his  hands ; 
Briareus  the  secretary, 
But  we  mortals  cali  nim  Carey. 
Whcn  the  rogues  their  country  fieece, 
They  may  hope  for  pence  a-piece. 

Clio,  wbo  bid  beeo  so  wise 
To  put-on  a  fool's  disguise, 
To  bespeak  some  approbation, 
And  be  thotight,  a  near  relation, 
When  she  saw  three  hundred  brutes 
All  involv'd  in  wild  disputes, 
Roariog  till  their  lunga  were  spent, 
Piivilece  or  Parłiambnt, 
Now  a  new  misfortune  foels, 
Dreadmg  to  be  kud  by  th*  heek. 
Never  durst  a  Muse  befbre 
Knter  that  infernal  door ; 
Clio,  stifled  with  the  sroell> 
In  to  spleen  and  vapours  fell, 
By  the  Stygian  steams  that  flew 
Prom  the  dire  infectious  crew. 
Not  the  stench  of  lakę  Aramis 
Could  bave  morę  ofiended  ber  nose  ; 
Had  she  flown  but  o*er  the  top, 
She  had  fełt  her  pinions  drop, 
And  by  exhaIations  dire, 
Though  a  goddess,  most  ezpire. 
In  a  fright  she  crept  away  j 
Brarely  I  resoWd  to  stay. 

When  I  saw  the  keeper  firown, 
Tipping  htm  with  half  a  crown, 
"  Now,"  said  I,  u  we  are  alone, 
Name  your  heroes  one  by  one. 

"  Who  is  that  bell-featurd  brawlerł 
Is  it  Satan  ?»  "  No,  His  Walter." 
"  In  what  figurę  can  a  bard  dreas 
Jack,  the  grandson  of  sir  Hardress  } 
Honest  keeper,  drire  him  tbrther, 
In  his  looks  are  heli  and  murther; 
See  the  scowling  Tisage  drop, 
Just  as  when  he  murderM  T— p» 
Keeper,  show  me  where  to  fis 
On  the  puppy  pair  of  DickSj 
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By  their  Umtera  jaws,  anjd  leathern, 

You  might  swear  they  bqth  are  brethren : 

Dick  Fitz-Baker,  Dick  the  player, 
.  Old  acąuaintance,  are  you  there  ? 

Dear  cnmpanions,  hug  and  kiss, 

Toast  Old  Glorious  id  your  piss  : 

Tie  thera,  keeper,  in  a  tetber, 

Let  them  starce  and  stink  together  j 

Both  are  apt  to  be  unruly, 

Lash  them  daily,  la*h  them  duły ; 

Though  'tis  hopeless  to  reclaim  them, 

Soorpion  rods  perhaps  may  tama  them. 
Keeper,  yon  old  dotard  smoke, 

Swectly  snoring  in  his  cloak  : 

Who  is  he  ?  "Tis  huradrum  Wynne, 

Half  eneompass'd  by  his  kin : 

There  observe  the  tribe  of  Bingham. 

For.  he  never  fails  to  bring  'em  j 

While  be  sleeps  the  whole  debatę, 

They  submissive  round  him  waitj 

Yet  would  gladly  see  the  hunks 

In  bis  grave,  and  search  his  tranka, 

See  they  gently  twitch  his  coat» 

Just  to  yawn  and  give  his  vote, 

Ałways  firm  in  his  vocatkm, 

For  the  court  against  the  nation. 
Those  are  A— s  Jack  and  Bob,  . 

First  in  every  wicked  job, 

Son  and  brother  to  a  ąuear 

Brain-sick  brute,  they  cali  a  peer. 

We  most  give  them  better  ąuarter, 

For  their  ancestor  trod  mortar, 

And  H— th,  to  boast  his  famę, 

On  a  chimney  cut  his  name. 

Thera  sit  Clements,  D — ks,  and  Harrison  x 

How  they  swagger  from  their  garnson  ! 

Such  a  triplet  oould  you  tell 

Where  to  find  00  this  side  Heli  ? 

Harrison,  and  D— ks,  and  Clements, 

Keeper,  see  they  have  their  payments ; 

Ex  ery  mischief  >s  in  their  hearts : 

U  they  fail,  'tis  want  of  parta, 

Bless  us,  Morgan  !  art  thou  there,  man  ( 

Bless  minę  eyes  1  art  thou  the  chairman ! 

Chairman  to  your  damn'd  committee ! 

Yet  I  look  on  thee  with  pity. 

Dreadful  sight!  what  l  learned  Morgan 

Metamorphos'd  to  a  Gorgon  ? 
For  thy  borrid  looks,  I  owo, 

Half  oonvert  me  to  a  stone. 
riast  thou  been  so  long  at  school, 
Vcm  to  tura  a  factious  tool  ? 
Alma  Mater  was  thy  mother, 
Every  young  dirine  thy  brother. 
Thou,  a  disobedient  varlet, 
Treat  thy  mother  Hke  a  harlot ! 
Thou  ungrateful  to  thy  teacherf , 
Who  are  all  grown  reyerend  preachen  ! 
Morgan,  would  it  not  surprise  one  ! 
Tum  thy  nourishment  to  poison  f 
When  you  walk  among  your  books, 
Tbey  reproach  you  with  their  looks : 
Bind  them  fast,  or  from  their  shehres 
They  will  come  and  righttbemselves£ 
Homer,  Plutarch,  Virgil,  Flaccus, 
All  m  arms  prepare  to  back  us : 
Soon  repent,  or  pni  to  slaughter 
Brery  Greek  and  Roman  author. 
Vo*  XL 


Will  you,  iri  your  faction's  pfarase, 
Send  the  clergy  all  to  graze, 
And,  to  make  your  project  pass, 
Leave  them  not  a  blade  of  grass  ? 

How  I  want  thee,  humorous  Hogarth ! 
Thou,  I  bear,  a  pleasant  rogue  art 
Werę  but  you  and  I  acouainted, 
Every  monster  should  be  painted : 
You  should  try  your  graving-tools 
On  this  odious  groupe  of  fools  ; 
Draw  the  beasts  as  I  describe  them 
From  their  features,  while  I  gibe  them  ; 
Draw  them  Hke  j  for  I  assure  you, 
,  You  will  need  no  car9  caiura; 
Draw  them  so,  that  we  may  tracę 
AU  the  soul  in  erery  face. 

Keeper,  I  must  now  retire, . 
You  have  done  what  I  desire : 
But  I  feel  my  spirits  spent 
With  the  noise,  the  sight,  the  scent. 
"  Pray  be  patient;  you  shall  fihd 
Half  the  best  are  still  bebind  : 
You  have  hardly  seen  a  score : 
I  can  show  two  hundred  morę." 
Keeper,  I  have  seen  enough.— 
Taking  then  a  pinch  of  snoff, 
I  concluded,  looking  round  Ihem, 
"  Mity  their  god,  the  devił,  confbund  them ! 
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AN  APOLOGY,  Xc 

A  lady,  wise  as  well  as  fair,  . 

Whose  conscience  always  was  ber  care,    * 

Thoughtful  upon  a  point  of  moment, 

Would  have  the  text  as  well  as  cotnment: 

So  hearing  of  a  grave  divine, 

She  sent  to  bid  him  come  and  dine. 

But  you  muąt  know,  he  was  not  quite 

So  grave  as  to  be  unpolite; 

Thought  buman  learning  would  not  Iessen 

The  dignity  of  his  profession  ; 

And,  if  you  'd  heard  the  man  disconrse, 

Or  prfacb,  Jrou'd  like  him  scarce  the  worse, 

He  long  had  bid  the  court  farewell, 

Retreating  silent  ta  his  celi; 

Suspected  for  the  love  he  bore 

To  one  who  sway'd  some  time  befbre  ; 

Which  madę  it  morę  surprising  how 

He  should  be  sent  for  thither  now.     , 

The  message  told,  he  gapes  and  starej, 
And  srurce  belieres  his  eyes  or  ears : 
Gould  not  ooncerre  what  it  should  mean, 
And  nun  would  hear  it  told  again. 
But  then  the  'aąuhre  so  trim  and  nica> 
Twere  rude  to  make  him  tell  it  twice: 
So  bow'd,  was  thankfuł  for  the  honour  % 
And  would  not  nul  to.  wait  upon  ber. 
His  bearer  brushM,  his  sboes,  and  gown, 
Away  he  trudges  into  town  ; 
Passes  the  lower  castle-yard  ; 
And  now  advancing  to  the  guard, 
He  trembleś  at  the  thoughts  of  stałe  ; 
For,  conscious  of  his  sheepisn  gah, 
His  spirits  of  a  sudden  faiPd  han  ; 
He  stopt,  and  could  not  tell  what  aiTd  h««yt 
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What  was  the  mettage  T  recerrM  i 
Why  certami?  tfae  captain  rav'd  ! 
To  dine  with  her !  and  come  at  three  f 
Impossible  !  it  can  t  be  me. 
Or  may  be"  I  mistook  tbe  wordj    , 
My  lady — it  must  be  my  lord, 
My  lord  's  abroad :  my  lady  too : 
What  most  th'  unhappy  doctor  do  ? 
a  U  captain  Cracberode  here,  pray  ?"—  "  No,* 
*'  Nay,  theu,  'tis  time  for  me  to  go.w 
Am  I  awake,  or  do  I  dream  ? 
I  'm  surę  be  call'd  me  by  my  name ; 
Nam'd  me  as  plam  as  be  could  speakj 
And  yet  tbere  must  be  some  mistake. 
Why  what  a  jest  śhoold  I  have  been, 
Had  now  my  lady  bera  within  f 
Wbat  could  I  *ve  said  ?  I'm  migfaty  gład 
She  went  abroad— -sbe  M  thought  me  mad, 
Tbe  bour  of  dining  now  is  past : 
Weil  then,  I  'Ił  e'en  go  home  and  fast ; 
And  sińce  I  'sćap'd  being  madę  a  scoff, 
I  tbink  I  'm  very  fairly  offl 
My  lady  now  returning  home, 
Calłs,  "  Cracherode,  is  the  doctor  cóme  ?" 
He  had  not  beard  of  him— "  Pray  see, 
Tb  now  a  ąnarter  aftejr  tbree. n 
The  captam  walks  about,  and  seafches 
Tbrougb  al)  the  rooms,  and  courts,  and  arches; 
£xaminc8  all  the  servauts  round, 
In  vain — no  doctor  *s  to  be  found. 
My  lady  could  not  choose  but  wonder : 
"  Captain,  I  fear  you  've  madę  some  bluoder : 
JJut  pray,  to  morrow  go  at  ten, 
I  '11  try  his  manners  once  again ; 
If  rudenes*  be  the  effect  of  knowledge, 
My  son  słiall  never  sce  a  college." 

The  captain  Was  a  mah  of  reading, 
And  much  good  sense  as  well  as  breedin£ 
Who  loath  to  blame,  dr  to  Ineense, 
Said  little  in  his  own  defence* 
Ncxt  day  another  message  brought : 
The  doctor,  frightenM  at  his  feult, 
Is  dress'd  and  stealing  through  the  crowd, 
Now  pale  as  death,  tncn  blosh'd  and  bc>w'd, 
Panting— and  faultering— humm'd  and  h&% 
"  Her  ladyship  was  gobe  abroad ; 
The  captain  too— he  did  not  kuow 
Whether  he  otight  to  stay  or  go  $ 
fcegg'd  she'd  forgive  him."    fn  conchision, 
My  lady,  pitylng  his  confttóion, 
Cal  Pd  her  góod-nature  to  relieve  him : 
Told  him,  she  thrmght  she  młght  belietc  Mm  j 
*And  wouM  not  Only  grant  his  suit,  ' 

But  visit  him,  and  eat  some  fruit ; 
Provided,  at  ft  proper  tiuie, 
He  told  the  real  truto  in  rhyrrte. 
Twas  to  no  p^Tpose  to  oppóse, 
8he  M  hearuf  ho  ekcus*  m  proS*. 
Tbe  doctor  stodd  not  to  debatę, 
Glad  to  compoiiod  at  finy  ratę : 
So  bowin$  seetamgly  <KJmirtyM : 
Though,  if  he  durst,  he  had  łt&ffy&i 
But  first,  resolv'd  to  show  his  tafite, 
Was  too  refin'd  to  give  a  feast : 
HeMtreatwfthttothmgthatwBSrate, 
But  winding  wanta  *fcd  pm*r  alr  ; 
Would  entertain  Withóut  erttttte, 
Or  priAc^  OTYamttta^gtjffięgnce  l 
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For  well  he  knew,  te  ftlcti  a  griett 

The  plainest  tneals  must  be  tbe  besb 

To  stomachs  cloggM  with  costly  fart 

Simpłicity  alooe  is  rare  ; 

Whilst  high,  and  nice,  and  cwrious  meats  » 

Are  really  but  rulgar  treats. 

Instead  of  spoils  of  Persian  looms, 

The  costly  boasts  of  regal  rooms, 

Thought  it  morę  courtly  and  d&fcieet 

To  scatter  roses  at  her  feet ; 

Roses  of  richest  dye,  that  shone 

With  naturę*  histre,  like  ber  own : 

Beauty  that  needs  no  aid  of  art 

Through  every  sense  to  reach  Ine  heart. 

The  gracious  damę,  though  wdl  she  knew? 

All  this  was  much  beneath  her  due, 

Iik'd  erery  thing — at  least  thought  fit 

To  praise  it  par  manierę  d*  acatał. 

Yet  she,  though  seeming  pleas'd,  cant 

The  scorching  Sun,  or  chilling  air; 

Disturb'd  alike  at  both  eactremet, 

Whether  he  shows  or  hMes  the  beatns : 

Though  seeming  pleas'd  at  all  she  t 

Starta  at  the  ruffltng  of  the  trees  j 

And  scarce  can  speak  for  want  of  bfeatls* 

In  half  a  walk  fatigu'd  to  death'. 

Tbe  doctor  takes  bis  hint  from  heoce, 

T  apologize  his  late  offence : 

"  Madam,  tlie  migbty  power  of  use 

Now  strangely  pleads  in  my  escuse : 

If  you  unus'd  have  scarcely  strength 

To  gain  this  walk's  untoward  length? 

If,  fri^hteo'd  at  a  scenę  so  rude, 

Through  long  disuse  of  soTrtude  ; 

If,  long  confinM  to  fire«  and  screttts 

You  dread  the  wa^mg  of  these  greeaff; 

If  you,  who  long  have  bteatliM  the  fatee9 

Of  city-fogs  and  drowded  rooms 

Do  now  solicitously  shun 

The  cooler  air  and  dazzlmg  Son  ; 

If  his  majestic  eye  you  Hee, 

Łearn  hence  t'  ezcuse  and  pity  me. 

Consider  what  it  is  to  bear 

The  powderM  couAier^s  wittymeerj 

To  see  th*  important  man  of  dress 

Scoffing  my  college-awkwarfhiess  | 

To  be  the  śtrottiog  C0rnet's  sport, 

To  run  the  gauntlet  of  tbe  court, 

Winning  my  way  by  sMw  approtchłs, 
Through  crowdc  of  coscombs  txd  of  oO»Cf*»> 

From  the  first  fieróe  cockaded  centry, 

Quite  through  the  tribe  of  VaW»g-g*iit»y  i 

To  pass  so  many  esowtied  ttages, 

And  stand  the  staHng  of  ^onr  mgeś; 

And,  after  all,  to  crown  my  spieen, 

Be  told — You  are  hot  to  be  Heen  i 

Or,  if  you  are,  be  Torccd  to  Uear 

The  awe  of  yonr  majestic  air. 

And  can  I  then  tfe  flmlty  rbirtd, 

In  dreading  this  vek«tious  round  l 

Can  it  be  strange,  łf  I  esdhew 

A  scenc  so  gloifoas  and  so  new  j 

Or  is  he  crimfhhl  that  llSea 

The  Uving  laisre  of  yottr  «y«l  r M 
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DEAN'S  MANNER  OF  LIVISG. 

*0*  ramy  days  alone  I  dine 
Upoo  a  chick  and  pint  of  winę,'  • 

On  rainy  days  I  dine  słone. 
And  pick  my  ehicken  to  the  beoe  t 
But  this  my  seromts  mucb  enreges, 
Ko  wraps  remain  to  save  board-wageju 
In  weather  fiue  I  nothing  spend, 
Bat  often  spunge  opon  a  friend : 
Yet,  wbere  he  's  not  so  rioh  aa  I, 
I  pay  my.elub,  and  so  good  b'  ye. 


FERSES. 
MADĘ  FOR  FRUIT-WOMEK,  kc 

ĄPPLES. 

Comi  buy  my  fioe  wares, 
Plumbs,  apples^  and  pears, 
A  hundred  a  penny, 
In  conscience  too  many : 
Cbme,  will  yon  bave  any  ? 
My  children  are  seven, 
I  wish  them  in  Hearen  ; 
My  buaband  a  sot, 
With  his  pipę  and  his  pot, 
Kot  a  farthing  will  gafo  them, 
And  I  must  maintain  them. 


ASPARAGUS 

Ripb  'sparagrass, 
Fit  for  lad  or  lass, 
To  make  their  water  paeg : 
Oh,  'tia  pretty  picking 
With  a  tender  ehicken  ! 


ONIONS. 


*  Comb,  fbllow  me  by  the  smell, 
Herę  are  dełieate  onions  to  tell  j 
I  promise  to  use  you  well. 
Tbey  make  the  blood  warmer  j 
You'11  feed  Uke  a  farmer  t 
For  this  b  ever?  eook'8  opinion, 
Ko  sadowy  dish  without  an  anion  ; 
Bat,  lest  yoar  kissuig  sbould  be  spoiPdj 
Your  onions  most  be  throug&ly  JbfŃTd  : 

Or  else  you  may  spara 

Your  mistress  a  shace, 
The  secret  will  nerer  be  Juwv* ; 

She  cannot  discoror 

The  breath  of  ber  lorcr, 
But  think  it  as  sweet  as  ber  owa. 


**^ 


OYflTIR* 


Aakmimo  oystea  I  ery : 
.  Uj  wisien,  umełwf. 
,£o  nlum»  and  sofasf), 
So  sweet  istfpfrflaa^ 


No  Colchetter  oyster  * 
Is  sweeter  and  moister: 
Your„  atomach  they  settle, 
And  rouse  up  your  mettle  2 

They  Ml  make  you  a  dad 

Of  a  lass  or  a  lad ; 

And  madam  your  wife 

They  'U  pleaae  to  the  life; 
Be  she  barren,  be  ghe  o!d, 
Re  she  slut,  or  be  she  scokl, 
Eat  my  oysters,  and  lie  near  her, 
She  'II  be  frukful,  ne*er  fear  her. 


HERRINGS. 


Be  not  sparing, 
Leave  off  swearing; 
Buy  my  herring 
Fresh  from  Malahide  «,     , 
Better  never  was  try^. 
Come,  eat  them  with  pure  fresh  butter  and  nrastard, 
Their  belłies  are  soft,  and  as  white  as  a  eustard. 
Come,  sixpence  a  dozen  to  get  me  some  bread, 
Or,  like  my  own  herrings,  I  soon  shall  be  dead. 


ORANGBS. 


Com»  boy  my  fiue  oranges,  saoce  for  yoar  *eal, 
And  charming  when  soueezM  in  a  pot  of  brown  ale; 
V^ell  roasted,  with  sugar  and  winę  in  a  cap, 
They  'U  make  a  sweet  bisbop  wfaen  gentle-folks  siip. 


ON  ROFER,  A  LADY8  SPANIEL. 

INSTRUCTIOtf S  TO  A  PĄINTER  K 

Hafpibst  of  the  spaniel-race, 
Painter,  with  thy  colours  grace': 
Draw  his  forebead  large  and  bigo* 
Draw  his  blue  and  humid  eye  ; 
Draw  his  neck  so  smooth  and  round, 
UtUe.neck  with  ribbands  bound  p 
And  the  musely  swełling  breast 
Where  tbe  lnires  and  graoes  reat ; 
And  the  spreading  even  bank, 
Soft,  and  sleek,  and  glossy  black  j 
And  the  taił  that  gently  twinet, 
like  tbe  tendrils  of  the  vinea; 
And  the  silky  twisted  hair, 
Shadowing  thick  the  vehet  ear  j 
Vehet  ears,  wbici},  hanging  Iow, 
'  0'er  the  veiny  temples  flow. 

With  a  proper  light  and  sbad£ 
Let  the  winding  hoop  lje  laki } 
And  witnin  that  arching  bower 
(Secret  circie,  mystic  power) 
In  a  downy  slumber  pbee 
Happiest  of  tbe  tpamel-racef 

1  Near  Dublin, 

>  In  ridicuje  of  Phillp^s  poefli  od  ftOas  OsJTNflt 
and  written, U has been said(  " to aAont tfta lad^df 
arabbjsjboD  poaltar^    ^  ^ 


532 

While  the  soft  perspiring  damę, 
Glowing  with  the  softest  flame, 
On  the  rarishU  favourite  pours 
Balmy  "dews,  ambrosial  showcrs  ! 
With  thy  utmost  ftkill  express 
Naturę  in  her  richest  dress ;  4 
Umpid  rivers  smoothly  flowing, 
Orckards  by  those  rhers  Wowing  ; 
Curling  wood-bine,  mifrtlc  fihe.de, 
And  the  gay  enamel'd  mead ; 
Where  the  linnetssit  and  sing, 
Little  sporUings  of  the  spring ; 
Where  the  breathing  field  and  grove 
Sooth  the  heart,  and  kindle  love ; 
Herę  for  me,  and  tor  the  Muse, 
Coloars  of  resemblance  chuse  $ 
Make  of  lineamenU  divine,    # 
Daply  female  spaniel*  shtne, 
Pretty/oitd/róg*  of  the  fair, 
Gentle  damseU,  gentle  care  ; 
But  to  one  atone  import 
Ali  the  flattery  of  thy  arŁ 
Crowd  each  feature,  crowd  ea*ch  grace, 
Which  complete  the  dtsperate  face; 
Let  the  spotted  wanton  damę 
Feel  a  new  resistless  flame $ 
Let  the  happiest  of  his  race 
Win  the  fair  to  his  embrace. . 
But  in  shade  the  rest  cooceal, 
Nor  to  sight  their  joys  revea1, 
Lest  the  pendl  and  the  Muse 
Loose  desires  and  thoughts  infuse. 


SWIFTS  POEMS* 


The  aext  to  be  preferrM,  1  think, 
Is  the  glass  in  which  I  drink ; 
The  sbelres  on  which  my  books  I  keep  | 
And  the  bed  on  which  I  sleep ; 
An  antioue  elbow-chair  between, 
Big  enough  to  hołd  the  dean  ; 
And  the  storę  tbat  gives  delight 
In  the  cold  bleak  wintery  night > 
To  these  we  add  a  thing  below, 
Morę  for  use  reserv'd  than  show : 
These  are  what  the  dean  do  please; 
AU  superfluouS  are  but  these. 


AYANDKO. 
A  TALE  PROM  DUBLIN.     1737. 

At  Dublin's  high  feast  sate  primate  and  dean, 
Both  dress*d  like  divines,  with  band  and  face  clean. 
Quoth  Hughof  Armagh  »,  "  Themobi6gTownbold.,, 
"  Ay,  ay,"  quoth  the  dean,  "  the  ćause  is  old  gold." 
"  No,  no,"  quoth  the  primate,  "  if  causes  we  sift, 
This  mischief  arises  from  witty  dean  Swift" 
The  smart-one  replicd,  "  There  *s  no  wit  in  the  caae ; 
And  nothing  of  thąt  ever  troubled  your  grace. 
Though  with  your  state-sieve  your  own  notions  you 
A  Boulter  by  name  is  no  bolter  of  wit  [split, 

It  is  matter  of  weight,  and  a  merę  money-jobb ; 
But  the  lower  the  coin,  the  higher  the  mob. 
Go  tell  your  fiiend  Bob  and  the  other  great  folk, 
That  sinking  the  coin  is  a  dangerous  joke. 
The  Irish  dear-joys  have  enoagh  common  sense, 
To  treat  gold  reduced  like  Wood's  copper  pence. 
It  is  pity  a  prelate  shoultl  die  without  law ; 
Sut  if  I  say  the  wprd — takc  care   f  Armagh !" 


'E 


DA.  SrVIFT>S  ANSWER 
TO  A  f*iend's  auuTioy. 

Th*  fumiture  that  best  doth  please 
St  Patnck'8  dean,  good  sir,  are  these : 
The  knife  and  fork  with  which  I  eat ; 
And.  next,  the  pot  that  boila  the  meat  ^ 

i  Dr.  llugh  Boulter. 


APOLLO" S  EDICTh 

Ireland  is  now  our  royal  care, 

We  latcly  fix'd  our  viceroy  there  , 

How  near  was  she  to  be  uudone, 

Til  I  pious  love  inspirM  her  son ! 

What  cannot  our  ricegerent  do. 

As  poet  and  as  patriot  too  ? 

Let  his  success  our  subjects  sway, 

Our  inspiratioos  to  obey, 

And  fbllow  where  he  leads  the  way  i 

Then  study  to  correct  your  taste ; 

Nor  bcaten  paths  be  longer  trac'd« 

No  simile.shall.be  begun, 
With  rising  or  with  setting  Sun ; 
And  let  the  secret  head  o/Nile 
Be  ever  banish'd  from  yonr  isle. 

When  wretched  lorers  live  on  air, 
I  beg  you  '11  the  camelion  spare ; 
And,  when  you  fd  make  a  nero  grander, 
Forget  he  >s  like  a  salamander. 

No  son  of  minę  shall  dare  to  say, 
Aurora  ushećd-in  the  day, 
Or  erer  name  the  milky~veay. 

You  all  agree,  I  make  no  doubt, 
Elijah'8  manile  is  worn  out. 

The  bird  ofJwe  shall  totl  no  morę 
To  teach  the  humble  wren  to  śoar. 
Your  tragic  heroes  shall  not  rant. 
Nor  shepherds  use  poetic  cant. 
Simplicity  alone  can  grace 
The  manners  of  the  rural  race. 
Theocritus  and  Philips  be 
Your  guides  to  tnie  simplicity. 

When  Damon's  soul  tkali  take  ittjłightj 
Though  Poeta  have  the  second-aight, 
They  shall  not  see  a  trailofligkt. 
Nor  shall  the  vapours  uptanrd  rise, 
Nor  a  new  star  adorn  the  skies : 
For  wbo  can  hope  to  place  one  there, 
As  glorious  as  Belłnda's  hairf 
Yet,  if  his  name  you  >d  eternize, 
And  must  exalt  him  to  the  skies; 
Without  a  star,  this  may  be  done  : 
So  Tickell  raournM  bis  Addison. 

If  Anna's  happy  rjeign  you  praise, 
Pray,  not  a  word  o/tJiakyon-days  ; 
Nor  let  my  ▼ótaries  show  theńr  skill 
In  aping  lines  from  Coopert-Hill ; 

1  This  poem  was  originally  written  In  1790$  tht 
latter  part  of  it  was  re-pubEsbed  in  1743,  oalftt 
death  of  the  countess  of  Donegal.    If. 
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For  knw,  f  cannot  bear  toliear 
*  The  mimiciy  of  dćep,  yet  elear. 

Whene'er*uiy  vireroy  is  addressM, 
Against  the  phenbc  I  protest. 
When  poets  soar  in  youtbful  strains, 
No  Phaeton  to  hołd  tbe  reins. 

When  you  describe  a  love1y  girl,    ' 
,  No  lips  of  coral,  teeth  ofpearl 
Cupid  shall  ne'er  mtetake  another, 
Howerer  beauteous,  for  his  mother  ? 
Nor  shall  his  darts  at  ran  łom  fly 
From  magazine  in  Caelia's  eye. 
With  women-compounds  1  am  cloyM, 
Which  onły  pleas'd  in  Bidtly  Floyd. ' 
For  foreign  aid,  what  need  they  roam, 
Whom  Fate  bas  amply  blest  at  home  ? 

Unerring  Heaven,  with  bounteous  band, 
Has  form'd  a  model  for  your  land, 
Whom  Jove  endowM  with  every  grace; 
The  gbry  of  the  Oranard  race ; 
Now  destin*d  by  the  powers  divine 
The  blessing  of  another  linę. 
Tben,  would  you  paint  a  matchless  damę, 
Whom  you  'd  consign  to  endless  famę  ? 
Invoke  not  Cytberea's  aid, 
Nor  borrow  from  the  blue-ey'd  maid ; 
Nor  need  you  on  the  Graces  cali  5— 
Take  qualitios  from  Donegal. 


EPIGRAM  L 


Dbhold  !  a  proof  of  Irish  sense ! 

Herę  Irish  wit  is  seen  ! 
When  nothing  '■  left,  tbat  }s  worth  defeuce, 

We  build  a  magazine. 


EPIGRAMS, 

OCCAllOKED  ST  W.  SWIFT'8   1KTBNDBO  BOSNTAL  FOl 
IDKOTS-ASD  LOKATICKS. 

Th  i  dean  must  die— our  ideots  to  maintain. 
Perisb,  ye  ideots !  and  long  Jive  tbe  dean  I 


0  Ginids  of  Hibernia*s  state, 
Śubłimery  good,  sererely  great ! 
How  doth  tbis  latest  act  excel 

Ali  you  bave  done  or  wrote  so  well ! 

Satire  may  be  the  child  of  spite, 

And  Famę  might  bid  the  Drapier  write : 

1  The  dean,  in  bis  Itmacy,  bad  sonie  intenrals  of 
•ense;  at  Which  fime  his  guardians,  or  physicians, 
took  him  out  fur  the  air.  On  one  of  these  days, 
when  they  came  to  the  park,  Swift  remarked  a  new 
trailding,  which  be  bad  nerer  seen,  and  asked  what 
it  was  designed  for.  To  which  Dr.  Kingstony  ans- 
wered,  "  That,  Mr.  Dean,  is  the  magazine  for  arms 
and  powder,  for  the  security  of  the  city."  "  Oh  ! 
oh !"  says  the  dean,  pulling  out  bis  pocket-book, 
M  let  me  take  an  item  of  tbat  This  is  worth  re- 
marking:  my  tablets,  as  Hamlet  says,  my' 
tablets— memory,  put  down  that  t"-~Whieb  pto- 
duced  the  above  tines,  aąiii  te  be  tfa*  bet  ha  *r*r 
jrrote,    Ai 


But  to  reliere,  and  to  endow, 
Creatures  that  know  not  wbence  or  howf 
Argues  a  soul  both  good.ahd  wise, 
Resembling  Him  wbo  rules  the  skies, 
He  to  the  tboughtful  mi  od  displays 
Immortal  skill  ten  thousand  ways; 
And,  tooomplete  his  glorious  task, 
Gltres  what  we  hare  not  sense  to  ask  f 


,Lo!  Swift  to  ideots  bequeaths  bis  storę t 
Be  wise,  ye  rieb !— consider  thus  tbe  poorj 


DEAN  OF  ST.  PATRICKA  BIRTH-DAY*, 

>      MOV.   30,  ST.  ANDKSW,S-DAT. 

Bbtwbbn  the  hours  of  twefoe  and  one 
When  half  the  world  to  rest  were  gone, 
Entranc'd  in  softest  sleep  I  lay, 
Forgetful  of  an  amdous  day  f 
From  erery  care  and  labour  free, 
My  soul  as  calm  as  it  could  be. 

The  queen  of  dreams,  well  pleasU  to  And 
An  undisturbM  and  vacant  mind, 
With  magie  pencil  tcac'd  my  bram, 
And  there  she  drew.  St  Patrick's  dean. 
I  straight  beheld  on  either  band  " 
Two  saints,  like  guardian  angels,  stano- 
And  either  claimM  him  for  their  son  ; 
And  thus  the  high  dispute  begun. 

St  Andrew  fint,  with  reason  strona 
Maintain'd  to  him  he  did  belong : 
"  Swift  is  my  own,  by  right  dmne, 
Ali  bom  upon  this  day  are  minę." 

St  Patrick  said,  "  I  own  this  tnie, 
"  Sofiur  be  does  belong  to  you : 
But  in  my  church  he  's  boro  again, 
My  son  adopted,  and  my  dean. 
When  first  the  Chństian-truth  I  spread, 
The  poor  within  this  isle  I  fed, 
And  darkest  errours  banishM  hence, 
Madę  knowledge  in  their  place  commence 4 
Nay  morę,  at  my  dnrine  command, 
Ali  norious  creatures  fled  tbe  land. 
1  madę  both.peace  and  plenty  tmUe. 
Hibernia  was  my  uwourite  isle  ; 
Now  Atf— for  he  suoceeds  to  me, 
Two  Angels  cannot  morę  agree. 

"  His  joy  is,  to  reliere  tbe  poor  ; 
Behold  them  weekly  at  bis  door  4 
His  knowledge  too,  m  brightest  rag*ę 
He  like  tbe  Sun  to  all  comreys $ 
Shows  wisdom  in  a  single  page, 
And  in  one  hour  instructs  an  age* 
When  ruin  latęly  stood  around 
Th'  endosures  of  my  sacred  ground, 
He  gloriously  did  interpose, 
And  sar'd  it  from  invading  foea  ; 
For  tbis  I  claim  immortal  Swift, 
As  my  own  son,  and  Heaven's  best  gift* 

The  Galedonian  saint,  enrag'd, 
Now  closer  in  dispute  engag'd, 

1  See,  inPuraelPs  Poems,  aasiegaJftcwimliaenŁ 
on  tbe  same  ootasiea.    X 
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SWIFTS  POEMS. 


Essays  to  prpve,  by  treneTOgratio*, 
Tbe  dean  is  of  the  Scottish  natioai 
And,  to  conńrfn  the  truth,  he  chow 
The  loyal  soul  of  great  Montrose, 
"  Montrose  and  he  are  both  the  san*, 
They  only  difler  in  the  name ; 
Both,  heroes  in  a  rigbteous  cause, 
Assert  their  liberties  and  laws : 
He  'snów  the  same,  Montrose  was  then, 
But  tbat  the  tword  is  tnn'd  a  pm  ; 
A  pen  of  so  great  power,  each  word 
Defcods  beyood  tbe  benft  tword.*9 

Now  wprds  graw  high— we  cant  suppost 
Immortals  ever  come  to  blows ; 
But,  lett  unruly  passion  should 
Degrade  tbem  into  flesh  and  blood, 
An  angel  quick  from  Heaven  desoends, 
Ąpd  be  at  once  tbe  cooteat  ends : 

"  Yerevereod  pair,  from  discordcease, 
Ye  both  mistake  the  presenf;  case  j 
One  kingdom  cannot  have  pretence 
To  so  much  virtue !  so  much  sense : 
Search  Heaven's  record;  and  there  you  'U  fiod 
That  He  was  bora  for  all  manlund." 


ze 


EPISTLE 


TO  ROBERT  NUGEHT,  ESO. 
wirn*  a  picruaa  o?  pbak  swirr, 

BY  fil.  DUSEIM  K 

To  gratify  thy  feng  desire 

(So  Love  and  Piety  reauire), 

From  Biudon'«  *cołours  you  may  tracą 

The  patriot'8  ▼enerabłe  face, 

The  last,  O  Nugant  I  whieb  bis  alt 

Shall  ever  to  the  world  import ; 

For  know,  the-primeof  mortal  mew, 

That  matehless  monareh  of  the  pen 

(Wbote  laboure,  like  tbe  genial  Sun, 

Shall  through  revolving  ages  run, 

Yct"hever,  like  tbe  S*m,jdecline, 

But  in  tbeir  ftill  meridiań  shine), 

That  ever  honourM,  envied  sagę, 

So  long  tbe  woncter  of  bis  age, 

Who  charm'd  us  with  bis  goUea  strain, 

Is  not  the  shadow  óf  the4ean ; 

He  only  breathes  Besotian  ań*— 

"  Oh !  what  a  falling-off  was  thereP* 

Hibernia'8  Hdlicen  is  dry, 
Invention,  Wit,  and  Humour  die. 
And  what  remaiasagainst  the  storm 
Of  Malice,  but  an  empty  form  ? 
The  nodding  ruins  of  a  pik, 
That  stood  the  bul  wark  of  this  iile  ; 
In  which  the  sisterhood  was  hVd 
Of  candid  Honour,  Truth  unmbrM, 
Impartial  Reason,  Tbonght  profound, 
And  Charity,  ditfusfog  ronnd, 

1  This  elegant  tribute  of  gratitutie,  as  H  was  wrft- 
ttn  at  a  period  when  all  suspicion  of  flattery  most 
yanish,  reflects  tbe  bighest  honour  on  the  ingenious 
writer,  and  cannot  but  be  agreeableto  tbe  admirers 
vf  Dr.  Swift.     N. 

.    ■  OmmnntA  WmAnm    mo     fc  ^a>ŁłHritid  IWBltffr         Nm 

^S^^rW^WWW^W/^  l^yłW^^^W^W^^     W^^^^      ^^  ^^^^^^W^^C^r^^W^W  ^■^^W*^J^W^P™^  ^^m^ 


In  cheerful  rhmlets,  tbe  floir 
Of  Fortune  to  tbe  sons  of  woe  ? 

Sucb  one,  my  Nugeat,  was  {hy  S*n% 
findued  with  each  exalted  gift. 
But,  lo!  the  purę  etbereal  flame 
Is  darken'd  by  a  tnisty  steam  : 
The  bałin  exhausted  breathes  no  smell, 
The  rosę  is  wither'd  ere  it  fell. 
That  godlike  supplement  of  law, 
Which  held  the  wicked  world  inawe, 
And  could  the  tide  of  foction  stem, 
Is  but  a  shell  witbout  tbe  gem. 

Ye  sons  of  genius,  wbo  would-aim 
To  build  an  everlą<ting  famę, 
And,  in  tbe  field  of  letter'd  arts, 
Display  the  trophies  of  your  parts, 
i  To  yonder  mąjusion  turo  aside, 
And  mortify  your  growin?  pride. 
Behold  the  brightest  of  the  race, 
And  Nature's  honour,  in  disgrace : 
With  humble  resignation  owo, 
That  all  your  talents  are  a  loan  ; 
By  Providence  adranc'd  for  use, 
Which  you  sbould  study  to  nroduce, 
Reflect,  the  mental  stock,  afas ! 
However  currentnow  it  pass, 
May  haply  be  recaU'd  from  you 
Before  tbe  grave  demands  his  due. 
Then,  while  your  morning-star  proceeds, 
Direct  your  course  to  wortby  deeds, 
In  fu  Her  day  discharge  your  debts; 
For,  when  your  sun  of  reason  sets, 
Tbe  nigbt  succeeds  ;  and  all  your  scheinea 
Of  głory  vauisb  witb  your  dreama, 

Ah  !  where  is  now  the  suppie  train 
That  dana?d  attendance  on  the  dean  ? 
Say,  where  are  those  facetions  folks, 
Who  shook  with  laugbter  at  his  jokea, 
And  with  attentive  rapture  hung 
On  wisdom  dropping  from  his  tongue; 
Who  lookM  with  high  disdaiaful  pride 
On  all  the  busy  world  beside, 
And  rated  his  productions  morę 
Than  treasures  of  Perurian  ore  ? 

Good  Chriatians !  tbey  with  bended 
IngulphM  the  winę,  but  loath  the  )ees9 
Averting  (so  tbe  text  commands),  - 
With  ardent  eyes  aBd-wp^eaat  banda, 
The  cup  of  sorrow  from  their  lipa, 
And  fly,  like  rats  from  sinjdng  ships. 
While  some,  who  by  his  fóendsbip.roff 
To  wealth,  in  concert  with  bis  foes, 
Run  eounter  to  their  former  track,     ę 
Like  old  ActOBon'*  horrid  pack 
Of  yelling  mongrels,  in  requitab 
To  pot  on  their  master1*  vitals ; 
And,  where  they  cannot  blaat  bis  towelfc 
Attemptio  stigmatize  his  morala; 
Through  ScandaPs  magnifying-gUss 
His  fiubles  view,  but  viitues  pass, 
And  oo  tbe  ruins  of  his  nune 
Cpsct  an  ignoniiaiotts  »^"v>r 
So  Termin  fouL  of  vile  esixafitioq^ 
Tbe  spawn  of  oirt  and  putre&ction, 
The  aounder  mesabers  tnwerae  o'ex9 
But  nz  and  fotten  im  ąsore. 
Hence!  peace,  ye  wret«hes,  who  9*$$ 
""  wit,  b^buwipuc,  »ad  ^js  sgtei 


INSCRIPT10N 

Śinoe  all  the  monstero  which  be  drew 

Werę  only  meant  to  copy  you ; 

And,  if  the  cAours  be  not  fainter, 

Arraign  yourselves,  and  not  the  painter.  • 

But,  oh  !  tbat  He,  «ho  gave  him  breath, 
Dread  arbiter  of  lffe  and  death  ! 
That  He,  the  moving  soul  of  all, 
The' sleeping  spirit  would  recall, 
And  crown  him  with  triumphant  meeds. 
For  all  his  past  heroic  deeds, 
In  mansious  of  unbroken  rest, 
The  bright  repnblic  of  the  bless'd  I 
Irradiate  his  benighted  mind 
Witb  lmng  light  of  light  refinM  ; 
And  these  the  blank  of  thought  employ 
With  objects  of  immortal  joy ! 

Yet,  while  hc  drags  the  sad  remain* 
Of  life,  slow-creeping  through  his  yeint, 
Above  the  views  of  private  ends, 
The  tributary  Mnse  attends, 
To  prop  his  feeble  step,  or  shed 
The  piouM  tear  around  his  bed. 

So  pilurims,  with  devout  complnints,    \ 
Freąucnt  the  crares  of  majrtyrM  saints, 


.  .  .  EPIGRAM. 

fnscribe  their  worth  in  artless  lines, 
And,  in  their  stead,  ęmbrace  their  shrinef . 
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WTBNDED  POR  A   MONUMENT.      1765. 

Sat,  to  the  Drapiert  vast  unbounded  famę, 
W  bat  added  honours  can  the  sculptor  givę  ? 
Nonę. — Tis  a  sanction  froui  the  Drapier's.name 
Most  bid  the  sculptor  and  his  marble  live. 


EPIGRAM 

OCCASIONBD  BT  THE  AB07B   INSCRIPTIOW. 

Which  gave  the  Drapier  birth  two  realms  conteod  ; 
And  each  asserts  her  poet,  patriot,  friend : 
Her  mitrę  jealous  Britain  may  deny ; 
That  loss  Iemia'8  laurel  shalf  supply : 
Through  life's  Iow  vale,  she,  grateful,  gave  him  bread  ; 
,  Her  vocal  stones  shall  yradicate  him  dead. 

1"<W.     B.  K 
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